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ofia,
Bulgaria
Mr. X peered out
the
second-story
window
of
the
mansion, admiring
the
nine
black
cars—most of them
new
Mercedes—
that sat in the large circular driveway.
He studied the well-built men in black,
who stood in front of the house like
soldiers guarding the most sought-after
secrets of a nation. He wondered if all
these men were to be trusted. If perhaps
one with dubious intentions may have
slipped through the cracks unnoticed.

These men were to protect this house
from prying eyes and ears. Protect it
with their lives if they had too.

future where he saw total control. And
he saw what he needed to do to create,
maintain, and strengthen that control.

The room had been scanned for bugs
shortly before the meeting. Just as it was
before every meeting like this. And his
staff knew not to interrupt under any
circumstances.

“Let’s have our friends in the press
run these recordings immediately” he
said, still looking out the window. He
then held up his drink and added, “Less
morons voting for them, more morons
voting for us.”

Drinking from his glass of whiskey, he
ran his hand back along the top of his
gigantic round head, over his receding
black and grey hairline. He then looked
beyond the men and the nine cars in
the driveway, to a place and time in the

too stupid to do anything about it. At
least the ones who know they’re too
stupid, know it. But these young ones
with their protests, and fists in the air,
they don’t see that they’d be better off
if they all just fucking lit themselves
on fire. Hey, what do you call a smart
young Bulgarian?”

Two men sitting behind him in black
leather chairs laughed.

The two men sitting behind him
looked at each other and shook their
heads, until the one known as Mr. N
said, “I don’t know, what?”

“Fucking idiots, they cry for change
but are too stupid to realize that they’re

Mr. X turned from the window and
said, “Kindling.”

NOVA BULGARIA | THE STORY THE GOVERNMENT DOES NOT WANT YOU TO READ

They laughed as Mr. X sat down at
his large maple desk facing the other
men. Mr. N had a double chin, light
skin, green eyes, and dark hair with a
small patch of grey just above each ear.
The other man—Mr. K—had dark black
hair, a receding v-shaped hairline, and
dark bags under his eyes, making him
look as if he hadn’t slept a good night
in years.
At the opposite end of the room a
warm fire burned in a large marble
fireplace. The head of a grizzly
bear with its massive jaws open was
mounted just above it. The soundproof
walls were covered in original works
from the world’s greatest painters—all
of whom were now dead. On the desk
sat a 12-inch tall golden elephant with
green jewels for eyes.
“We just can’t have any more
recordings of us getting around,” Mr.
K said. “It could hurt us in the next
election. And we definitely don’t want
the EU on our backs.”
“It’s no problem,” said Mr. N. “We’ve
got the socialists and the Turks at a
distance; they pose for the votes, yes,
and the EU Commission, but they’re
still scared of us. Deep down they know
the drill. They’ll just keep looking the
other way. And who’s talking? The
Ministry? The papers? Hell no. And
besides, nobody believes the leaks
anyway; they know it’s just a dirty
German conspiracy to put us out like
Greece. And Struga has been quiet
since we paid them a visit.”

to be a very good Christmas gentlemen,
a very good Christmas…this year, next
year, and every fucking year. Santa
Claus is our friend, boys.”
“We should be more careful with a
few things, though,” said Mr. K. “I’m
not talking about the people of Bulgaria,
they know what we do and can’t do
one fucking thing about it. But the EU
Commission…we just…we gotta be a
little more careful with them. Brussels
is sticking their goddamn noses up our
assholes right now. I think we should
only be skimming one-point-five from
the new wine deals. We still have two
points coming in from our friends in
Varna, and we’re driving up our detail
for BERG by five-percent.”
“With these deals I’m working on
now,” Mr. X said, “especially with the
fucking schools and the roads…those
alone are easily worth eight-figures to
each of us. I got roads I think we can
get ten or twelve million for. And I can
get them made for like fucking three,
four million tops. And I have roads
coming outta my ass right now, I got
more fucking road contracts than I
know what to do with. I’m still kicking
myself in the fucking balls though for
missing our mark on shaving off the
South Stream route.”
“Yeah, but if the EU cuts us out, there
goes one big fucking source of income,”
said Mr. N. “We just…we need to be
careful. Seven years ago there was no
Brussels breathing down our necks and
shaking our clients. We had fucking
both sides of the aisle’s pockets filled.”
“We’ll figure it out, we always do,”
Mr. X said as he smiled.
Mr. K snapped his fingers. “Oh,
before I forget, what do you want to say
to the media about all those students
leaving?”

Mr. X took another sip of whiskey,
then put the glass down, grabbed a
marble and started rolling it around
between his fingers, and motioned to
the golden elephant on his desk. “You
like my golden elephant?” he asked.
Both men nodded.
“A friend of ours gave it to me as a gift,”
he said, leaning forward and stroking
the elephant’s back. “It’s twenty-four
carat gold, the eyes are jadeites. I think
he brings me good luck.”
“So give us the good news you hinted
at on the phone,” Mr. K said.
Mr. X put his elbows on the desk,
placing his hands together in front of
him—his fingers and thumbs touching,
forming a triangle. “You two will be very
happy with what I have put together for
us. Very happy.”
“Those contracts clear?” Mr. K asked.
“Oh they’ve cleared alright. And
I’m lining up more as we speak. More
schools, more roads, fucking more of
everything. It’s like the Gods are lining
up to empty their pockets at our fucking
feet right now. We’re looking at 40% of
that new highway we were talking about
last week, and we’ll also be getting a
nice cut on all those schools. It’s going

“We’ll just get them to paint a
different picture of it,” answered Mr.
X. “Something like: ‘New study shows
it’s only the misguided, up-to-no-good,
destined-for-a-life-of-crime who are
leaving Bulgaria.’ We get some fucking
studies made up, print the results, and
just keep spoon-feeding it to these
stupid mother fuckers like everything
else. And the ones who want to leave;
good, fuck ’em, we don’t need ’em.
We got plenty of dumb-ass Bulgarians
willing to stay right here and keep
lining our pockets until they’re dead
and buried, because it’s all they know.
If a rat is born in a cage, the cage is
all it knows, it doesn’t know anything
else. And that’s all they are, a bunch of
fucking rats in a cage.”

should be concerned about though.”
“What?” asked Mr. X
“Yeah, what?” Mr. K also wanted to
know.

D

im
moonlight
shone
through
the window on a
chilly
December
evening. The two
girls, lying close to
one another on a
small bed, stared at
the ceiling and whispered. Marina, age
18, and her sister Alexandra, 16, were
thinking about Christmas. It was just a
week away and they were excited, even
though they knew gifts would be scarce
again this year.
As they spoke quietly, they never
knew their future was about to change
in such a profound way.
“If you could have anything, I mean
anything in the whole world for
Christmas, what would it be?” Marina
asked, playing with her fingers in the
moonlight, as if they were little dancers
no one else could see.
“I want a tall, handsome boyfriend,”
Alexandra said, “with a big heart, who’s
nice to me, and brings me flowers every
day.” Her cheeks turned a shade of red,
not made visible to her sister in the
dark room.
“A boyfriend? I’m sure dad would
love that!” Marina said jokingly, a huge
smile on her face. “He’d probably hunt
him down as he walked home from
school, throw him in the back of his
squad car, and him and Stephan would
take turns kicking him in the head.
You’d never see that boy again!”
“Well, maybe just someone to bring
me flowers.” They both giggled.

“I want a prom dress!” Marina said.
“How’s dad ever going to get the
money to buy you a prom dress?”
“When I was—”

Mr. N lifted his index finger and
said “There is something I do think we

“That’s why I want it for Christmas.
Maybe Santa Claus will bring it to me.”
“You dork,” Alexandra said, hitting
her sister on the head with a ragged
old pink teddy bear that was missing an
eye.
“I know he could get the money for it
if he would just—”
“Don’t you even dare think that
Marina. He’s better than that.”
“God, you always interrupt me. You
know I hate that. Is one little dress
too much to ask? If I could just get it,
I know prom will be the most amazing
night of my life…full of music, delicious
food, dancing, and magic.”
“You better forget about college then
and start working three different jobs if
you even hope to get some used up old
dress that smells like rotten milk and
stinky feet. That’s how you can get your
prom dress. You get three jobs and save
up for an old stinky feet dress.” The two
girls burst into laughter.
Marina let out a long slow breath and
looked out the window, as if staring
into some forgotten world. “I have to
tell you something, Alexandra.”
“What, you don’t want no stinky feet
dress?” Alexandra laughed again, this
time without Marina joining in.
“I’m being serious.”
“Ok, God, why do you gotta say it
like that? I can just tell that whatever
you’re about to tell me is going to be
a total bummer,” Alexandra said with
disappointed in her voice. She couldn’t
stand how often things were a bummer
in their home. How there were more
frowns than smiles. It had been like
that for years now. More worries than
laughs. More bad news than good. She
wanted to hold onto the last echoes of
laughter, like one held onto a cherished
memory. Just like she still hadn’t gotten
rid of her ragged old pink teddy bear—
Ms. Pinky—she didn’t want to let go of
that brief passing moment of happiness
she shared with her sister.
“I’m leaving,” Marina said.
“What?” She tried to see Marina’s
eyes in the darkness.
“I’m moving to Germany.”

“What do you want to do about
these students acting like big shots and
pretending it’s a fucking revolution or
something?” Mr. N asked.
“We’ll just keep fucking ignoring
them, like we have been,” Mr. X said.
“They’re just making noise. What are
they going to do, huh? Keep screaming
‘Mafia’? Big deal. Now would you guys
stop worrying about this shit so we
can talk about making some goddamn
money here? We have plenty of other
people to worry about this kind of shit
for us.”

can barely even afford to get by every
month? You see him struggling don’t
you? Mom and him always arguing
about money. Money, money, money.
It’s all they ever talk about anymore.”

“I know, I know,” Alexandra
interrupted, “when you were six dad
promised he’d get you the prettiest
prom dress in the entire world. But now
it’s twelve years later and he doesn’t
even have two lev to rub together to
get it for you. How’s he going to get
fifteen-hundred lev to buy you a prom
dress when even with mom, grandpa,
and him working all the time, we still

“Ha, ha. Funny joke. Don’t be such a
brat.” Alexandra knew that Marina was
telling the truth, but she wanted to put
off the truth, if even for just a few more
seconds. More often than not, the truth
hurt these days, and she didn’t like
facing it.
“No, I’m serious. I’m moving to
Germany. I mean, let’s face it, Bulgaria
sucks, sis. Sure, it’s a beautiful country
and all, and I love the people, and I love
you, and Mom, and Dad, and Grandma
and Grandpa, but—”
“So stay!” Alexandra said, cutting her
off again, with the upbeat and positive
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voice of blind innocence.

of pink swiss cheese.

“Alexandra, stop interrupting! Just
listen ok. For once, will you just listen
to me? Really, I have to move. I can’t
stand it here anymore. We’re always
broke, everyone is depressed, and
there’s no hope for any kind of future
for me here. All my friends who’ve left
are happier than my friends who’ve
stayed. It’s like Bulgaria is the place
dreams go to die. Everyone here is so
poor and miserable. And I don’t wanna
live like that, ya know? Life is too short.
There’s no good jobs here for a girl like
me who’s getting out of school and all.
And I know you know what I’m saying.
You just don’t wanna face it. But I have
to face it. I’m 18 now, and if I stay here
I’ll end up like Mom and Dad, working
myself to death for what, for nothing.
We have nothing Alex, nothing.”

“And look at her,” Marina said,
grabbing the bear’s leg, “she looks like
she’s in as bad of shape as Bulgaria.
Besides the family, there’s nothing
here for me. There’s no work for a girl
of my age and skill level, there’s no
real educational opportunity to help
me succeed. I don’t want to struggle
my whole life like mom and dad. I
don’t wanna be them when I’m their
age. There’s no reason for it when
there’s other countries with plenty of
opportunity where you can actually
have a life, and not have to trade your
soul away just to try to pay an electricity
bill. Just because we were born here
doesn’t mean we need to stick around
and lead a miserable existence like
everyone else in Bulgaria. In a year or
two you’ll understand, I know you will,
you totally will.”

“I got Ms. Pinky,” Alexandra said,
holding up the lifeless little bear; soiled
with decade-old food stains, its one
eye left hanging by two threads, and
enough holes in it to resemble a piece

“Fine!” Alexandra said, as she jumped
up from the bed and stormed out of the
room, slamming the door behind her, not
caring if it woke up everyone in the house.

T

he next day after
school,
Alexandra
sat at the small desk
in the family room
looking at pictures
on Facebook of her
and Marina growing
up. Pictures of them
playing at the park, making cookies
with Grandma, one of her when she
was just knee-high and had gotten Ms.
Pinky for Christmas, and one that mom
had given her of dad in his uniform
when he first became a police officer.

Marina’s words from the previous
night weighed on her like a giant
elephant stepping on her heart. She
didn’t want to lose her sister—her best
friend and the person who made her
laugh and smile more than anyone in
the world. She was the only person
who knew which boys she had crushes
on, which teachers she hated, and
which girls at school she couldn’t
stand. The only one who knew about
the time she kissed a boy in the back
of Dad’s patrol car when he’d stopped
home for lunch and fell asleep on the
sofa. Or about the nightmares she had
of running from a monster—a monster
who would capture her, drag her back
to his cave and sit on her with his giant
hairy monster butt, until she couldn’t
breathe or yell for help. Or about how
she resented Dad sometimes for Mom
having to work so hard. For drinking
so much. For yelling at the family. Or
about how she thought the big round
scar on the back of Dad’s hand didn’t
come from working on a car, like he
said it did. About how she thought

the scar had something to do with
whatever woke Dad up in the middle of
the night from his own scary dreams.
She was losing the only person she
could truly be herself around, free of
judgment and the need to impress. She
was losing part of herself.
She told herself to stay positive. To
look at the bright side. But what bright
side? That she too, could move away
from her family, her friends, and her
country when she turned 18? Or end
up like Mom? Middle-aged, working all
day at the hospital as a nurse, with an
aching back and feet screaming from
planter fasciitis because she’d been
standing on them 12 hours a day for 20
years and still couldn’t afford a decent
pair of shoes.
There were so many sad things she
wanted to brood over: Marina leaving,
another Christmas with almost no gifts,
dad always being in a bad mood when
he got home and giving her a hard
time about every little thing she did,
and a harder time for things she didn’t
do—like clean the house just the way
he wanted it, or wash her dishes the
second she was done using them.
Forget it, she thought. I’m not going
there. I’m going to turn this around
into something good. Somehow,
someway, I’m not going to fall into the
trap that Mom, Dad, and every other
adult she knew had fallen into. The trap
of having no choice or hope of turning
things around.

THERE HAD TO BE
ANOTHER WAY.
BUT HOW?
Looking at the pictures of her friends
on Facebook, they all looked so happy in
the pictures. But she knew most of that
was a show. A deep sadness lived behind
their eyes. It was hidden, but it was
definitely there, and she could see it when
she looked closely enough.

While scrolling through her news feed
she saw a post from one of her friends,
well, someone she had accepted a friend
request from at some point anyway, but
who she didn’t know all that well. That
was the funny thing about Facebook, you
end up being “friends” with people you’ve
never met, yet you call them “friends”.
How strange that was she thought.
The post said: I’m getting rid of the
holiday blues by becoming a Holiday
Hero!
Holiday Hero? What the heck was that?
Curiosity nudged Alexandra to click the
link, which took her to a website that
explained how a bunch of people were
getting together to bring food, toys, and
necessities to families in need.

And the people in the pictures actually
looked happy. Not fake happy, like many
of her friends on the social media site, but
a real happy.

Something about it immediately felt
right in that place deep inside of her that
just knew things—a place in her that she
couldn’t touch or see, but she always
suspected it was the most real part about
her. It was the place in her that had known
things since before she was even born.
Maybe, she thought, this could be just
the thing to take her mind off all the sad
circumstances that were weighing her
down. Grandma always said the best way
to feel better was to go help someone else.
But what if Dad scolded her for it? He
always told her how useless charities
were. How they were nothing but a mask
of generosity the rich put on to get richer
and make points with the public. That
they were all just money-making schemes.
She also knew her father didn’t like
the idea of people organizing together
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for anything bigger than a few buddies
getting together at the bar, like he and his
cop friends did. He said it always spelled
trouble.
Alexandra decided to give it a shot
anyway. And who said that Dad had to
know?

W

hen school
let out the
following
d a y ,
instead of
taking the
bus home,
Alexandra
walked to a public bus stop and hopped
on a bus that had a stop right next to the
Holiday Heroes headquarters. She was
nervous thinking about what her father
would do if he found out, and she almost
turned back. But she couldn’t deny the
magnetic pull she felt deep down in her
gut, and told herself she’d at least just
check it out, and if it didn’t feel right, she
could always turn around and go home.
When she arrived she went into a
warehouse and saw dozens of people of
all ages—teens, adults, the elderly—all
hard at work packing food and toys into
rows and rows of boxes. The energy in
the room was like nothing she’d ever felt
before—it was almost electric. People
were laughing, smiling, and joking as they
stuffed the boxes with as much as they
could hold.
For some reason just being there made
Alexandra immediately feel lighter, as
if the elephant had taken its foot off her
heart.
A giant, athletic looking man—
probably the tallest man she’d ever seen—
with a finely trimmed goatee, spiked hair,
and a big welcoming smile walked over
and extended his hand to her. “Hi, I’m Big
Mike,” he said.
“I’m Alexandra,” she said, as she shook
the giant’s hand.
“Are you new here?” Big Mike asked.
“Yeah, I just walked in actually.”
“Great, start putting together some
boxes over there with Rosie.” He
motioned to a tall, attractive woman with
red hair and a medium build. “She’ll show
you everything you need to know.”
As she walked over to Rosie, something
inside of Alexandra came buzzing to life.
Her heart felt warm, her muscles felt as
if they were composed of weightless fluid,
and her entire body seemed to almost
float in some kind of blissful truth—the
truth that she was doing the right thing.
But the bliss came to a screeching halt,
as if the positive emotions she was feeling
had run straight into a brick wall. It was
the lie. She couldn’t get it out of her head.
She’d told her parents she was going to
study with some friends after school. She
hated the fact that she had lied. Alexandra
prided herself on being an honest person.
Yet here she was, doing a good thing, but
lying to her parents about it, because she
knew her father would not have let her go,
and would have probably scolded her for
two hours just for asking.
“Hi, that Big Mike guy over there told me
I should come talk to you” she said to Rosie.

“Oh, hi,” Rosie said, shaking Alexandra’s
hand vigorously. “You must be the new
girl who’s going to help us steal more
food from the back of the grocery store
down the street. Did you bring your gun?
You know we only have so many guns
to go around and I’m afraid I can’t let
you borrow mine, Dear. Last time I let
someone borrow it they didn’t bring it
back for two weeks. Two weeks! And they
didn’t even have the mind to clean it after
using it. You believe that?”
“Uh…” Alexandra didn’t know what to
say.
“I’m joking, Honey,” Rosie said, with
a giant smile on her face. “Here, start
putting these cans of candied almonds in
those boxes over there. Put two cans in
each box ok, and pack ’em in there nice
so stuff doesn’t shift around too much.
If you have any questions, let me know,
ok, don’t hesitate to ask, that’s what I’m
here for.”
“Well, I do have one question,”
Alexandra said, her eyes trying to take
everything in.
“Yes?”
“Who makes money from this?”
“What do you mean?”
“Where’s all the money go? My dad says
that behind all charities there are rich
men making money.”

F

or the next three days
Alexandra would be
studying after school
with friends. That’s
what she told her
parents.

What she really did
was deliver boxes of
food to families in need.
Upon entering the first home, her heart
sank. She thought that her family had it
tough. I mean, they were barely getting
by. They had the necessities, but that
was it—a roof over their heads, running
water and electricity, and food in their
bellies. She knew that in other countries,
people were able to work hard and
have something to show for it. In other
countries, kids her age had cellphones,
iPads, and cars and rooms of their own.
They had nice clothes, savings accounts,
and could afford to do fun stuff.
She always wished that she could enjoy
those things. But the little bit that her
family did have was so much more than
the family had that stood in front of her.
Nine people were living in a dark little
one bedroom apartment lit by candle
light, because the electricity had been
shut off. A gas oven warmed the home,
but not enough to get comfortable. The
floors were dirty and scattered with old
mattresses and pillows. Cupboards were
bare, with the exception of a few cans of
beans. Several small children huddled
together on a couch trying to stay warm.

“Well, Sweetie,” Rosie said, putting
her hand on Alexandra’s arm, “I’m sure
your dad means well, and I have no
doubt he has a good reason for telling
you that. And yeah, sadly it is true.
That’s how the majority of charities
are run in Bulgaria. But what we’re
doing here is a bit different. You see
that big tall guy you met over there?”
She pointed to Big Mike. “His company,
and a lot of other reputable companies,
donate tens of thousands of dollars to
buy all this food for families who can’t
afford to have a nice holiday meal. They
also buy all the toys, all out of their
own pockets. And a lot of individuals
donate as well. And then hundreds of
people get together here, and in our
other locations, and we package the
food in these boxes and then deliver it
to the families. This Christmas we’re
on target to feed 5,000 families and
deliver 10,000 toys. That big lug over
there started this entire thing. Maybe
I’ll tell you his story later on, or you can
always ask him about it yourself. But
my point is, no one makes any money
off this. The donations all go into the
food and toys we deliver to the families.
And the whole thing is run with 100%
transparency. Everything we do is out
there on the table for anyone to see.”

As she put the box of food and toys
on the kitchen table, the mother of the
family, with tears streaming down her
cheeks, graciously accepted the package.
All of the children flocked around as she
opened it.

“Ok, cool,” Alexandra said, a sigh of
relief in her voice. And then she went
to work, picking up the cans of candied
almonds, carrying them over to the first
row of boxes, and putting two cans in
each box just like Rosie had told her to.

At that moment, she decided to never
feel sorry for herself again, or sit by
and concern herself with the everyday
problems that brought people down—
the gossip from the other girls at school,
that crooked little tooth that always
made her feel insecure about her smile,
or about whether or not she’d get any
gifts for Christmas this year. It seemed
like an insult to worry about those
things while there were little girls like
this living in Bulgaria—little girls, whose
bones stuck out from not having enough
food, were pale from not having enough
nutrients, and shaking from not having
enough heat.

She thought about how good it felt
to actually be making some kind of
difference in the world, and to get her
sister leaving for Germany off her mind.
But she also thought about how bad it felt
to have to hide it from her father. It was
bitter sweet and she didn’t like the bitter
part.

How could a country give such little
support and opportunity to its own
people, and let so many suffer like this?
How could those in charge turn a blind
eye to this kind of poverty, while they sat
in their mansions and ate like kings? How
could the government turn its back on
its own citizens…the very people it was
supposed to serve?

T

hat night, as her
sister, mother, and
grandmother slept;
and her father sat at
the kitchen table and
went for his nightly
swim into the bottle
of Rakia, and her
grandfather worked the midnight shift
as a security guard in an underground
parking structure; Alexandra thought
about her life, her family, and her country.
She thought about: How just like with
Marina, Bulgaria held so little future for

The “oooohs” and “ahhhhs” almost
brought Alexandra to tears. She took a
small teddy bear out of the box, knelt in
front of a little girl and handed it to her.
The girl hugged it as if it were a long lost
family member. “I have a pink teddy bear,
kind of like this one, myself” she said to
the girl. “She’s a little old and worn out
these days, but she still has a lot of love left
in her. Her name is Ms. Pinky and she’s
gotten me through a lot of cold nights.
What do you want to name this one?”
“What’s your name?” the little girl
asked.
“Why my name is Alexandra, what’s
yours?”
“I’m Ana, and I’m going to name her
Alexandra!” the girl said, as she squeezed
the teddy bear. Alexandra’s heart turned
to mush and the overwhelming love she
felt for the little girl made its way deep
into her soul.
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her. How her family was being crushed
by the system—all working themselves
into the ground, yet having so little. How
her father drank himself to sleep every
night to deal with the pressure of trying
to provide for his family on a policeman’s
salary. How her grandfather, who should
be living on a pension by now, spent
his nights all by himself in a half-lit and
lonely parking lot staring at parked cars.
How her mother might have to work
the rest of her life in that understaffed
and under-equipped hospital. How her
sweet grandma—a woman she loved
dearly and had the utmost respect for—
suffered from a deluge of medical issues—
issues that she’d be able to get help for if
she were a citizen of just about any other
EU country, but somehow in Bulgaria,
help just wasn’t possible, unless you had
the kind of means that were out of reach
for her family and just about every other
family she knew.
She thought about the new life her

sister would start in another country—
the kind of life that simply couldn’t be
found in Bulgaria.
She thought about the good she was
doing by volunteering for Holiday Heroes.
She also thought about how it wasn’t
enough. Sure, the food they provided
temporarily helped families in need and
lifted their spirits, but what about in
the long run? What about the future of
those families, of her own family, and of
Bulgaria?
Alexandra was overcome with an
overwhelming urge to try to help the
starving families in a bigger way than
she ever could with Holiday Heroes.
To rescue her own family from the
unrelenting grip poverty had on them,
and maybe even make Bulgaria a better
place in the process.
Self-doubt crept in and told her it
wasn’t possible. That, because she was

born in Bulgaria, she’d have to accept
her fate as one of dismal opportunity,
depressing living conditions, and lifelong
status as being nothing more than a
piece of chewed-up gum, clinging to
the bottom of the boot of oppression.

in reality, they’re the ones who are the
scum. They’re vile, manipulative, lying
hunks of scum who profit off the misery
of the Bulgarian people.”

he next day at the
Holiday
Heroes’
warehouse,
while
getting ready to go
deliver more boxes
of food to families
in need, Alexandra
listened in as some
of her co-volunteers talked about issues
ranging from poverty, hunger, corruption,
and politics.

“Well, if you’re referring to getting my
husband off the couch, no, nothing can
be done. That’s just the way he is. How
a man can be so lazy I have no idea.”
Everyone laughed. “But if you’re referring
to our government, absolutely something
can be done about it.”

T

She heard a short heavyset woman in
her late 50’s, or early 60’s, with long grey
hair tied in a ponytail hanging almost
down to her bosom; mention something
about a “Nova Bulgaria.”
"Nova Bulgaria"? What did that mean,
she wondered.
Alexandra continued to ease drop for
a few minutes but started to feel a little
guilty about it. “What are you guys talking
about?”
“How my husband is too lazy to peel
his fat ass away from the TV,” the woman
said, bursting into laughter along with
the others who stood around listening
to her. “Oh, you mean after that, well,
let me see, after that I was talking about
how Simona’s husband,” as she motioned
to one of the other women “is too lazy
to peel his fat ass away from the TV.”
Everyone laughed.
These women must have some lazy
husbands, Alexandra thought.
“Oh, you mean after we were talking
about our husbands’ fat asses?” The
woman’s smile lit up the room. “We were
talking about Political Change Now.”
“Political what?” Alexandra asked.
“Change Now. Political Change Now.
You haven’t heard of it?”
Alexandra slowly shook her head and
raised her left eyebrow.
“That’s because they don’t want you to
hear about it!” the woman said.
“Who doesn’t want me to hear about
it?”
“The ones who make money by keeping
you down. The ones who lie to us, treat us
like dirt, and steal our futures. The ones
who are stealing my daughter’s future, my
grandson’s future, and your future right
now.”
“Oh, you mean the government,”
Alexandra said as she nodded.
“You bet ya! The Bulgarian government.
The greedy and corrupt oligarchs and
members of Parliament who only care
about one thing—themselves. All they
care about is their bank accounts and their
power. They don’t care about you, me,
or even one of those families we’ve been
delivering food to. And those little kids
you’ve been handing out toys to? They
could give a rat’s ass about ‘em either.
They only care about getting richer and
they see you as one thing—a dollar sign.
Beyond that you’re scum to them. When

“Can anything be done to change it?”

“Like what?” Alexandra asked.
“We start over. We get rid of the filth
that’s running things now. Get rid of the
policies that don’t work. Throw out the
members of parliament who are working
against us and not for us. Toss out the
oligarchs who see us as nothing but
puppets in their sinister little game. We
get rid of the filth and put new people,
strategies, and policies in place that have
our best interests at heart. We root out
the evil that is the current Bulgarian
Government, and put a new, transparent
government in place, with fresh faces,
brilliant minds, good hearts, and some
damn integrity. That’s what we do.”
“Ok, but how do we do that?"
“Well, we’re working on doing it right
now, actually. We start by simply getting
enough people together who are tired of
being oppressed, lied to, and stepped on
by the Bulgarian Government, and we
vote new people into office. In fact, there’s
a strategy report that explains exactly
how we can change things. Why don’t
you read it when you get home tonight
and see what you think? I promise, if you
read it, everything will make perfect sense
to you. It explains everything.”
“I heard you mention something about
a Nova Bulgaria.”
“Yep, that’s exactly what I’m about—
Nova Bulgaria. In fact, right now, there’s
over 200,000 of us who joined a movement
started by that big knucklehead over
there,” she pointed to Big Mike. “That’s
over 200,000 Bulgarian citizens who are
not only mad as hell, but are ready to
change things and fight for what they
believe in. Ready to fight for Bulgaria. For
what it could and should be. But nothing
good comes easy, darling, especially
not the things in life that are the most
important. Those are the things you have
to work hard for and fight harder for, and
that’s exactly what we’re doing. Right
now, the movement is called Political
Change Now. But soon, we’re hoping it
will be an official political party, and when
it becomes one, I think it’s going to be
called Nova Bulgaria. Because that’s what
we’re fighting for, a new Bulgaria.” (Note:
The Bulgarian word "nova" means "new")
For the rest of the day, Alexandra
couldn’t stop thinking about what the
woman had said.
When she got home, she jumped
on the family’s computer and read the
strategy report. It was called “Road to a
New Bulgaria.” Everything in it made so
much sense. She couldn’t help but wonder
why more people didn’t know about it?
Why didn’t everyone know about it? Why
weren’t more people putting their foot
down? Had the Bulgarian people really
just given up and accepted that they’d
always have a shitty life?
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She wondered how she could help make
sure that the changes laid out in the strategy
report regarding corruption, the economy,
healthcare, and education, were put into
place.

without these changes. She thought about
how bad she wanted Marina to stay, but
how she didn’t blame her for leaving, either.
How she might have to do the same thing
herself when she turned 18.

Using Google, Alexandra researched
other countries that used to be communist
like Bulgaria, but had turned things around,
instead of plummeting straight to the
bottom of the barrel like Bulgaria had. She
read about Estonia, and Singapore.

And then she had a thought: Maybe Nova
Bulgaria was the one way she could save
her family. Maybe, just maybe, this was the
answer that the place of wisdom that lived
deep inside her had sought out for her. It all
felt too serendipitous to ignore.

She visited the Facebook page for the
“Political Change Now” movement and read
thousands of comments and posts from
other Bulgarians—just like herself—who
wanted a better Bulgaria, a better future,
and the chance to actually enjoy a good life.
Just then, her father came over to the little
desk she was sitting at, a glass of Rakia in his
hand. She quickly switched to another tab
on the browser so he wouldn’t see what she
was looking at.
“What you reading honey?” he asked.
“Nothing,” she said.
“Teenagers” he muttered, as he walked off
into the kitchen.
It ate away at her soul feeling that she
had to hide what she was looking at from
her dad. She was a good kid, an honest kid,
but she knew he just wouldn’t understand.
When people were rioting last February
over the electrical bills, he called them
losers and idiots. And then 5 minutes later
he would complain about the electricity bill
that he and mom could barely pay.
That’s how things went for the next few
weeks. Each night, Alexandra would read
through the strategy report, and dissect
every sentence of it. She thought about the
best way to bring it up to her family without
being ridiculed for it. She thought about
how grim her future in Bulgaria would be

H

er research turned
into
action.
Alexandra got more
involved
in
the
Political Change Now
forum on Facebook,
and shared what she
was learning with a
few of her closest friends at school. After
school she volunteered to help spread the
word about Political Change Now, and
about what Bulgaria could, and should,
become. She made friends with other
volunteers.
In February, Nova Bulgaria became an
official political party. A spokesperson for
the party gave a speech as Alexandra and
other volunteers watched with excitement
from the headquarters.
“This is the first political party to have
ever been founded via social networking,”
the young looking well-dressed man on
the monitor said. “Online, nothing can be
hidden. It’s all out there for everyone to see.
Nova Bulgaria is organized, funded, and
led, with absolute transparency, by the
citizens of Bulgaria.
This is the party of the people and for the
people. We’re willing to address any question
that any Bulgarian citizen might have, as we
have done so far with tens of thousands of
questions online. This is something the other
parties aren’t willing to do.

Every action we take, every decision
we make, and every strategy we plan to
implement, is, and will be, available online
for all to see. Our entire strategy, developed
by experts, specialists, and everyday citizens
just like yourself—who have suffered, and
continue to suffer, from the current policies—
is outlined in a report titled Road to a Nova
Bulgaria. Anyone who chooses, can read this
report online and give us feedback. And we
urge you to do so.
Nova Bulgaria is about transparency.
If something changes in office, we want
to know, and we want YOU to know. If
trials happen in court, we want access
to the rulings. If elections occur, we want
the citizens of Bulgaria to have peace of
mind knowing that the results were not
manipulated. The days of our country being
ruled behind closed doors need to become a
thing of the past.
Things NEED to change in Bulgaria. And
we can, and will, make the changes necessary
to turn this great country of ours around.
You deserve a better future. A future where
your children and grandchildren receive
equal educational opportunities, regardless
of family income. A future where bribes,
malpractice, and corruption will become
a non-existent concern, as the communist
leaders and their self-serving values are
cleansed from office. A future where every
citizen has the opportunity to succeed. A
future where our youth will actually want
to stay in Bulgaria. A future where poverty
no longer has such a powerful stranglehold
on our daily lives. Where people, young and
old, will have sufficient means to provide
for themselves and live independently. A
future where we the people will finally be the
number one priority of our leaders.
THIS is the Bulgaria we are fighting for. I
invite you to join the fight.”

A

few nights later,
Alexandra found
herself
home
alone with her
Grandma, Maria.

Grandma was
down to her last
years. Most of her
friends had already left this world. Her
muscles and bones constantly ached. And
she’d often forget even the most simple
of things, like where she put her brush,
whether or not she had taken her medicine,
or that the story she was telling at the
dinner table—for what she thought was the
first time ever—she had in fact, just told to
the entire family the evening before, and
the evening before that.
But she had a wisdom that Alexandra
admired and respected. In fact,
Alexandra respected everything about
her Grandmother. She wasn’t only wise,
she was also extremely giving, loving, and
compassionate. She wouldn’t think twice
about giving the shoes off her swollen feet
to someone who needed them more than
she did.
“Grandma?” Alexandra asked nervously.
“Yes, dear?” her grandmother said.
“You know I love you, don’t you?”
“Of course, and I love you too, dear.”
Ok, here it goes, Alexandra thought to
herself. “Do you think if our country was in
better shape, then our family would be in
better shape too?”
“What do you mean?” Grandma asked, a
confused look on her face.
“I mean, if the economy of our country
was better, then maybe Marina wouldn’t be
leaving, and Dad wouldn’t drink so much
and be so stressed everyday like he is, and he
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and mom wouldn’t be fighting about money
all the time, and just, I don’t know, so many
things would be different…they’d be better.
And maybe Grandpa wouldn’t have to work
by himself in that garage all night, ya know,
sitting there all lonely like that.”
“Well, I don’t know if it would fix all
that,” Grandma said, stroking Alexandra’s
hair and smiling, looking into her eyes.
“But yes, I do think things would be a lot
better. It would be nice not to have to
worry about money all the time. But that’s
life, Sweetie—people will always leave, have
money problems, drink more than they
should, worry more than they should—
especially about money—and people will
argue, that’s just life. The economy isn’t
going to fix all that, dear. Life isn’t about
waiting for the storm to pass, it’s about
dancing in the rain.”
“And I get that, Grandma, I do, but it just
seems like it’s always raining. It’s like the
sun never shines on Bulgaria. I mean, of
course the real sun shines, but you know
what I mean. Things are just so hard here.
Was it always this hard?”
“No, not always.”

part in an aggravating roll-call system and,
if you weren’t there when your name was
called, you missed out.

“Are you serious?”
“I’m very serious. I know it’s crazy, but
it’s true. It’s like they only remember the
good things about communism and have
totally forgotten all the horrible conditions
we had to live through. I guess it’s kind of
like when someone you knew passes away,
we tend to only remember the good things
about that person and forget about all the
things that made up that person’s entire
life. And trust me, Sweetie, when Bulgaria
was under communist rule, there were a lot
more bad than good.”
“What was it like?” Alexandra asked.
Grandma went on to explain how,
during communism, you couldn’t choose
where you wanted to work or live. You
lived in the place you were born, and that
was that.
You were told that your opinion
didn’t matter, because the Bulgarian
Government didn’t want its citizens to
think for themselves.
She talked about how you had to wait up to
15 years just to buy a car and, even then, you
couldn’t choose your color or options and the
best car you could hope for was a Lada.
For shoes, you were limited to only a few
choices. And all the clothes available were
of the lowest of quality.
She explained how you could only have
one house or flat, and often had to wait 15
or 20 years to buy it. And if you wanted a
television or refrigerator, you had to take

“The entire system,” she said, “was
like a tiny handful of masters throwing a
few measly bones to a large pack of dogs.
Everyone had to fight for even the barest of
necessities.”
“Good God, Grandma,” Alexandra said,
her jaw hanging low, “that sounds horrible.
I’d never want to live in a place like that.”

Back then, good merchandise was
extremely hard to find. And, if you were
lucky enough to find it, you often had to pay
three or more times what something was
worth. Things like bananas and oranges
were only available at Christmas time, and
you’d have to wait in line for hours just to
get your hands on some.
She explained how once you became
a young adult, you had no choice but to
become part of the communist party. And
if you spoke out against the communist
party, you could be sent to prison for five
to ten years. And if you started a group or
union, you’d be forced into a labor camp.

“Ok, let me ask you this, what do you
think about the way our country is being
run? Be honest, Grandma. I mean, like I
know you’re always honest, always, you’re
like the most honest person I know, but be
extra honest, ok?”
Grandma looked at her with those
kind, warm, and gentle eyes, and took a
deep breath. “Well, Dear…Bulgaria is a
wonderful place. But how it’s being run…
well, it isn’t good, Sweetie, that’s for sure.
The strange thing is, though, a lot of older
Bulgarians who actually lived through
communism think we had it better back
then.”

neighbors in prison.

She talked about how the best university
educations went to the children and
grandchildren of the high party members first.
And that, when you applied to a university,
you had to pass a test to prove you were fully
indoctrinated into the way of communism.
And then, if and when you graduated, you
had to retreat back to the town you grew up in
to live and work. And in September, everyone
was forced to spend two weeks helping to
harvest the country’s crops.
She explained that radio, television, and
speech were all censored—you could only
consume what the government wanted you
to consume. And that anyone who’d left
Bulgaria before 1944 was forbidden from
re-entering the country.
She talked about how you weren’t
allowed to travel within 15 kilometers of
the border unless you got onto the Open
List furnished by the police, and about how
hard it was to travel abroad. If you wanted
to venture outside of the Eastern Bloc
countries, friends and family members had
to vouch for you. And if you didn’t return,
they’d be jailed on your behalf.
If you were lucky enough to travel to a
Western country like America, someone had
to escort you so they could spy on you and
make sure you made it back to Bulgaria. And
you were only permitted to bring a very small
amount of money with you for your trip.
Now, if you happened to do any work
outside of Bulgaria, once you re-entered
Bulgaria, you had to hand your currency
over to the Bulgarian National Bank and,
in return, would get a piece of paper you
could only use for purchases in Corecom.
It was illegal to possess any currency except
the Bulgarian Lev.
Citizens were aggressively encouraged to
spy on one another. And perks were given
to those who supplied the government
with good information—especially if it was
the kind of information that landed your

“And I wouldn’t want you to either,
Sweetie. It was no way to live.”
“Ok, but what about the Bulgaria before
that?” Alexandra asked. “The Bulgaria that
your mother lived in, you know, before
WWII. Wasn’t that a much better time?”
“Well, yes, from the stories she told me,
that was a much better time indeed. Believe
it or not, before WWII and communism,
Bulgaria was the third wealthiest country
in Europe and a major banking center for
Europe. But since then, Honey, it seems
we just keep going further and further
downhill. ”
“Grandma? What if I told you that
things don’t have to be the way they are?
That we could have true freedom. That we
could make it so we no longer had to want
for the things we lack due to government
interference.”
“Now that’s something I’d like to see. But
sweet girl, it simply can’t be. In my heart,
I’d like to think that it’s possible. But just
like your heart, my heart likes to dream.
And that’s ok, as long we understand that
some dreams are just that, dreams. Oh,
politicians come along and promise all
kinds of change. But they’re really all just
a bunch of puppets dangling from the
hands of the same puppet masters who’ve
been running things since as far back as
I can remember.” Suddenly, she started
looking around the room. “Have you seen
my medicine, Sweetie? I need to take my
medicine.”

“It’s in the kitchen, Grandma, I just saw
you take it like a half-hour ago.”
“Oh, that’s right, I did take it, didn’t I.
Listen, more than anything in the world
I want a better future for you and your
sister…and for your children and their
children. So it hurts me to tell you that it’s
not going to happen. Now, don’t tell your
father I said this, because I don’t want to
spend three hours trying to show him my
point of view, he’s too set in his ways, you
know how he is, but I honestly just wish
we’d go back to communism. If we did,
we’d have so many less worries. I know you
may not understand that. But I lived it. Just
like I’m living this. And that, was better
than this, any of day of the week.”
“Grandma, I refuse to lie down and buy
into the idea that things can’t change, just
because everyone else is. Things can change.
They absolutely can. I’ve been doing my
research, and if you’ve read what I’ve read,
I think you’ll see that it’s possible too. Ideas
aren’t restricted like they used to be when
the Government Controlled Media was all
we had access to. Today, with the Internet,
we actually have access to all kinds of

information. Not just the information they
want us to have access to. And sure, there’s
lots of crap information on the Internet.
But there is good information too. Ideas
from brilliant minds. Strategies that work.
Blueprints of how other countries have
risen from the depths of communism and
achieved greatness, just like Bulgaria can.
I don’t want to live my life in the dark
shadows cast on us by the corrupt, greedy,
and controlling men in power. I refuse to
remain blind to the truth. I love this country
Grandma, just like you do, and that’s why
I’m willing to fight for it. Just like I love you
and am willing to fight for this family.”
Alexandra paused, and then said,
“Grandma, there’s a movement. And this
movement is going to change everything.
Actually, it just became an official political
party. It’s called Nova Bulgaria. And they
have a very strategic plan on exactly how
we can embrace our freedoms and stop the
greedy ones in government from taking
what is rightfully ours. I believe we can
and will have true and real democracy. I
believe we can not only go back to how it
was before communism, but we can make
it even better than that, like so many other
countries have. Nova Bulgaria wants to
build a name for the country, and create
good jobs with fair wages for everyone. It
wants to put the people’s money back where
it belongs—in the hands of the people. Did
you know that the current average income
in Bulgaria is only $400-500 per month?
That’s why we’re losing my generation to
other countries where anyone can easily
make three or four times that, if not more,
if they really apply themselves. That’s why
we’re losing Marina, Grandma, because
Bulgaria can’t get its act together. But I
believe we can change things, we really can.
And Nova Bulgaria has the plan to make
these changes a reality.”
Alexandra’s excitement was reeled
back in by the slow, small shaking of her
grandmother’s head.
“I’m so proud of you, Alexandra. There’s
always been something special about you…
something wise. You’re an old soul, I’ve
always known that. But some dreams just
aren’t worth chasing, because that’s all
they’ll ever be, dreams, no matter how hard
you try to make them real. Some things
are just beyond our control dear, and the
sooner we accept this, the happier we’ll
be. You should be focusing on the things
you can control…like school, keeping your
grades up, and enjoying your youth. Before
you grow old and every bone in your body
aches like mine do.” Grandma chuckled.
Just then Alexandra’s father—Ivan—
walked in, dressed in his police uniform.
Alexandra and Grandma sat quietly, small
tears running down both their faces, as they
looked up at him without saying a word.
“What?” he asked, “What are you two
talking about?” as he walked into the
kitchen.
“Nothing,” said Alexandra.

“Teenagers” Ivan grumbled to himself, as
he got out the bottle of Rakia and poured
himself

a

deep

glass.

“Nothing,” said Alexandra.
“Teenagers” Ivan grumbled to himself, as
he got out the bottle of Rakia and poured
himself a deep glass.
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n front of the police headquarters,
Ivan caught a quick before-workcigarette with a barrel-chested
officer named Stephan.

Stephan was the man who’d
helped Ivan become a police officer
over two decades earlier. He was
the guy who showed Ivan how not
to take any crap on the streets, or from other
officers. He was the one who was there for
Ivan when his sister died. He was also the kid
who had his back when the neighborhood
bullies used to mess with Ivan, and try to
push him around. He was like Ivan’s bigger
and stronger streetwise older brother. He’d
helped Ivan become a man of true grit, and
they’d shared a lot of times together—both
good and bad—as well as a lot of beer and
Rakia.

“Ha ha, I bet she does,” Stephan said as he
chuckled.
“Well, now it’s time to make good on
my promise.” Ivan tossed the butt of his
cigarette on the concrete and lit another
one. “But I have no idea how I’m going to
pay for it. Those things are like 1500 lev. I
don’t even have 150 lev to get her one, much
less 1500.”
“Oh, so that’s why you look like a stressedout sack of stir-fried horse shit. I mean,
besides your horrible diet and sleep habits.
So what are you going to do man?” Stephan

But what else are you gonna do, huh? I
don’t really see you as having too many
fucking options here. And these guys
deserve it, if anyone deserves it, it’s fucking
these guys. And if you don’t do it with me,
I’m just going to tax ’em myself. Either
way, they’re paying the fucking toll. You
might as well get in on the action. Marina
will thank you for it. You’ll be like…like her
fucking hero man.”
Three days later, Ivan came through the
front door with a surprise. Over his shoulder
he carried the fluffy dress Marina had been
eyeballing at the dress shop.

“Daddy, is this for real?” Marina said,
leaping from the couch and running toward

“Really though,” Nina whispered to
her husband, “how can we afford this?
We barely covered the rent again this
month.”
“I told you I’d take care of it, didn’t I?”
he said, visibly agitated by the questions.
“I did what I had to do.”
“Great, so you took a bribe” Alexandra
said, “that’s just great.”
“Shut your mouth, Alexandra,” Ivan
said, his voice growing louder.
That evening the air was filled with
excited chatter between Marina and
her mother about the prom. Grandma
even plucked a note or two on the old
broken piano for Marina to dance to. As
the family celebrated, Alexandra lay in
her bed, with the lights out and her arms
crossed.

“You look stressed out man,” Stephan
said.
“Just tired man. Drank too much last
night and didn’t get enough sleep. And
too much coffee this morning and not
enough breakfast. Just need a snack or
something.” Ivan rubbed his stomach and
curled his upper lip.
“Your wife didn’t make you breakfast
this morning…that it? You stay up all
night worrying, sleep three hours, drink
a pot of coffee, and then come to work
looking like a sack of stir fried horse shit.
You gotta take better care of yourself man,
I’m telling ya. Before work this morning I
had a cup of oatmeal—the steel-cut kind,
not that processed shit—six egg-whites, a
glass of vegetable juice, did two hundred
pushups, thirty pull-ups, and went for a
six mile run. I feel fucking great man! You
should workout with me in the morning,
be good for ya.”
Ivan growled at this suggestion, grabbed
Stephan’s shoulder, and faked like he was
going to punch him in the stomach, his fist
stopping just inches from his abdomen.
Stephan instinctively reacted, trying to
protect himself from the fake blow. After
Ivan didn’t connect, Stephan laughed.
“Ok tough guy, you want to play like that,
huh? Don’t make me kick your ass right
here on the sidewalk.” With a huge smile
on his face, Stephan smacked himself in
his giant pectoral muscle with a closed
fist, like a caveman taking pride in his raw
strength and primal manhood. “So how’s
my little Marina? You keeping the boys
away?”

put his hand on Ivan’s shoulder. “You gonna
just worry about it or you gonna be a fucking
man and get her one?”
“I have no idea, I’ll figure it out though.”
“You’ll figure it out,” Stephan said
sarcastically. “Always carrying the goddamn
weight of the world on your shoulders. And
what happens if you don’t figure it out, huh?
What happens if the money doesn’t just
magically fall from the sky and land in your
pocket?”
“Like I said brother, I’ll figure it out.”

“I hope so.” Ivan said. “I figure I’ll just shoot
the first one that comes to the door and let
word get around.” They both laughed. “She’s
all excited about getting a prom dress right
now. When she was a little girl I promised
her I’d get her the most beautiful prom dress
in the world. She remembers it too.”

“Here’s what you’re going to do,”
Stephan said optimistically. “We’re gonna
shake down a couple of thugs I’ve had my
eye on. These guys are just dying for it,
trust me.”
“Errrr…” Ivan growled.
“Look, I know you hate doing that shit.

him. Smothering him with hugs and kisses.
“I told you I’d get it for you, didn’t I
sweetheart?” Ivan said, handing her the
dress. “You’ll still need to go in and make
sure it’s fitted just right, but here it is.”
“I can’t believe it!” Marina said, holding
the lavender dress against her body, the
fabric draping over her legs.
“I can’t believe it either,” Alexandra
said sarcastically, gazing at her father.
“Go ahead, try it on, sweetie.” Ivan
said smiling, his face sporting scabs
and bruises, as Marina rushed off to the
bedroom.
“Dad, how did you get that dress?”
Alexandra asked.
“Mind yourself, Alexandra,” Ivan
replied, raising his voice and pointing his
finger at her. “This doesn’t concern you.”

I

n the Chamber of the Evil Kings

“This fucking Nova Bulgaria,”
complained Mr. N, “they’re
starting to become a real fucking
pain. Every time I sit down it’s like
I have a fucking hemorrhoid on my
asshole.”

“You think they have friends like ours?”
Mr. X asked, shaking his head and rolling
the marble around between his fingers.
“You think they’ll get the support of the
elderly? No way. They’re too new. The old
fucks like security, and at least with us they
know what to expect. Guys, I just wanna
talk about making some fucking money
here. I don’t wanna worry about the fucking
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protests, the trash without jobs, the EU
Commission, Interpol, GRECO, police
departments pleading for more gasoline,
hospitals begging for better equipment, and
I especially don’t want to worry about this
fucking Nova Bulgaria. I just wanna make
some money here. Fuck all these people, can
we talk dollars and cents here or are we just
gonna fucking put out fires all night?”
“If they get into Parliament,” Mr. K said
as he leaned forward in his chair, “it’s going
to cost us a lot of money. They’re making
things too complicated for us right now.
They’re too strategic and keep getting more
dumb fuck supporters every day. And yeah,
most Bulgarians are dumb fucks anyway,
but you get enough dumb fucks together
and pretty soon those dumb fucks start
running things. And they have some smart
people on their side too, very smart people.
Plus, they’re getting more and more of the
young people every day. The young people
love them. We can’t have ’em fucking up
what we got going here.”
“So what do you want to do about it?” Mr.
X asked.

“I say we fucking crush ‘em,” said Mr. N.
“We put a microscope the size of the fucking
Rila Mountains so far up Nova Bulgaria’s ass
they’ll think they’ve been fucked by a train.
Anyone involved, let’s tap their phones,
hack their computers, and track every single
move they make, and I mean every move.
If one of them so much as gets up in the
middle of the night to have a glass of milk,
we should know about it, and we’ll have our
friends in the media say they fucked their
daughter on the way to the fridge.”
Mr. K nodded in approval. “Hey, ya know,
that’s a great fucking idea. Especially that
thing about the daughter you just said. Why
don’t we trump up some kind of kiddie
rape charges on ‘em. And let’s black ‘em
out in the media, and make sure the only
press they get makes ‘em look like a bunch
of dishonest, pedophiliac, drug trafficking,
thieving anarchists. Seriously, I say we hit
‘em hard.” He punched the palm of one
hand with the fist of the other, making a
loud smacking sound.

calls to the media as soon as we wrap up
here. And I’ll put in the order for the taps.”
“We need to fucking obliterate ‘em,” Mr.
N said, leaning back in his chair, folding
his hands over his stomach.
Mr. X enthusiastically slammed his
hand down on his desk. “Now! Let’s talk
about making some fucking money. Those
cigarettes coming in from Dubai, why aren’t
we moving more of those fucking things?”

W

ith just a
few months
left before
Marina
would be
leaving for
Germany
to start her
new life, Holiday Heroes needed all the
help they could get for the Easter holiday.
So Marina joined Alexandra in delivering
meals to local families in need.
“This is how it should be,” Marina said

as she drove the car, “Bulgarians helping
each other out and lifting each other up.
I’m really glad you got me to do this with
you today, Alexandra. Every time we walk
into one of these homes, and everybody
lights up…well, it just…it just makes me
feel so happy inside. I mean, it makes me
sad to see people living in these kinds of
conditions—especially the little kids, that
breaks my heart so much. But it does make
me happy that we’re able to deliver these
nice meals to them. And happy for what
we have—even though it’s not much, it
could be worse, ya know.”

1

“Done, done, and done” Mr. X said,
nodding. “When we’re through with
them they’ll look like child-fucking Satan
worshippers. Operation Destroy Nova
Bulgaria is in full effect as of this very
moment. I’ll have my people make some

…2…3.
Alexandra’s
Grandfather—Valentin—
tried lifting himself out of
his seat at the kitchen table.
He shuffled his feet trying
to gain his balance, but old
age and gravity got the best
of him. As he began falling,
Nina—Alexandra’s mother—caught him
under the arm and steadied his stance.

“Dad, your balance is getting worse,” she
said “You need to let one of us know when
you’re getting up from your chair. You
could really hurt yourself, ok. You need to
be more careful.”

“I’m fine, Valentin said. “I’m old, but I’m
not the helpless bag of bones you think I
am.”
Valentin had always been a broad, and
strong, hardworking man. But in recent
years, his body had been giving up on him,
something he hadn’t quite yet come to
terms with. “I’m as strong as a horse!” he
said. “I’m not going to fall and even if I did,
so what? I’ve been falling down since before
I took my first steps and I’ve always gotten
right back up. That’s what life’s about—you
fall down, you get right back up.”
“I know Dad, I know. But you do need to
start cutting back. See if they can switch you
from the night shift to the day shift maybe.
That parking garage is there in the day,
right? Maybe you can move to days and cut
back to part-time or something. I’m sure
they can get another guard to cover your
shift.”
“Part-time? I’ve never worked part-time
in my life. And besides, we need the money.
Don’t worry about me, I’ll be alright. Always
have been and always will be.”

“I’m just worried about you Dad. You’re
not getting enough rest.”
“I’ll rest when I’m dead! We have bills to
pay.”

I

t was lunch time and Ivan and
Stephan were grabbing a bite at a
local hamburger stand frequented
by police officers. The owner gave
cops and firemen a 50% discount
plus free drinks, and plenty of
officers took him up on it. It was
good for business and kept the
thugs and lowlifes from hanging around
his establishment and scaring away good
law abiding customers.
Ivan chewed his burger, and Stephan
scarfed down two chicken sandwiches
protein style, which basically meant the
sandwiches had no bun—just chicken
breasts wrapped in iceberg lettuce, with a
little bit of mustard.
As they ate, Angel, a young, tall, slender
officer walked up and sat down with his
burger and fries. “What’s up boys?”
“We were just talking about how you keep
getting my leftovers,” Stephan said. “Does

every girl you date have to be a girl I used
to date?”
“That was just one chick man, one chick,”
Angel replied, stuffing a handful of fries in
his mouth.
“Hey man, it’s not like I mind or nothing”
Stephan said. “I just hope you’ve been taking
a lot of long hot showers, because once
they’ve had Stephan, my DNA is there is to
stay.”
“Shut up you sick fuck.” Angel threw
a french fry at him. “Hey Ivan, you got a
daughter named Alexandra, right?”
“Yeah, I do, why, what’s up?” Ivan knew
he wasn’t going to like whatever it was he
was about to hear.
“You let her go on that website?” Angel
asked.
“What website?”
“She’s looking at pictures of naked soccer
players again?” Stephan asked. Ivan gave

him a hard stare for the comment.
“That political site, on Facebook,” Angel
said, as he took the bun off his burger and
started stacking french fries on top of the
patty.
“Well, she is allowed on Facebook,”
Ivan said. “If you don’t let teenagers on
something like that they’re liable to just
sneak on when you’re not looking. All the
kids are on there. I’m strict, but I ain’t that
strict. If you’re too strict it makes even the
straightest of kids wanna rebel. You gotta
know where the line is.”
“No man, I’m not talking about Facebook
itself. It’s a page on Facebook. I realize you’re
probably too old to know what the hell I’m
talking about, ya old geezer. It’s a page on
Facebook called Nova Bulgaria. Bunch of
miscreants on there going on about how
they’re going to change everything.” Angel
used his best jazz-hands to emphasize the
word ‘change’ and then took a giant bite of
the burger he’d stuffed with french fries.
“Change what?” Ivan asked.
“Everything man, like I said, they want
to change everything. And Alexandra is on
there talking about all kinds of crazy stuff.”
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“Like what exactly?” Ivan asked in a
slightly demanding tone.
“Just go find the page man and see for
yourself. Alexandra’s been a very naughty
girl.” Angel wagged his finger.
“That’s my daughter, slim” Ivan said,
pointing at Angel, his voice growing harsher
with every word. “You better fucking watch
it big guy, alright.”
“No my friend, you better watch her.
She’s making some bad fucking decisions
right now that could come with some
serious fucking consequences for you and
yours, if you get what I’m saying. And you’re
too dumb to even see it. Get a grip on your
fucking family man.”
Ivan’s face turned red and veins began
popping out of his forehead as he stood up.
“Is that some kind of threat or something?”
Stephan, in a calm voice, said to Ivan
“Don’t worry about it man. It’s probably just
some silly website. You know how teenagers
are.”
Angel stood up and said to Ivan “Look
mother fucker, I’m just relaying a message,
alright. The guys upstairs aren’t happy with
this, they ain’t fucking happy at all. If I were
you, I’d keep a close eye on her. I’d hate to
see things get out of hand if she’s around
when the shit goes down.”
Ivan pointed at Angel, rage beaming
from his eyes. “You ever threaten me or
disrespect a member of my family again
and I’ll beat you so fucking bad you won’t
walk for a month. That’s a promise, Angel, a
fucking promise.”

now, because they’re trying to keep it out
of the press. But it’s bad shit brother. And
you know I love Alexandra like she was my
own. Man, you gotta get her to stop fooling
around on that website, and put as much
distance between herself, and whatever the
hell they’re trying to accomplish over there,
as possible.”
Ivan grunted, shook his head, and stared
at his reflection in a big mirror that sat
behind the bar. “They mention her name?”
“Not to me they didn’t. Doesn’t mean
they don’t know it though. They made it
sound like they knew about anyone who
has anything to do with that fucking thing
though.”
“I don’t need this shit man.”
“Just hear me out, ok brother,” Stephan
said, taking a quick peek around the bar for
available females. “They want us to make
the lives of anyone involved as difficult as
possible. Whether that means roughing
‘em up, planting shit on ‘em, trumping up
charges, or …” He paused.

and lips clenched tightly around his teeth.
“Alexandra, get down here!” he yelled,
projecting his voice throughout the dead
silence of the house. “Alexandra, get down
here now!” This time even louder.
Her father’s yells startled Alexandra, and
she woke from her sleep in a state of panic.
She got out of bed, and hesitantly entered
the family room, where she saw her father
sitting at the family computer, with the
‘Political Change Now’ Facebook page on
the screen. Her heart dropped like a stone.

the eye of authority…a congregation of fools
Alexandra. And I’ll be damned if I’m gonna
let you be one of them!”
“But Dad, I can explain, I—”
Ivan put his hand up, “Do you wanna
go set yourself on fire like that demented
revolutionary, Plamen Goranov, is that
it? You think he’s some kind of hero or
something? What else are you hiding from
me Alexandra? Huh? A box of matches and
a can of gasoline?”

She could hear the rage in his voice. Waves
of fear pulsated throughout her body.

“Dad, I just wanted to learn more about
what’s going on in our country and how I
can be a part of positive change. I’m sorry
I lied Dad, really, I am. I never meant to go
behind your back, it’s just, it’s just that—”

“All those hours
doing school work,
around, involving
like this!” he said

you told us you were
you were out running
yourself with trash
heatedly, pointing at

He cut her off again, “It’s just that you did
Alexandra. You lied and involved yourself in
something you knew damn well I wouldn’t
approve of.”

the monitor, and then slamming his fist
down on the table. “Do you know I had to
learn about what you’ve been doing from
someone at work? You’ve humiliated me
Alexandra. Humiliated me! This website
is nothing but rhetoric. It’s trash. It’s
propaganda and fist waving from people
who have nothing better to do than spit in

“I know Daddy, and it was wrong of me,
and I’m sorry. But I knew you wouldn’t
understand. You’re so critical of anyone who
talks about changing things, of anyone who
points out that the way we’re being treated
by our government is wrong. But you come
home every night and complain about how
you don’t get paid enough, how we’re always

“You’ve been lying to me, Alexandra.”

“Or what?” Ivan looked at him, irritated
and nodding his head slowly up and down.
“Or whatever we fucking have to do,
ok. You can’t let Alexandra associate with
these cock-suckers. I thought Angel was
just blowing smoke up your ass earlier, ya
know, like he always does, fucking asshole’s
always trying to stir up shit. But the guys
upstairs are fucking serious about this Nova
Bulgaria thing.”
Ivan took a long, slow swig of his beer,
searching for an answer somewhere at the
bottom of the bottle.

W
T
“I ain’t threatening you, Old Man,” Angel
said as he walked off and threw the rest of
his food in the garbage. “Just delivering a
message.”
hat night at the bar,
Ivan slumped in front
of his beer and stared
up at a television
showing the evening
news. Stephan tried
to pick-up on a thirtytwo year old single
mother out celebrating her girlfriend’s
birthday, but was shut down when she
ended up leaving with her friends. He sat
on the barstool next to Ivan, telling him
how the woman wasn’t his type anyway—
“single moms are complicated creatures”,
he said.

“Look man, I know now ain’t the best
time,” Stephan said, motioning for the
bartender to bring over some more beers,
“but I gotta talk to you about something.
You know I love you man. I fucking love
you like you’re my brother. You’re my best
friend, always have been.” He put his hand
on Ivan’s shoulder.
“Just cut the shit and spit it out,” Ivan said.
“It’s about that thing Angel was talking
about earlier.” The bartender handed them
two more beers and Stephan drank down
about half of his in one big gulp. “I got called
into the lieutenant’s office at the end of my
shift. It’s kind of on the down-low right
now, but upstairs is starting to put out the
orders—orders about this Nova Bulgaria
thing Alexandra’s been fooling around
with. They want some of us to do things
to them…bad things, Ivan. Not everyone
in the department knows about this right

hen
Ivan
arrived
home the
family was
asleep. He
sat down
at the little
desk in the
corner of the family room. With the lights
off, a cigarette in his mouth, and a glass of
Rakia on the desk with the bottle next to
it, he checked the browsing history on the
family computer.

Between links to YouTube, Wikipedia,
and Instagram, it was stacked with link
after link to a Facebook page called Political
Change Now. There were also links to
something called Holiday Heroes, links to
stories about corruption in Bulgaria, links
to pages that talked about how Estonia built
itself up after the fall of communism, and a
link to a PDF report called “Road to a New
Bulgaria.”
He saw pictures on Instagram of
Alexandra with people he didn’t recognize,
many of them much older than her. Some
of the pictures were tagged ‘Volunteering’
and had timestamps that correlated with
dates and times when she was supposed to
be studying with friends. But in the pictures,
she was not studying. She was packing boxes
in a warehouse, printing flyers, standing in
grocery stores taking donations of food with
other girls, and talking on the phone in a
room that looked as if it served as some kind
of call center. She was doing lots of things
in the pictures, but the one thing she wasn’t
doing was studying.
Ivan shook his head as his blood heated to
a boil. His heart pounded, muscles tensed,
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broke, about how you don’t even get enough
gas to do your job right. Why is something
that stands for freedom, transparency, and
hope, such a threat to you, huh, Dad?”
“Alexandra, you’re too young to
understand.”
“Dad, will you just listen to me for
once?” she pleaded, beginning to cry.
“Nova Bulgaria is a good thing. They have
the best plan for the kind of democratic
society the people of Bulgaria have always
wanted, ever since we were freed from
communism. And even though we’re
technically independent from communist
rule and have a parliamentary democracy,
we’re not a democracy Dad. The greedy
ones in power still manipulate and control
Bulgaria so that everything, everything Dad,
falls in their favor. They don’t care about us
Dad.” She wiped her tears and took a few
long, deep, breaths, while her father shook
his head with a look of disgust on his face.

greedy and corrupt leaders who keep stuffing
their pockets while the rest of the country is
struggling just to survive.”
“Alexandra,” he said sternly, shaking his
head, and pointing his authoritative finger
at her, “you have absolutely no idea what
you’re talking about. Do you know what
could happen if the wrong people learn
about your involvement in this. How it
would it look, if I, as an officer of the law,
allowed my daughter to run around and
spread this kind of rhetoric? There would
be consequences Alexandra, consequences
that could hurt this entire family. So stop
it, now. Go to your room, get in bed, and
never associate yourself with these people
or this organization again. And if I found
out anything to the contrary, you’ll be sorry
Alexandra, very sorry.”
“Ok, but I just want you to know
something Dad. Someday I want to get
married and have children. But what? You

“Hold your horses. I’m coming, I’m
coming,” a voice from inside said.
A small, older man opened the door. His
body was frail, and his eyelids were shut.
“We’ve received a call that your electricity
is being stolen sir,” Ivan said. “May we come
inside?”
The man timidly nodded and motioned
for them to come in. Ivan and Stephan
entered the man’s apartment. It was like
a freezer inside—cold enough to keep a
good steak or piece of chicken from going
bad, Ivan thought to himself. There was no
furniture besides a beat up old orange couch
with springs popping out of it. The kitchen
was bare.
“Sir, a concerned citizen called and
notified us that your neighbors have been
stealing your electricity,” Ivan said. “Is this
true, is someone stealing your electricity?”
Stephan stood next to Ivan looking
around the tiny apartment.
“It’s ok,” the man said, nodding his head.
“They have a baby. The baby needs heat more
than I do. It’s no big deal officers, really.”
Something on the floor caught Ivan’s eye.
He stopped and stared at it for a moment. It
was a box with a big red and green logo on
its side—a cartoon drawing of Santa Clause
wearing a cape, with a big “HH” on his chest,
and above him were the words ‘Holiday
Heroes.’ Ivan recognized the logo from one
of the websites Alexandra had visited.
“Sir, where’d you get this box, the empty
one on the floor near the kitchen?”
“Oh, I got that from some very nice people,
very nice people indeed. They brought me
food over Christmas. It’s just been sitting
there for months. I guess I haven’t thrown
it out because it reminds me that there are
people out there who have giant hearts. I
hope to someday fill it with nice things and
give it to someone else. Why do you ask
officer?”
“No reason,” Ivan said.
After fixing the situation with the
electricity that was being stolen—a situation
where either way somebody loses, the old
blind man or the family with the infant—
Ivan and Stephan were back on patrol.

“You don’t have a clue what you’re talking
about Kid, not a clue!”
“Daddy…I know this sounds crazy. I know
you probably think I’m being brainwashed
or something. But I’ve been going about this
smart. There’s an entire strategy report that
details exactly what changes Nova Bulgaria
plans on making and how they’re going make
‘em. Everything they’re doing is to bring the
power back to the people—to put it in our
hands. And it’s all completely visible to its
citizens, not hidden, like the way things are
now. Everything is transparent Dad. They
know how to establish a name for Bulgaria in
the European economy; how to create jobs,
and improve healthcare and the education
that I, and every other student in this country,
receives. Dad, I can’t vote yet. It’s like I have
no say. So this is how I’m letting my voice be
heard. All I can do is help spread the word
to those who can vote. Please, please, please
Daddy, take a look at the strategy report.
We can all be a part of something bigger
than we’ve ever known, something that
breeds change, something real and true that
helps the people, all the people, not just the

expect me to bring children into this? Where
people are barely surviving? You want me
to raise them in a country where education
and healthcare systems don’t even function?
Where a few people get rich off of making
sure everybody else starves. Dad, I will never
bring children into a Bulgaria like this. If
things don’t change I’m following Marina
and getting as far away from this horrible
place as I can.”

A

“Fine,” he yelled, “go to your room—now!”
few days later, Ivan
and Stephan were
out on parole when
they got a routine
call to a small
apartment in a run
down, old building.

knock. No answer.

Knock,

knock,

Knock,
knock,
knock.
“Police
Department!” Ivan said loudly through the
frostbitten metal apartment door.

Ivan slowly rolled the police cruiser up to
a stoplight, while Stephan—who sat in the
passenger seat—scarfed down a tupperware
container of chicken and rice. Ivan thought
about his talk with Alexandra, how
disappointed he was with her, and how he
hoped that she’d heeded his warnings about
her involvement in Nova Bulgaria.
And then he noticed something out of the
corner of his eye.
“The light’s green” Stephan said. But Ivan
didn’t hear him. All of his attention was on
a woman in a small abandoned lot, being
beaten by two men. And then Stephan saw
it too, and jumped on the radio for backup
as Ivan fired up the lights and floored the gas
pedal, cutting across the intersection and
into the abandoned lot, where he slammed
on the breaks, sending dust and gravel into
the air.
A thin man with a shaved head took off
running north on the sidewalk. Stephan
leaped out of the car and bolted after him.

The other perp, a much larger man,
continued dishing out the beating, as if he
didn’t even notice the police car that just
flew into the lot at full-speed not 20 feet
from him.
Ivan jumped out of the cruiser and
charged at him like a bull—his 50 year
old body pushing as hard as it could. He
tripped and hit the hard dirt, pebbles tearing
through his pants, knees, and palms. He got
up and yelled “Stop! Police!” but the man
kept beating the woman, who was now on
the ground screaming.
Ivan began his charge again, and tackled
the guy with all his might. The man, who
easily outweighed him by seventy pounds,
went down hard. Ivan tried to lock him
in a hold but was overpowered by the raw
strength of the giant man, who let out a
roar like a Spartan warrior just before headbutting Ivan with his iron skull.
On the ground, under what could best be
described as a rabid animal—like raging fury
unleashed from a cage—the piercing pain of
the blow shot through Ivan’s skull, his brain
feeling as if a knife had just been shoved up
one of his nostrils and then savagely twisted
around, until everything went quiet—like a
giant vacuum had come and sucked all the
noise out of the world—except the eruption
of what sounded like a hammering drum,
being pounded on by some mythical god
from an ancient Greek religion, coming
from inside of Ivan’s head and trying to
make its way out.
He then felt the man jump off him and
could hear the screams of the girl, the first
sounds of the outer world making its way
through his sensory receptors. He looked
over and saw the girl on the ground lying
about ten feet from him in the fetal position,
crying and holding her hands over her face as
if to protect her from what was happening.
Ivan searched for his breath as his heart
tried to tear its way through his chest cavity.
He crawled to his knees, attempting to get
on his feet, but was unable to catch his
balance and stumbled back to the ground.
He finally regained his balance and asked
the woman if she was ok.
“I’ll be ok,” she whimpered. The girl
couldn’t have been much older than
Marina—19, 20 maybe. Her face, painted
red with blood and tears, lines of black
mascara running over it, and globs of her
tangled brown hair stuck to her cheeks,
looked far from ok.
Another officer arrived and Ivan told him
which way the suspect had ran and what
he looked like. “I’ll call medical,” the officer
yelled as he backed out of the lot and set off
in pursuit of the suspect.
Ivan told the girl he needed her to wait
someplace safe. She pointed to a building
she said she had been inside before being
assaulted. Ivan escorted her into the
building, handed her over to some friends
who worked there, called in the location
and asked for medical for the girl just to
make sure they were on their way, and then
sprinted off in the direction of where the
assailant had made his departure to.
Ivan ran a good quarter mile before he
came upon the scene. Two other officers
had caught the man, who’d fought them
too, but they were able to subdue him,
cuff him, and finally get him into the back
of one of their cruisers, where he kicked
violently at the windows.

Buying and selling of votes is prohibited by law. | 11

NOVA BULGARIA | THE STORY THE GOVERNMENT DOES NOT WANT YOU TO READ

Ivan booked the suspect down at the
precinct and made a full report. He found
satisfaction in taking such a man off the
street. Having daughters, he held a special
kind of disgust for men who beat on
women. And since anyone who assaulted
an officer would be marked for stiff
treatment within the system, and often
times find themselves on the business end
of a nightstick or pair of boots worn by
other officers or jail guards, he was content
in knowing that justice would be served.

Nova Bulgaria has a plan to change
all this. We know what needs to be done.
You can read our entire plan in a strategy
report we have released called Road to a
New Bulgaria.”

After giving his report he headed back to
the building where he’d dropped the young
woman off, so he could get statements
from any possible witness, the knot on his
forehead throbbing.

“This is the headquarters of Nova
Bulgaria,” the man said. “That girl you
saved was one of our volunteers. We are
very grateful to you for what you did.”

Once inside he was told that she’d been
driven to the hospital by a few of the people
who worked in the building. One woman
said, “There’s no way we were going to
wait for an ambulance. Much faster just to
drive her ourselves. Emergency response
takes forever around here, and half the
time they don’t even have the proper
equipment with them. I had a friend die of
internal bleeding a few years ago because
it took over an hour-and-a-half for an
ambulance to get to her. She wouldn’t
have died if they’d have just gotten to her
in time. Here’s Anastasiya’s full name,
phone number, and the hospital she’s at
right now.” She handed Ivan a small piece
of paper. “Did you catch the men who did
this to her?”
“We caught one of them, I think we’re
still looking for the other” Ivan said,
looking at the paper before attaching it his
clipboard.
“Animals,” she said, “pure animals.”
“Did anybody here see anything?” Ivan
asked.
“No one saw a thing. I guess she told
Borislav, who also works here and is one
of the volunteers who went to the hospital
with her, that she left after finishing up her
work, crossed the street, and was on her
way to the bus stop when they just ran up
behind her and started beating on her. She
said she thought they might have followed
her when she walked out. She’s pretty
shaken up right now. Scary, isn’t it?”
A large television monitor, mounted on
one of the walls, showing a young man in a
suit talking, caught Ivan’s attention.
“We are putting our foot down and
saying We will not take this anymore,”
the man on the screen said. “The corrupt
government tries to trick us into believing
that Bulgaria runs on a democratic system,
wherein the people have an ultimate say,
but the evidence could not be clearer that
this is nothing more than a lie.
Our government would lead us to
believe that the former Soviet Union Secret
Services and policies no longer have any
influence over our country, but the fact is
that they do. Former military and secret
service intelligences still hold Bulgaria and
its economy firmly in their grip and any
claims of organized crime being extinct are
pure and utter nonsense.
They use their power, privacy, and
secrecy, to hide the truth. And the truth
is, our current system is built upon bribes,
misconduct, deceit, and selfishness. Nova
Bulgaria sees this and knows that it is time
for a change, and that this change is not
only possible, but it is necessary.

Great, Nova Bulgaria, Ivan thought to
himself. He looked around at the other
people in the building, who were also
watching the screen, and asked a man
standing next to him what this building
was exactly.

While Ivan laid on the ground, every
part of his body on fire, Alexandra and
Marina pulled up to another dilapidated
apartment building and started knocking
on doors so they could pass out the boxes.
In one apartment, all the young children
were out playing, and just a mother
and her teenage daughter were inside.
The girl stayed back for a while, and
Alexandra and Marina weren’t able to get
a good look at her. Finally, when she came

and rats…ugggghhh.”

forward, Marina felt her heart jump into
her throat.

pretty, and, I don’t think I’ll be using it.
Would you be interested in wearing it?
I’d hate to see the poor thing never leave
the closet and I think you would look just
gorgeous in it.”

“I promise, I won’t. You have my word.”
Lana half-smiled.
“Hey, Lana, what size dress do you
wear?”
“Why?”
“Well, I have this prom dress, it’s really

Ivan walked out of the building shaking
his head. “Idiots,” he said under his breath.
“Bunch of fucking idiots”
Once on the sidewalk, he suddenly
felt his arms being twisted behind him.
Two men, both built like pit bulls—their
muscular frames popping out from their
black clothing—each had ahold of one
arm and forcefully pushed him into the
back of a shiny new black Mercedes that
was idling at the curb. He tried to fight his
attackers off, but was unable to do so. The
way in which they held his arms told him
that they were men seasoned in the art of
hand-to-hand combat. They gripped his
forearms and biceps with such strength,
his shoulders felt as if they were being
ripped from the sockets.
As soon as he was in the car, the men
forced a black sack made of thick cloth—
with some kind of rubber lining on the
inside—over his head. All he could see
was black. Trying to flail around and break
loose from their ironclad holds, he felt the
car accelerate from what seemed like zero
to eighty in a matter of a seconds.
Ivan then felt the car make a fast turn
and slow to a stop. He heard the opening
of doors and could feel himself being
pulled out of the car and onto the ground.
He felt kicks—to his ribs, his head, his
groin. He yelled but it was as if his screams
were trapped inside the black sack, along
with his ability to see and his sense of up
and down and left and right.
And then, as he was being held down
on what felt like asphalt, the sack was
ripped off his head. Two men clutched
his shoulders as two other men stood over
him. All of them muscular and almost
militant looking, with short hair, and black
clothing.

“Hey Lana,” Marina said to her, “I didn’t
know you lived here.”
“Yeah, well, it’s not exactly something I
like to advertise” the girl said. “I’m sorry
I didn’t come out sooner. My mom and
I really appreciate the food. I was just
embarrassed when I saw you.”
“You don’t need to be embarrassed,”
Marina said.
“Can you do me a favor?” the girl asked.
“Sure, anything, what do you need?”
“Don’t tell anyone at school, ok? This
building is so lame. All the cockroaches

“Are you serious? I couldn’t possibly
accept—”
“Oh, don’t even worry about it, really,”
Marina insisted. “I’ll bring it by tonight
after we’re done.”
Without notice, Lana wrapped her
arms around Marina’s—almost knocking
her off balance—and whispered, “Thank
you.”
On the way home, after the girls were
done making their rounds for the day,
Alexandra said “Dad is going to kill you.

From what he could tell he was in an
alley. But everything was happening so fast
he didn’t recognize its location.
One of the men who was standing over
him, leaned down and brought his face
close to Ivan’s, grabbing him by the hair
“We know where you live,” he said. “We
know where your daughters go to school.
We know every-fucking-thing there is to
know about you, Ivan. Now, I want you
to listen to me very carefully, because
this will be the most important thing
you’ve ever heard in your life. We tell
you who gets arrested in this town and
who doesn’t. Keep your nose out of our
fucking business. Got it?”
The man then drove the back of Ivan’s
head into the asphalt, let go of his hair, and
along with the three others hopped back
into the Mercedes and sped off, the tires
screeching.
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What are you going to tell him about the
dress?”
“You mean before or after he kills
me?” Marina asked.
“Before, duh! Because afterwards
you’ll be dead for sure, stupid.”
They both laughed.
“Ahhh” Marina said, “I needed that.
I haven’t laughed like that in a long
time.”
“Good. Now, what are you going to
tell him?”
“That you gave the dress to someone
who needed it more than I did” Marina
said, smiling.
“Oh no, sister” Alexandra said
smiling, “don’t you dare. That was your
dress and I had nothing to do with you
giving it away. I’m already on Dad’s bad
side.”
“So what’s a little more heat?”
“You do that and I’ll kill you. Dad’ll
have to get in line.”
They laughed some more.
“I’ll just tell him the truth,” Marina
said. “That I know a girl who needs it
more than I do. And that I didn’t really
want it anyway. Not the way he got it,
ya know?”

Alexandra nodded.
“Alex, when you’re working with all
this Nova Bulgaria stuff, is this how you
feel all the time? So warm, and happy
inside?”
“Absolutely. Well, a lot of times at
least. Sure, it’s hard sometimes, but I
know ultimately it’ll be worth it. I love
being a part of something so good.”
Marina took a deep breath, and stared
off into the distance. “Tell me what I
need to do then. I want in.”
“Oh yeah!” Alexandra said, “Dad is
going to kill you for sure.”
Ivan rolled around on the ground and
tried to feel if anything was broken too
badly. He then heard his phone ring, it
was Stephan. He didn’t answer and a
moment later could see that Stephan
had left a message. He laid there trying
to make sense of everything, his ribs
tormenting his insides with each breath.
After a few minutes he was finally able
to stand and limp, the mile walk back to
his cruiser taking everything he had. As
he made his way he held his side and spit
blood. When he got back to his patrol
car he crawled into the driver seat, and
checked Stephan’s message.
“Hey man, I’m sorry to have to tell you
this,” Stephan’s voice said, “but they let
the guy go, the one from this afternoon.
They also called off the search on the
second suspect, the one I ran around

half of Sofia trying to catch. I don’t know
what this is about exactly, but the orders
came straight from the top. Oh, and
we’re not supposed to talk to the victim
or any witnesses either. The Lieutenant
says they’re not credible or something. I
don’t know man, to me it looked like an
innocent woman getting her ass kicked
by two guys, but apparently, well, from
what the Lieutenant says anyway, that’s
not how it happened. You and I both
know that’s bullshit, but it’s out of our
hands buddy. Let me know if you wanna
grab a beer tonight. Alright man, I’ll talk
to ya.”
His body feeling as if it had been run
over by a semi-truck, Ivan returned to
the precinct. As he approached the
station, the man he’d arrested just hours
earlier was exiting, accompanied by a
well-dressed gentleman with gray hair.
“Hey Ivan,” the man he’d arrested
said, with a smile on his face, “I hear my
friends just paid you a little visit. Oh,
and this is my lawyer,” motioning to the
gray-haired gentleman. “He’s going to
have your ass on a platter.”
The lawyer didn’t say anything as
he shuffled his client into a black
limousine.
Furious, Ivan stormed into the
Lieutenant’s office, who was sitting
behind his desk doing paperwork. The
Lieutenant momentarily glanced up at
Ivan before immersing himself back into
his work, and saying, “I don’t want to
hear it, Ivan.”

“Whadda you fucking mean you don’t
want to hear it?” Ivan asked angrily.
“Just like I said, I don’t want to hear
it,” the Lieutenant said calmly.
“Ok, so let me get this straight. That
son-of-a-bitch beats a poor, defenseless
teenage girl senseless. He then assaults
an officer and flees the scene. And then
four of his fucking associates abduct
me and beat the shit out of me in an
alley. And now this guy’s getting off
scot-free. And you’re telling me you
don’t want to fucking hear it?”
The Lieutenant stopped what he was
doing and looked up at Ivan. “That’s
right, I don’t want to fucking hear
it. You know why? Because there’s
nothing I can fucking do about it. It’s
done! My hands are tied Ivan. And
right now, I’ve got paperwork to do.
Now, if I were you, I wouldn’t be going
around making up stories about seeing
some imaginary girl gettin’ beat-up, or
about being abducted and assaulted
in an alley. You’re starting to sound
like you’ve gotta few marbles rolling
around in that head of yours, and we
can’t afford to have officers on the
street with marbles rolling around. Ya
dig? My suggestion, and this is a strong
suggestion, is that you worry a little
more about your family and a little less
about things you can’t control. Do I
make myself clear?”
“Yeah, you make yourself clear,
Lieutenant,” Ivan said, slamming the
door as he limped out of the office.
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THE FAMILY WAS
IN A PANIC.

W
“It’s been almost an hour.”

here the
hell are
they?”
Marina
asked,
pacing
the family
r o o m .

“Dad, can you hear me?” Nina said to
Valentin, who lay curled up on the floor.
“Finally!” Alexandra said, looking out
the front window, as the sirens grew
louder.
When the paramedics entered the
home, Nina immediately began filling
them in. “He fell over an hour ago and
hit his stomach and ribcage on the sharp
corner of the table. The upper left portion
of his abdomen is tender and swollen
with excessive bruising. And I think he
may have broken a few ribs and might
have some internal bleeding, but I’m
not sure. He says he feels lightheaded
and nauseous. He’s in a lot of pain but
will never admit that to you. Please, you
need to treat him in the ambulance, he’s
suffering so much.”
“Listen, calm down, ok lady,” one of the
paramedics said. “I need everyone to just
stay calm and give us room to do our job.
We don’t have all the equipment we need
to treat him until we get to the hospital,
ok. And if you’re right, and there’s internal
bleeding, he’ll probably need surgery. We
just need to get him to a doctor first.”
“I’m a nurse,” Nina said. “I work at St.

Ekaterina University and need you to take
him there, I’m going with you.”
“We need to take him to Tokuda,” the
paramedic said. “University is slammed
right now.”
After four hours of surgery, Nina sat
with her father, holding his hand.
“How ya feeling, Dad?”
“I’ve had better days” he said, giving her
a wink.

The doctor stopped walking and turned
around. “Look, there’s only so much we
can do for him, unless of course you have
something that persuades me he should
stay, he’s out of here in the morning.
You’re a nurse for Christ’s sake, just take
care of him at home.”
“So, that’s it? The only way he can stay
is if I put money into your children’s
goddamn college fund?”

“It’s late, you should get some rest. I’m
going to go see how everything went, ok.”

“Well, no, because I don’t have children.
All I’m saying is, if you want me to get
him a bed, I need something more than
just your expert opinion. You work over
at University, you know how it works.”

Nina found the doctor who performed
the surgery.

“You’re disgusting,” Nina said, poking
her finger into the doctor’s chest.

“Your father has suffered a ruptured
spleen and has some internal bleeding,”
the doctor said. He was a tall middleaged man, with short salt and pepper hair
combed to the side. “We patched him up
pretty good.”

“Now, if you’ll excuse me,” he said. “I
need to get into surgery. If you haven’t
noticed, we’re a little understaffed around
here.”

“How long will the recovery be?” Nina
asked.
“He’ll be released in the morning,” the
doctor said, as he began walking away.
“We have a drunk driver who just came
in who may not make it, so I need to get
back into surgery.”

As he walked away, Nina tried to choke
back the tears and compose herself before
going back to her father’s room.
“What’s with the long face dear—am I a
goner?” Valentin asked, smiling.

“No Dad, don’t worry about it, it just
looks like we will be going home sooner
than expected. That’s all.”
“Good, the sooner the better, I need to
get back to work before they replace me.”
Days after the surgery, Valentin’s
incision became infected. Since another
hospital visit wasn’t something the family
could afford, nor something Nina could
trust, she relied on her own remedies to
care for him at home. And that might have
worked out fine, but Valentin insisted on
returning to his security job.
The coroner’s report said that the
body was found at 3:07 am, face down,
approximately 20 feet from the security
booth. The officers who arrived at the
scene said it appeared as if he had been
crawling—searching for help—when his
body finally gave out on him.
Valentin was alone at his time of death.
As he laid face down on the ground for
hours before his body was discovered—
by a tenant leaving for work—bugs
congregated in his blood as it drained
from the incision in his abdomen and
onto concrete.

“Tomorrow morning?” Nina asked,
raising her voice. “Are you insane?
He needs to be monitored—this was
a major surgery! What if there are
complications?”

THIS WAS THE LAST
STRAW FOR NINA.

I

n reverence of Valentin’s death,
the family covered all the
mirrors in the home, temporarily
discontinued the use of all
media; and Grandmother, Nina,
Marina, and Alexandra talked
about Valentin’s life. They shared
stories of the good times they had
together, made light of his overwhelming
stubbornness, and joked about the funny
things he used to say and do.

They also talked about how disgusted
they were with the manner in which he died.
About how Bulgaria had let them down.
How the rapacious and nefarious ones in
power—who treaded on the souls of the
Bulgarian people—were able to live lives of
luxury. While Valentin—a good and honest
man, who’d do anything to help a stranger,

and had worked hard his entire life—died
alone in a parking structure due to improper
medical care and the need to work long
hours at such an old age, just so his family
could survive—when he should have been
receiving a fair pension and spending his
golden years doing the things he enjoyed.

Yet, amidst this darkest hour, they
found strength in one another—as well as
in Valentin. It was as if they could feel his
presence watching over them, uplifting
them, and giving them the courage to move
forward.
More than ever they knew all too
personally that things need to change. They
were not able to save Valentin, but they
could save others—and in doing so, save
themselves.

Both Nina and Grandmother decided to
join Alexandra and Marina in volunteering
for Nova Bulgaria.

L

earning about his
family’s involvement
in
the
political
campaign, Ivan was
furious.

Sitting alone in the
dark, at the kitchen
table—as he had every
night since Valentin’s death, drowning
himself in Rakia—he ruminated over the
loss of his father-in-law. About Marina
giving away the dress he had bought for
her. The beating he had taken in the alley.
The man who walked free after attacking

that defenseless young woman. And
how his family had gone against him by
volunteering for Nova Bulgaria.

After weeks of screaming and yelling at
his wife and daughters, and their refusal to
comply with his demands, he had grown
quiet—a castaway in the sea of his own
mind.
The harassment from fellow officers—
over his family’s involvement with the
party—was non-stop. His bosses were
constantly on him to spy on the ones he loved
most in the world. They had pressured him
to betray everything he held dear—to lie to
his wife and daughters, and fake an interest
in Nova Bulgaria. They wanted him to act
as a mole so he could gather information for
those at the top of the food chain.
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When Ivan refused, he was threatened
with everything from light salary cut, to being
put on the worst detail in the department,
to losing his job—his livelihood.
Unable to find solace even in sleep, he
felt like a man on the brink of insanity.
His nightmares became worse than ever—
awaking him almost every night in cold
sweat, adrenaline, and terror.
He was perpetually stressed, agitated, and
anxious; trying to hold everything together,
while every attempt he made to get a grip on
things made it seem to all fall apart just that
much faster.
As he sat there—guzzling copious
amounts of Rakia straight from the bottle—
he wondered how everything had gone so
wrong.
He thought back to when Marina was
born—the overwhelming love and joy that
rushed through him as he held her for the
first time. It was the deepest love he’d ever
known. He remembered the fear he had
that day in the hospital—realizing that if
something ever happened to her, he’d know
a pain that he might never make it back
from.
He thought about Alexandra’s birth. Her
first steps. Her first day in school.
And then he thought about the thing he
hated to think about. The thing he’d pushed
out of his mind for so many years, but
would come to him in bits and pieces in his
dreams—sometimes causing him to jump
out of bed and into the darkness screaming
for help.
He was twelve years old and catching
lizards in the vacant lot next to the building
he lived in—something he loved doing every
chance he got. He’d catch them, study them
for a few minutes, and then release them
back in the piles of rocks and chunks of
concrete.
The police had been talking to him and his
parents just hours earlier. There were some
older kids—teenagers—who’d been selling
drugs around the neighborhood. They even
sold to a ten year old boy he knew who
lived in the next building. When he told his
parents about it, they contacted the police
department.
As the officers left, they thanked him for
his cooperation, and he felt good knowing
he’d done the right thing. He loved the way
they carried themselves with confidence
and spoke with so much authority. And it
was at that moment he knew he wanted to
be a police officer when he grew up.
He longed to be just like them—helping
people and putting bad guys away. Nothing
else in the world seemed so cool.
As he studied a rather large wall lizard
that ran around the bottom of the mason jar
he’d put it in, along with a little bit of dirt
and small twig to make it feel more at home,
he felt like he was the cop of the field, and
the lizard was his little prisoner.
He was trying to think of what charges he’d
arrested the lizard on—ideally something
small, since he liked the little fella—when he
heard a voice from behind him.
“Whatcha got?” the voice said.
Ivan turned around to see a small boy,
maybe a year or two younger than he was
with his hands on his hips.

“Just a wall lizard,” Ivan said.
“Can I see?” the boy asked.
Ivan showed him the lizard and the boy
said he wanted to show it to his friends.
Ivan said “sure”, and he followed the boy up
the block to where he said his friends were
playing at. They walked up the street and
then cut through an alley.
The boy said, “My friends are right over
here.”
It was then that Ivan saw two of the drug
dealers he’d told the police about, enter the
alley and start heading directly towards him.
He turned to run, fearing they knew about
his conversation with the police officers,
when he saw two more older boys enter the
alley from the opposite direction.
The boy he was with took off running and
the teenagers let him go by, one of them
yelling out “Good job!” as he passed.
Ivan was soon surrounded by four
teenagers much larger than he was. The
biggest of the four asked, “Whatcha got in
the jar?”
“A lizard,” Ivan said.
“Lemme see.”
Ivan handed him the jar. The boy looked
at it, and then, as if out of nowhere, smashed
it over Ivan’s head—chunks of glass lodging
in his skull as he hit the ground.
And then, as they dragged him off behind
a dumpster, one of the other boys said,
“You’re gonna learn to keep your nose out
of our fucking business.”
As Ivan thought about this—sitting at
the kitchen table, finishing off his bottle—
he realized for the first time that these
were the exact words one of the men who’d
recently accosted him from in front of the
Nova Bulgaria headquarters had said, right
after they had rained their vicious blows and
kicks down on him.
Ivan didn’t want to think about what
happened to him that day as a twelve year
old boy. He didn’t want to think about the
things those drug dealers had done to him.
About how they spat on him and smeared
it all over his face. How they forced the
dead lizard down his throat. Burned his
hand with a cigar lighter—his flesh melting
almost down to the bone. He didn’t want to
think about how they held him down and
the pain he felt as they put themselves inside
of him—making him feel like he wasn’t
a boy at all. They put other things inside
of him too. He didn’t want to think about
how they urinated on him when they were
finished and told him again to keep his nose
out of their fucking business, or next time
they’d come back and kill him.
He didn’t want to think about these things,
but he did. He knew that if he kept running
from the memories—kept trying to block
them from his reality—they’d keep coming
back to him in his dreams. Keep him living
in fear. Keep him crawling for cover deeper
and deeper into the bottle every night.
It was there at that kitchen table, sitting
alone in the dark, that he decided he’d let
another human being in, and talk about the
pain and fear the events of that horrible day
had caused him. He didn’t know who he’d
talk to—maybe Stephan, maybe Nina, or
maybe some kind of counselor. But for the
first time since that day he decided to take

the power away from those bullies and the
things they did to him, address the issue,
and finally get some help for it so he could
heal.

T

he next day at work
Ivan thought long and
hard about everything.
He thought about the
decision he’d made to
open up and let the
poison out of his heart.
He thought about his
drinking, about his family, and about the
world in which he lived.

On his way home from work he stopped
and got himself a sandwich and a Coke.
As he leaned on the hood of his car in
front of the sandwich shop, and enjoyed his
meal, a small poodle came running down
the sidewalk. The poor mutt looked like it
hadn’t been fed or loved in a long time. It
looked as if at one time it had been white,
but now its fur was stained different shades
of yellow and brown. Its ribs protruded from
its emaciated body and gunk had amassed in
the corners of its eyes.
Ivan knelt down whistled to it. “Here little
doggie,” he said, as he put out his hand for
her to sniff.
It lowered its head, tilted it sideways, and
submissively and cautiously inched toward
Ivan.
“It’s ok, I won’t hurt you, Girl.” He offered
half of his sandwich to the dog, who jumped
back at his sudden movement. Looking past
the dirt and ratted fur, Ivan knew that under
all of that filth was an innocent puppy. A
puppy that had once probably made some
family very happy. A family that probably
made her very happy as well. But now,
Bulgaria had caught up with the pooch, and
the years had taken their toll.
“Come on, take it,” Ivan said, as he held
out the sandwich. “It’s ok, I’m not going to
hurt you.”
Hungry and scared, the little dog slowly
backed away. Ivan gently offered his hand
for her to sniff again, while placing the
sandwich on the ground. She ran over to it
and ate it as if it’s the first thing she’d eaten
in a month. When she was done, Ivan puts
out his hand again, letting her smell it. When
she was at least partially convinced that Ivan
was an ok guy, she let him gently and slowly
rub his hand behind her ears.
“It’s ok, you’re safe,” he said, in a quiet,
reassuring tone. “In fact, I know two girls
who would just love to meet you.”

When she finally let him pick her up, he
walked back to his patrol car, looking down
at her concave belly. “Oh, hey…wow, sorry
for calling you a ‘girl,’ Little Buddy. Didn’t
know you had one of those down there,”
referring to its male organ.

“I almost,” he said, a tear running down
his cheek, “I almost went to volunteer with
you guys down at this Nova Bulgaria thing,
acting like I was interested, so I could dig
up information for the department. They
wanted me to lie to you guys and spy on
Nova Bulgaria.”
As he looked down, continuing to cry,
Alexandra put her hand on his shoulder.
“When I was a boy,” he said, “something
terrible happened to me.” It all just came out
of him. He told his family what those older
boys had done to him when he was twelve.
He told them how he had gotten the scar on
his hand—how it came from the cigar lighter
the drug dealers had burned him with. He
told them why he sometime woke up in the
middle of the night screaming and covered
in sweat, and why he was so protective of his
daughters.
He told them everything, and the entire
family cried together.
“And now,” he continued, “I’m just not
going to take it anymore. I’m not going to
take it from the ghosts that haunt me in
my sleep. I’m not going to take it from my
fellow officers and the department. And
I’m not going to take it from the Bulgarian
Government. I can’t go back and stop those
boys from doing what they did to me. I
can’t go back in time and change one single
second of the past. But I can help to change
the future. And I can take a stand with my
family.”
He ran his fingers through Alexandra’s
hair. “I read the report this morning” he
said, looking at her. “Read it a few times
actually. And damn Kiddo, that thing
makes a lot of sense. I want to live in that
kind of Bulgaria. And it’s crazy, because, I
just never thought something like that was
possible. I never even dreamed about it.
It’s like I’ve been living in a little box and I
couldn’t see anything outside of that box.
I didn’t even know anything outside of the
box could exist. Thank you, Alexandra,
for showing me what’s possible. And for
reminding me of what’s important, what’s
truly important.”
Crying, Marina said, “I hate to steal your
moment Dad, but I have some good news
too”
The family looked at her.
“Well, what is it?” Alexandra asked.
“I’m staying,” Marina said. “Here, in
Bulgaria. I’m staying. I’m not giving up on
this country, the country of my ancestors
and everyone I love. Bulgaria needs me right
now, and I don’t wanna turn my back on it.”

When Ivan got home, he gave the girls the
dog, which they immediately fell in love with
and decided to name Buddy. He hugged his
family, and told them he loved them. He
told Alexandra how sorry he was for being
so hard on her.

“Oh thank God,” Ivan said, tears running
down his face, as he hugged his daughters.

And then he told her something that no
one in the family expected. As they sat in the
family room, Ivan said “You know, I’ve been
wrong this entire time.”

The little poodle tried to get in on the
action too, jumping on the couch, climbing
on the family, licking their faces, and
wagging its little tail.

They all stared at him in silence.

Ivan hasn’t had a single nightmare since
that night.
Buying and selling of votes is prohibited by law. | 15

NOVA BULGARIA | THE STORY THE GOVERNMENT DOES NOT WANT YOU TO READ

NOVA BULGARIA
IS POSSIBLE!

R

ight now, there’s
a strategic plan in
place to create a
new Bulgaria. A plan
constructed by some
of the brightest
minds this country
has to offer. People
who genuinely care about the future
of Bulgaria. People who have your best
interest in mind and at heart. And this
plan continues to evolve as citizens just
like you contribute their ideas on how
to improve this great country of ours.
This is a plan of the people and for the
people.
In fact, the entire plan has been laid
out for you to read in a strategy report
titled Road to a New Bulgaria.
It’s no secret that even though Bulgaria
is no longer run as a communist society,
leaders from communist rule continue
to hold power. They are deceitful,
greedy, and unjust in every fashion.
With ultra-rich oligarchs as our current
leaders; healthcare, education, the
economy, and your future, lay in the
palms of their dirty hands.

Unfortunately, the way things are
now, the only way to get things done
right in Bulgaria is to speak with your
wallet rather than with reason. And
corruption doesn’t start and end with
the politicians. It trickles down to the
judges, customs officials, police officers,
hospitals, school systems, agriculture,
and just about every facet of Bulgarian
life.
There’s not a single soul in Bulgaria
whose life isn’t negatively, and
dramatically, affected by corruption,
with the exception of those at the
top. Statistics show that one in four
Bulgarian citizens have offered money,
gifts, or favors as a form of bribery. With
this overbearing amount of corruption
in place, the only citizens who get fair
treatment are those that can afford it.
Not only for us as citizens, but for the
futures of our children and grandchildren,
this needs to change. While we continue
to suffer, the oligarchs fatten their
pocketbooks with money that belongs
to the Bulgarian people. And no matter
how hard we fight for our voices to be
heard, our current government remains
steadfast in its refusal to address or
respond to the concerns of its citizens.
The Bulgarian government has worked
very hard to train us into believing we
are helpless.
In a sense, we as citizens are a lot like
elephants—one of the most powerful and
majestic creatures in the world. In some
countries, at a very young age, elephants
are tied to a stake in the ground. Because
the elephant is so small, it is unable to
move the stake and break free from it.
The idea that it is incapable of moving

the stake is imprinted in its young mind,
so much so that even when the elephant
grows older, stronger, and much more
powerful, it never attempts to move the
stake, even though it could easily pull
it right out of the ground with even the
slightest bit of effort. In the elephant’s
mind, it is still powerless to that stake in
the ground, and fails to see its own true
potential. The elephant is a prisoner to
this learned helplessness.
From early on, we have been trained
to believe that we, and all citizens of
Bulgaria, have no power. We’ve been
imprisoned by the communist policies
of the past. Our oppressive leaders know
that we could very well take the power
into our own hands, but don’t know
that we can because we’ve been trained
from a young age to believe that we are
powerless.
But the truth is, we are not powerless.
Even though the government—the
very same government that continues
to drive our country into the ground—
intimidates, bullies, and lies to us, in
order to keep us believing that we are.
Well we’ve been on the ground for far
too long now. Each and every one of us
suffering untold amounts of oppression
at the hands of our leaders.
But it doesn’t need to be this way. There
is hope. With a tight plan underway,
things can change, despite what they
would have us believe. It’s time we get
up, dust ourselves off, and pull that stake
out of the ground.
And Nova Bulgaria has the plan to
make this change happen.

To start, Nova Bulgaria knows that as
long as everything in the courts and office
happens behind closed doors, there is
no end to the lies our government will
tell us. So first and foremost, we want
transparency. We want everything out in
the open. The days of our country being
ruled in secrecy need to become a thing
of the past.
We also insist on policies that make
fair treatment a requirement rather than
an option. Nova Bulgaria plans to reform
the court systems, rebuild our economy,
fully equip and equalize healthcare, and
protect its citizens in every facet.
No more will you have to wonder if
you’ll be able to afford the bribe for a
life-saving surgery of a loved one. No, it
will be guaranteed.
And rather than robbing the people
of their well-earned pensions, a newly
reformed and balanced budget will be
in place, leaving plenty left over for fair,
reasonable, and comfortable pensions.
And these improvements do not cease
in office, the economy, or healthcare, but
continue into education as well. Nova

So, if you’re sick and tired of the way
Bulgaria is being run…
If you’re sick of the poverty, deception,
greed, and corruption.
If you’re sick of losing our young people
to other countries, just so they can have
the opportunity to live a decent life.
If you’re sick of the ruling elite
continuing to plunder our country’s
national resources.
If you’re sick of the government stealing
all your money.
If you’re sick of the government
selling the souls of your children, and
grandchildren, for its own financial gain.
If you’re ready for a government run

with complete and total transparency.
If you’re ready for TRUE and lasting
change.

Then read The Strategy: The Road
to a New Bulgaria, a complete stepby-step plan that shows how we are
losing 5.63 billion BGN per year.
Bulgaria
can
either
continue
plummeting backwards and relying on a
broken system that simply does not have
the best interest of its citizens in mind.

Or we can move forward.

It’s our responsibility to ourselves, our
children, our grandchildren, and to
Bulgaria, to take the first step.

Download Now "The Strategy: The Road to a New Bulgaria", a complete step-by-step
plan that shows how we are losing 5.63 billion BGN per year.
If you like what you have read, pass the Story to a friend, coworker or a family member,
because we do not have a lot of money and we need your help to make a difference.
Do you want to change the future of Bulgaria? Become a volunteer now!
Call +359 888 214 290, +359 888 812 965 or +359 887 204 651 to sign up.
Remember, vote for Nova Bulgaria in this upcoming election October 5th
Bulgaria has a plan for the future of
our educational system. A future where
every student receives the best education
possible, and can go on to better
contribute their bright and innovative
mind back to the country that gave them
their start. No more will we lose our
students to neighboring countries as they
seek out more successful opportunities.
Nova Bulgaria also has a plan to change
the voting system.
With the public satisfaction rate of
the government continuing to nosedive
to its lowest ever at 12%, one has to
ask, where did the votes that keep our
current poor government in office
come from? In the 2013 election,
350,000 ballots were found in a print
shop owned by a GERB party councilor,
pre-marked to reinstate the ruling
GERB conservative party for another
term. Where did these ballots come
from? They sure didn’t come from the
voters. And these 350,000 ballots were
just the ones left over, after a suspected
700,000 were already sent out. That’s
700,000 fake votes to keep the current
rulers in office. It’s clear that the people
of Bulgaria do not have nearly as much
say in the elections, as the current
government would like us to believe.

people, which is exactly where they
DON’T want it. They want to keep it all
in their greedy, corrupt, and deceitful
hands, so they can continue to rule
as they have been, and proceed to get
richer, while the citizens of Bulgaria
keep struggling just to survive.
Now, these changes will not be easy. But
nothing worthwhile in life is.
Even amidst turmoil, abuse, and unequal
opportunity, the people of Bulgaria are
strong. Like a lump of coal stressed
under hundreds of thousands of pounds
of pressure in the process of becoming
a diamond, we are more resilient,
determined, and refined than ever.
Now is the time to do your part and
receive the equality, power, and justice
that you so deserve. Download the full
report and see the plan that Nova Bulgaria
has in store for this country.
You have the power to help shape the
destiny of this great country of ours. It’s
time to take a stand for what you believe in.

The only way we can ensure the
fairest of elections, is to take the archaic
pen and paper processes and convert
them to the tried and true online
e-voting system that so many other
countries are now using with such great
success.
However, those currently
in charge don’t want this to happen.
They know that an e-government is a
fair government, where the affairs of
the country are at the fingertips of its
Buying and selling of votes is prohibited by law. | 16
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YOU WANT
CHANGE!
WHY WAIT, VOTE FOR 8!
Download Now "The Strategy: The Road to a New Bulgaria", a complete step by step plan
that shows how we are losing 5.63 billion BGN per year.
If you like what you have read, pass the Story to a friend, coworker or a family member,
because we do not have a lot of money and we need your help to make a difference.
Do you want to change the future of Bulgaria? Become a volunteer now!
Call +359 888 214 290, +359 888 812 965 or +359 887 204 651 to sign up.

Remember, vote for Nova Bulgaria in this upcoming election October 5th

BUYING AND SELLING OF VOTES IS PROHIBITED BY LAW

FREE EDITION

BG GOVERNMENT,

STOP STEALING
OUR MONEY!
WE ARE LOSING 5.63
BILLION BGN EACH YEAR!

Gone are the days when words like “social”, “free of charge”, “transparency”, “censorship”, “mothers”, “pensioners” were seen as guarantees for
“a dignified life”. Bulgaria deserves a breakaway from clichés! Here is The Road to a New Bulgaria, and it’s about economy, health care, education
and everything we consider possible to repair.

WHAT IS THE ROAD TO A NEW
BULGARIA?
The Road to a New Bulgaria is a
guide to the better future of Bulgaria.
This work is a detailed analysis of
the country’s most exigent issues
and the specific mechanisms and
measures which could lead to their
resolution, transforming Bulgaria
into a truly European country.
The document is at the core of Political
p. 19 | Preamble
p. 20 | Opinion on Key Matters
pp. 21-22 | Judicial System
pp. 23-24 | Health Care System

Party Nova Bulgaria’s platform.

TO A NEW BULGARIA

The Road is a document drafted
by a team of experts led by Nikola
Alexiev. The fact that it was codeveloped also by online users
The Road to a New Bulgaria is of the Political Change Now
intended to identify Bulgaria’s platform has no parallel.
pressing issues which call for
urgent resolution, and the ways to For a few months they had the
opportunity to review every single
succeed in getting this done.
version of The Road, provide
feedback and put forward ideas
for improvement.
THE “ARCHITECTS” OF THE ROAD
WHAT IS THE PURPOSE OF THE
ROAD?

pp. 25-26 | Social Security
System

and Net Effect of Nova Bulgaria’s
Program

pp. 27-28 | Education System

pp. 33-34 | The Man Who’s Giving
Us a Chance to Fight

pp. 29-30 | Economic System
pp. 31-32 | Total Expected Costs

pp. 35-36 | The Man Who’s Going
to Lead Us to a New Bulgaria

We are Political Party Nova
Bulgaria – contemporary and
liberal, with a well-defined proEuropean orientation. We have a
vision of Bulgaria as a country
capable to ensure a high standard
of living for its citizens; we are
positive about Bulgaria’s need
for structural reforms. That is
why, with the help of experts,
we crafted a strategy fostering
national priorities, entitled The
Road to a New Bulgaria.
This
document
is
Nova
Bulgaria’s primary guideline in
the resolution of issues Bulgaria
is facing.
Take a look at its contents to see
what’s our plan on tackling the
problems we encounter every
day.

PREAMBLE
1. Preamble
2. Opinion on Key Matters
3. Judicial System
4. Health Care System
5. Social Security System
6. Education System
7. Economic System

• Government 			
decentralization
• Personal freedom of choice
• Protection of private property
• Social solidarity
• Tolerance

create a predictable and sustainable
institutional environment to ensure
high-quality
public
services.
We believe that the only way to
implement the structural reform
urgently needed by our country is
by arriving at a broad non-partisan
Currently Bulgaria is torn apart by political consensus on national
contradictory social and economic priorities on the basis of sound
tendencies. Our country needs a rationale and shared values.
clear path to economic and cultural
growth, which will provide a
stable perspective for national The values we support are
development, and at the same manifestly European and humane.
time serve as a prerequisite for Not only will they allow for an
individuals to excel over the next acceleration of the economic growth
of the country, but also ensure an
years.
improvement of the material and
We are a modern liberal party with
strong pro-European orientation. We What we need more than ever is a set non-material living conditions. We
believe in the following:
of complementary synergic reforms believe that every citizen should be
in all key sectors to shift completely included in the development of our
• Democratic government
the direction of the national common project for a New Bulgaria
• Rule of law
economy towards export and – the state we want to live in.
We believe that in the 21st century
every country has a choice whether to
be prosperous, free and democratic,
or poor, lagging behind and run by
shadowy corporate interests. Bulgaria
has both the resources and potential
to ensure decent life for its citizens
and prospects for their children and
grandchildren. This is the very key
choice which needs to be made today
– the choice between the outdated
and corrupted status quo, and the new
models of pragmatic and transparent
government for the benefit of the
people. Political party Nova Bulgaria
chooses the second.

ADDRESS
6 Konstantin Petkanov St, Sofia
1700

MOBILE
+359 888 201 283

E-MAIL
info@novabulgaria.bg

WEB
novabulgaria.bg/the-road/en
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WHAT IS NOVA BULGARIA’S PLAN
AS REGARDS THE PRESIDENTIAL
AND PARLIAMENTARY ELECTORAL
LEGISLATION?
number of MPs should be reduced
from 240 to 120; further, an option
should be introduced to change the
order of preference in the electoral
lists of the parties (what is known
as “preferential voting”, with
the ultimate purpose of reaching
about 50% majority election). This
will result in a smaller, but more
responsive and responsible group
of parliamentary members. State
subsidies for the parties must be
significantly reduced in comparison
with the current BGN 11 per annum
allocated for each vote won at
parliamentary elections, to reach
BGN 3-4 – an amount similar to
subsidies in other democratic states
whose demographic and economic
characteristics resemble those of
Bulgaria.
In addition, voting should be made
mandatory for all Bulgarian citizens
of 18 years or above over a transitional
period of 25 years, in order to have a
more legitimate government and an
increased citizen’s activity. After the
expiry of this period, the democratic
right of every Bulgarian citizen to be
passive and indifferent to politics and
the government of their homeland,
and not exercise their electoral rights,
will be fully restored. Voting will
once again be devoid of any positive
stimuli or negative repercussions.

2
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OPINION ON KEY MATTERS

WHAT WOULD BE NOVA
BULGARIA’S APPROACH THE
REFERENDUM ACT (IN RELATION
TO BOTH LOCAL
AND NATIONAL REFERENDA)?

Stronger citizen participation should be
encouraged by facilitating referendum
procedures – this will be achieved through
the introduction of an e-voting system.

3

WHAT WOULD BE NOVA
BULGARIA’S FIRST MEASURE TO
COMBAT CORRUPTION?
The problem must be solved on a caseby-case basis. A good beginning will
be to strengthen the justice system and
its appointment and evaluation, and
introduce an e-monitoring system.
An introduction of e-government and
a complete digitalization of public
procurement procedures will tackle
successfully corruption within the
administration. Regarding licensing
and authorization, there should be
legal alternatives to the currently
existing regimes, allowing for the
same permits and licenses to be
issued by different state authorities
in competition with each other. This
will be an additional advantage
towards creating a less corrupted
environment. The introduction of a
mandatory internal rotation of experts
in the various systems of government
and the criminalization of the
adoption of corruption practices by
entrepreneurs (i.e. the business) will
break the system statics and generate
preconditions for a drastic decrease
in corruption risk.

4

DOES NOVA BULGARIA HAVE
ANY PLAN ON „CLEANING OUT
THE CLOSET“(E.G. A LUSTRATION
ACT)?
Yes. Employees of the former State
Security Service (the secret service
of the communist regime) will not be
allowed to hold offices as ministers,
deputy ministers, heads of political

cabinets, heads of public/executive
agencies, or ambassadors abroad.
This implies also stricter application
of the requirements on access of
high-ranking officials to classified
information.

5

DOES NOVA BULGARIA PLAN
ON WAYS TO INCLUDE REGULAR
CITIZENS IN LOCAL AND CENTRAL
GOVERNMENT?
Yes. The initiative for open
government should be revived to
ensure full transparency of public
services and expenditure. Further,
prior to the promulgation of any
piece of legislation there must be an
assessment of its regulatory impact,
along with a broad public debate.

6

AN E-VOTING SYSTEM?
Yes – it will be implemented through
e-voting devices at polling stations,
complemented by an option to vote
entirely online. This twofold solution
will further reduce the possibility of
controlled voting.

7

obtain Bulgarian citizenship. In the
long run the youth of Bulgaria will
be preserved by ensuring better
quality of health care, combined with
economic growth.

8

WHAT IS NOVA BULGARIA’S
OPINION ON THE BELENE
NUCLEAR POWER PLANT
PROJECT?
The project should be terminated. In
view of the production overcapacity
of the country’s energy system, the
vague parameters of the power plant’s
actual value, and the piling up of
costs merely for consulting services,
the project’s implementation should
be suspended, at least until a reform
of the energy system is carried out.
Additional arguments in favor of such
decision are existing calculations
showing that an investment of BGN
3-billion, aimed at an energy efficient
economy, would result in annual
savings of the same quantities of
power which would be generated by
the two new reactors of the Belene
nuclear power plant, if constructed.
The described viable alternative
renders the project unprofitable,
regardless of which of the various
economic assessments circulating
in the public domain we take as a
basis.

9

WHAT IS NOVA BULGARIA’S PLAN
IN RELATION TO BULGARIA’S
DEMOGRAPHIC ISSUE? HOW IS
NOVA BULGARIA GOING TO KEEP
YOUNG PEOPLE IN
BULGARIA?

WHAT IS BULGARIA’S GREATEST
PROBLEM? WHAT IS YOUR
PROPOSED SOLUTION?

In order to solve the demographic
problem, both short-term and longterm measures are necessary. In
the short run, we need to amend
immigration laws, in order to allow
persons of Bulgarian ethnic origin
and qualified foreign citizens to

There are huge faults in the public
systems: an urgent reform of the
health care, educational and pension
systems is necessary. They need to
be thoroughly reformed by ensuring
more competition among suppliers,
as well as transparency.
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Costs for reform
implementation

Extra money left for
re-investment

22, 020, 000

Revenues from
reform implementation

JUDICIAL SYSTEM
72 615 555
19, 400, 000

764

640, 280

38, 896, 200

970, 266

BUILDING
IMPLEMENTATION OF
2, 73,0 236 AND 19, 289, 764
38, 896, 200
INTRODUCTION
INFRASTRUCTURE
AND
THE OF MINISTRY OF 19, 400, 000
MAINTENANCE OF A
DEPLOYING
SOFTWARE
CONCEPT
58, 296,JUSTICE’S
200
1, 610,
546
SINGLE INFORMATION SYSTEM FOR ON E-JUSTICE
FOR RANDOM DISTRIBUTION OF
ALL BULGARIAN
COURTS
IN ALL BULGARIAN COURTS
22, 020, 000
58, 296,CASES
200
The introduction of a single e-information
system for Bulgarian courts will
ensure equal access to information as a
practical realization of the principle of
equality before the law. The provision of
information will in turn make justice more
accessible and comprehensible, and the
19, 289, 764
single system will reduce the operational
costs for the maintenance of the data pool
6, 750, 000
and information flows within
the judiciary.

236

0

22, 020, 000
2, 73,0
236555
72 615

The establishment of a centralized
e-justice portal will ensure the efficiency
and transparency of the judicial system,
by guaranteeing centralized real-time
access to the contents of electronic case
files, as well as publication of electronic
communications and summons.
19, 400, 000

355, 000

4, 248 100
58, 296, 2006, 750,
19,000
400, 000

19,551
289,
28
900764

101 167 455

900, 000

58, 296, 200

19, 400, 000

19, 289, 764
6, 750,
19,
400,000
000

6, 317, 150
22, 020, 000

15, 000, 000

1, 610, 546 355, 000 75, 640,
000, 280
000

38, 896, 200
4, 248 100

10, 998, 100

551 764
900
19,28289,

000

60, 000,
970,
266 000

970, 266

545, 000

900, 000

22, 020, 000

555

1, 610, 546

Ensuring the material basis necessary for the
work of the judicial system would provide
for an increase in the effectiveness and
speed of justice, improve its accessibility,
and increase the motivation of its officials
and the respect of the general public for
judicial bodies.

545, 000

10, 998, 100

2, 73,0 236

IMPROVING THE
167 455970, 266
640, 280 101BASIS
MATERIAL
OF
THE JUDICIAL SYSTEM–EQUIPMENT
AND FACILITIES

The introduction of a uniform software
for random distribution of cases would
provide higher guarantees for adherence
to the principle of random distribution
of cases, while reducing the costs for the
system’s maintenance due to its uniformity
and larger scale.
640, 280

38, 896, 200

28 551 900

7, 803, 630

640, 280

38, 896, 200
355, 000
640, 280

4,38,
248896,
100 200

1, 610, 546

000
970,
266
55,545,
800,
000

970, 266

49, 200, 000

-1, 110,58,
224296, 200 3, 991, 168

1, 610, 546

OF 168
7, 803, 630 OF
3, 991,
-1, 110,INTRODUCTION
224
USING REPORTS BY 6, 317, 150
INTRODUCTION
10,
998,
100
900,1,000
58,
296,
200
610,
546
FUNDAMENTALS
OF LAW
105, 000, 000
FOREIGN EXPERT
MANDATORY AUDIO
14, 120, 780
2, 880, 944
AND
THE
CONSTITUTION
WITNESSES WHERE
COURT
CENTER/LABORATORY
72 615 555
6, 750, 000 RECORDING4,OF
355, 000
28 551 900
248
100 HEARINGS
AS SUBJECTS IN THE
APPROPRIATE
75, 000, 000
14, 120, 780
2, 880, 944
The introduction of audio recordings SECONDARY EDUCATION
The establishment of an independent
centralized forensic center using the most Involving foreign expert witnesses in of court hearings for the purposes of CURRICULUM
60, 000, 000 OF A15, 000, 000
ESTABLISHMENT

, 101
020,167
000455
CENTRALIZED FORENSIC

cutting-edge equipment and up-to-date
analytical 101
methods,
will ensure a more
167 455
impartial investigation of crime, a quicker
resolution of court cases, and lower costs
for forensic inquiries.

19, 400, 000
15, 615
000, 555
000
72
28 551 900

, 000

000

772, 740

28 551 900

75, 000, 000

167 455

55, 800, 000

court proceedings and using their expert keeping minutes will allow for proper
documentation
opinions would enhance the independence 10,
998, 100 of the procedural steps of An active civil society is 900,
000only
possible
the
parties in the proceedings, thus curbing
and impartiality of the proceedings, and
if citizens are aware of the way the
allow for the utilization of the knowledge opportunities for distortion of documentary state functions, and of their rights and
of leading global experts who apply trails in lawsuits.
obligations. This knowledge would be
cutting-edge methodology and equipment.
best taught at school, as it will reach all
38, 6,
896,
317,200
150
7, 803,
168 and allow for
6, 630
750, 000 640, 280 -1,4,110,
355,
000comprehensive
248224
100970, 2663, 991,citizens
more
integration of youths as active society
1, 700, 000
13,
4, 727,
6, 750,
000260
355,300,
000000
4, 248 100
members. 545, 000

49, 200, 000

14, 120, 780 772, 740

101 167 455 58, 296, 200

5, 500, 000

10, 998, 100

105, 000, 000
60, 000, 000
15, 000, 000

772, 740

5, 500,
6, 317,
150 000

15, 000, 000
6, 317,
15, 000, 000 6, 750, 000
4, 248
100150

105, 000, 000

5, 500, 000

75, 000, 000

900, 000

15, 000, 000

-1, 110, 224

10, 998, 100
49, 200, 000

1, 700, 000

7, 803, 630

13, 300, 000

-1, 110, 224

3, 991, 168

15, 000, 000

900, 000
772, 740

3, 991, 168

-1, 110, 224 545, 000 3, 991, 168

355, 000
14, 120, 780

14, 120, 780

13, 300, 000

2, 880, 944

6, 317, 150

7, 803, 630

545,

900, 000

7, 803, 630

4, 727, 260

60, 000, 000

55, 800, 000

1, 700, 000

2, 880, 944

1, 610, 546
10, 998, 100

14, 120, 780

49, 200, 000

000, 000

4, 727, 260

15, 000, 000

75, 000, 000

, 000

545, 000

2, 880, 944

2, 880, 944
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640, 280

38, 896, 200
2, 73,0 236
10, 998, 100

58, 296,Costs
200 for reform

970, 266
19, 400, 000
900, 000

19, 289, 764

Extra money left for 1, 610, 546
re-investment

implementation

22, 020, 000

640, 280

38, 896, 200

101 167 455

Revenues from
reform implementation

58, 296, 200

1, 610, 546

JUDICIAL SYSTEM
6, 317, 150

, 000

7, 803, 630

4, 248 100

-1, 110, 224

355, 000

3, 991, 168

60, 000, 000

545, 000

REDISTRIBUTION
6, 750, 000
4, 248 100
OF REGIONAL
JURISDICTIONS,
POSSIBLY FOLLOWED
10, 998, 100
BY A TERMINATION
OF CERTAIN BODIES OR THEIR
TRANSFORMATION INTO LOCAL
be established as part of the executive
BRANCHES
branch of government, functioning An active civil society is possible only
72 615 555
14, 120, 780

28 551 900

2, 880, 944

INTRODUCTION OF
FUNDAMENTALS
OF LAW AND THE
10, 998, 100
900, 000
101 167 455CONSTITUTION AS
If investigation is separated from the SUBJECTS IN THE SECONDARY
prosecution and the judiciary, a single
apparatus of investigating authorities could EDUCATION CURRICULUM
SEPARATING THE
INVESTIGATION FROM THE
PROSECUTION

under the same rules and operational if citizens are aware of the way the
state functions, and of their rights and
management.
obligations. This knowledge would be
best taught at school, as 1,it 700,
will 000
reach all
772, 740
4, 727, 260
citizens and allow for more comprehensive
integration of youths as active society
members.

, 150

7,5,803,
500,630
000

60, 000, 000

55, 800, 000

The redistribution of regional jurisdictions
will balance the workload of magistrates
and provide fairer grounds for the allocation
300, 000
of cases13,among
them. Further, it will
reduce the administrative and maintenance
costs of justice institutions.
6, 317, 150

3, 991,15,
168000, 000

-1, 110, 224

75, 000, 000

14, 120, 780

40

15, 000, 000

4121, ,700,490004,
025 lv13,. 300, 000

49, 200, 000

4, 727, 260
105, 000, 000

It is necessary to encourage mobility
within the judicial system, in order to
adjust human resources to the needs of
the justice system depending on workload.
Magistrates should be compensated and
incentivized to change their residence
and place of work, so as to respond to the
shifting needs of the system.
55, 800, 000

7, 803, 630

49, 200, 000

3, 991, 168

-1, 110, 224

105, 000, 000

Money generated
without stealing and
4, 727, 260
raising taxes!

772, 740

15, 000, 000

DEVELOPMENT OF A 355, 000
SYSTEM OF
75,STIMULI
000, 000
ENCOURAGING
MAGISTRATES TO CHANGE PLACE
900, 000
OF WORK

14, 120, 780

2, 880, 944

970

2, 880, 944

1, 700, 000

15, 000, 000

5, 500, 000
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231, 072,
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Cost of implementing
the reforms proposed by
Nova Bulgaria
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896

E x tr a l e

va lef t t

B ul gar ia

lv.

o re -inv
e s t in th
e
n econo
my nex
t ye a r

Buying and selling of votes is prohibited by law. | 22

517, 216, 000

Costs for reform
implementation

Extra money left for
re-investment

Revenues from
reform implementation

98, 528, 900

615, 744, 900

HEALTH CARE SYSTEM
42, 150, 000

0

650, 000, 000

145, 183, 500

INFORMATION
CAMPAIGNS TO PREVENT DISEASES

FREE PREVENTIVE HEALTH
CHECK-UPS

It is necessary to carry out diseaseprevention
information
campaigns,
directed towards relevant risk groups. A
diversified approach should be applied
to reach out to various target groups –
through national awareness campaigns,
via school education and general medical
practitioners who are in most regular and
129, 617, 800
direct contact with patients.

It is necessary to incentivize citizens
in order to encourage them to undergo
free preventive check-ups, provide the
necessary pool of medical experts, and
cover a wide range of the population
through mobile units and teams.‘

There is no alternative to improving
emergency
200
060, 000 the material resources86,in659,
health care, because currently the latter
is often untimely and unable to cover
6, 000
42, 150, 000
all 528,
cases
98,
900 which qualify as medical
145, 183, 500
emergencies. Insufficient fleet and staff
216,
277, 000
numbers in emergency health care
result
in frequent delays, leading to numerous
deaths and debilitating conditions
187, 333, 500
615, 744, 900
which could have been prevented.
517, 216, 000

244, 060, 517,
000 216, 000

249, 180, 000

124, 438, 000
500, 000, 000

177, 440, 400

86, 659, 200
98,
528, 900
45, 000, 000

1, 660, 665, 673
650, 000, 124,
000 438, 000

650, 000, 000

145, 183, 500

145, 183, 500

774, 438, 000

3, 500, 000

696, 500, 000

650, 000, 000

42, 150, 000

86, 659, 200

129, 617, 800

124, 438, 00

774, 438, 000

57, 216,
000183, 500120, 224, 400
145,
700, 000, 000
42, 000, 000

129, 617, 800

216, 277, 000

244, 060, 000

BUILDING THE
517,
216,
000
5,
120,
000
INFRASTRUCTURE
98, 528, 900
244, 060, 000
NECESSARY TO REFER PATIENTS
249, 180, 000
OF CLOSED HOSPITALS TO NEWLY
OPENED STATE-OF-THE-ART
615, 744, 900 47, 000, 000
MEDICAL FACILITIES
249, 180, 000

1, 160, 665, 673

774, 438, 000

39, 900, 000

615, 744, 900

5, 120, 000

This measure will allow for the
concentration of tangible assets and expert
human resources into a reduced number
of locations, leading to cost optimizations
in line with the decrease of the country’s
population. Cost cuts will not lead to
less quality or narrowed access to health
care, but rather the opposite – to quality
improvement.

187, 333, 500

5, 100, 000

244, 060, 000

ESTABLISHING NEW
MODERN REGIONAL
249, 180, 000
HEALTH CARE CENTERS

187, 333, 500

615, 744, 900

615, 744, 900

000

120, 224, 400
650, 000, 000

42, 150, 000

98, 528, 900

673

57, 216, 000

42, 150, 000

98, 528, 900

517, 216, 000

5, 120, 000

774, 438, 000

187, 333, 500

COSTS TO IMPROVE
THE MATERIAL
BASIS, TO PURCHASE
EQUIPMENT – AMBULANCES AND
HELICOPTERS, AND TO RENOVATE
EMERGENCY HEALTH CARE
CENTERS

124, 438, 000

187, 333, 500

307, 429, 050

177, 440, 400

774, 438

050 224, 400
57, 216, 000349, 429,120,

INCREASING
HEALTH
INSURANCE
650,
000, 000
57, 216, 124,
000 438, 000 120, 224, 400
INSTALLMENTS

HOSPITAL
INTRODUCTION OF AN
42, 150,86,
000659, 200 SHUT-DOWNS
145, 183,
500617, 800
E-HEALTHCARE SYSTEM
129,
AND DIVISION OF
216, 277, 000
PATIENTS INTO GROUPS

177, 440, 400

Maintaining a standard of high-quality
Closing a number of healthcare facilities
health care
services
requires more funds.
774,
438, 000
187, 333, 500
4, 700,
000
429, 050
a reduced
work load55,
and300,
a deficit
271,
000, 000 of an integrated system
000
The
introduction
of with
216,
277, 000
177, 440,
400
All highly developed countries
earmark
e-healthcare will ensure better availability of high-quality medical equipment and more funds for health care activities.
and access to information, as well as expertise will lead to cuts in health care Naturally, the increase in health care
This 665,
measure
673 largely overlaps with the
0, 000 1, 160,
5, 100, 000
3, 500, 000
39, 900, 000
costs and to less low-quality
health care 696, 500, 000
improvement of the material basis in an opportunity to follow up the health
installments should be for the purpose
services.
60, 000, 000
318, 000, status
000 of each patient, while allowing for
emergency health care by purchasing
of developing a second and third healthnew off-road ambulances and medical more transparency in the disbursement of
insurance pillars to provide health care
funds060,
and 000
increased efficiency in public
86, 659, 200
57, 216, 000
5, 120,
helicopters which
will 000
be able to access 244,
129, 617, 800
services of various scope and character.
45, 000, 000
700, 000, 000
1, 660, 665,very
673 quickly any residential settlement healthcare spending.
in Bulgaria and transport patients to the
1, 160, 665, 673
500, 000,
000
5, 100, 000
3, 500, 000
39, 900, 000
696, 500, 000
nearest
of the
newly-opened
state-of-the- 650, 000, 000
0, 000
145, 183, 500
124, 438, 000
art medical facility.
249, 180, 000
216, 277, 000
177, 44
86, 659, 200

5, 120, 000
244, 060, 000
1,
660, 665,
673 665, 673
1, 160,
500,
000,
000
187, 333, 500

774, 438, 000

249, 180, 000

9, 200

500, 000, 000
216, 277, 000

47, 000, 000

500, 000, 000

42, 000, 000
129, 617, 800

1, 160, 665, 673

307, 429, 050

1, 160, 665, 673

349, 429, 0501, 660, 665, 673

42, 000, 000

1, 660, 665, 673

39, 900, 000

307, 429, 050

271, 000, 000

318, 000, 000

57, 216, 000

47, 000, 000
120, 224, 400

5, 100, 000
177, 440, 400

4, 700, 000

39, 900, 000

271, 000, 000

318, 000, 000

45, 000, 000

55, 300, 000

700, 000, 000

60, 000, 000

5, 100, 000

39, 900, 000

47, 000, 000

696, 500, 000

177, 440, 400

45, 000, 000

307, 429, 050

349, 429, 050

5, 100, 000

216, 277, 000

1, 660, 665, 673

000

57, 216, 000
120, 224, 400
700,3,
000,
000000
500,

129, 617, 800
45, 000, 000

45, 000, 000

3, 500, 000

4, 700, 000

3, 500, 000

55, 300, 000

696, 500, 000
60, 000, 000
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271, 000, 000

4, 700, 000

700, 000, 000

700, 000

55, 300, 0

120, 224, 400

517, 216, 000
216, 277, 000

42, 150, 000

98, 528, 900

216, 277, 000

177, 440, 400

177, 440, 400

Costs for reform
implementation

Extra money left for
615, 744,re-investment
900

650, 000, 000

145, 183, 500
5, 120, 000

Revenues from
reform implementation
187, 333, 500

HEALTH CARE SYSTEM
5, 100, 000

000

39, 900, 000

45, 000, 000

39, 900, 000

3, 500, 000

5, 120, 000
45, 000, 000

A SHIFT TO GENERIC
MEDICINES

3, 500, 000

86, 659, 200
700, 000, 000

700, 000, 000

STREAMLINING THE POLICY
ON MEDICINES

249, 180, 000
There is a very prominent trend towards
There should be modifications to
increased use of generic medicines instead the procurement procedures for medicines
of patented drugs, throughout the EU. which are now carried out individually by
Where the effects of generics are identical health care facilities. A single system for
with those of patented pharmaceutical procuring and purchasing medicines by the
products, they can provide efficient and Ministry of Health would sharply reduce
affordable treatment at a much lower cost. the purchase prices of medicines.
000

271, 000, 000

47, 000, 000

318, 000, 000

271, 000, 000

500, 000, 000
318, 000, 000

4, 700, 000

300,
000
4,55,
700,
000

1, 160, 665, 673 60, 000, 000

129, 617, 800

ESTABLISHING AN
INDEPENDENT BODY
RESPONSIBLE
FOR THE
216, 277, 000
LICENSING AND ACCREDITATION OF
HOSPITALS
There should be an independent authority
licensing and accrediting hospitals,
providing an equal basis for the
development of both private and public
healthcare institutions, which should be
55, 300,
000as regards the services
evaluated
solely
they deliver.

5, 100, 000
60, 000, 000

5, 353, 50
8

307, 429, 050

774, 438, 000
249, 180, 000

39, 900, 000

500, 000, 000

47, 000, 000

, 523 lv.

349, 429, 050

1, 160, 57,
665,216,
673 000

ELIMINATING THE
MONOPOLY OF THE
NATIONAL
HEALTH
1, 660,
665, 673
INSURANCE FUND

120, 2

177, 440, 400

The elimination of the National Health
Insurance Fund’s monopoly through
establishing and developing more private
health insurance funds will encourage
competition, thus improving transparency
and public spending, while pushing down
prices and enhancing quality in health care.
42, 000, 000

349, 429, 050

45, 000, 000

1, 660, 665, 673

42, 000, 000

244, 060, 000

696, 500, 000

696, 500, 000

244, 060, 000

12

Money generated
without stealing and
271, 000, 000
raising taxes!

307, 429, 050

3, 500, 000

696, 50

700, 000, 000

4, 700, 000

5

60, 000, 000

318, 000, 000

1, 960, 6
61, 200 lv
.
Cost of implementing
the reforms proposed by
Nova Bulgaria

3, 392, 8
47, 323 lv
.
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Costs for reform
implementation

Extra money left for
re-investment

Revenues from
reform implementation

SOCIAL SECURITY SYSTEM
1, 404, 133, 900

547, 506, 100

1, 951, 640, 000

547, 506, 100

1, 404, 133, 900

STIMULI FOR REGIONAL
000
TRANSITION TO A CAPITAL- 1, 951, 640,FINANCIAL
EMPLOYMENT
PROGRAMS
ACCUMULATION PENSION SYSTEM

Increasing the share of the second and
third pillars of pension insurance, based
on the principle of capital accumulation,
is a must in the context of the country’s
ageing and declining population, “grey”
economy and insurances on the basis of
only portions of incomes. The introduction
of a capital-accumulation system and the
547, 506,of100
3, 900
aggregation
funds in personal accounts
will result in more savings and availability
of funds; they can be invested to contribute
2, 420, 000
to economic growth.
. 000
1, 951, 640,

Unemployment levels vary a lot by country
region, which calls for targeted support
for the most needy areas. Public funding
will ensure a more balanced development
for the country and a higher standard of
living in the regions with the lowest socioeconomic status.
96, 900, 000

26, 300, 300

7, 396, 930

2, 800, 000

IMPROVING
123,THE
200,QUALIFICATIONS
300
OF EMPLOYMENT AGENCY
OFFICIALS

9, 816, 930
The negative demographic situation and
the increased immigration flows put at risk
the sustainability of Bulgaria’s social and
health care systems. A possible solution
is to attract immigrants willing to become
part of5,Bulgarian
926, 160 society and contribute
their creative efforts to the future of the
country. Such natural target groups would
be ethnic Bulgarians
but 650,
the 102, 740
-350, 000, abroad,
000
national immigration policy should be a far
8, 726,
more160
cosmopolitan.

1, 498, 957

1, 600, 000
26, 300, 300

96, 900, 000

9, 816, 930

2, 800, 000

3, 098, 957

1, 951, 640, 000

5, 926, 160

2, 150, 000

61, 850, 000
300, 102, 740

8, 726, 160

123, 200, 300

64, 000, 000

7, 396, 930

0

7, 396, 930

2, 420, 000

547, 506, 100

13000

1, 498, 957

1, 600, 000

3, 098, 957

26, 300, 300

96, 900, 000

64, 000, 000

10000

-350, 000, 000

650, 102, 740

61, 850, 000

2, 150, 000
9, 816, 93015000

1, 498, 957

1, 600, 000

547, 506, 100
1, 404, 133, 900
9, 816, 930

-350, 000, 000

2, 800, 000

650, 102, 740

300, 102, 740

5, 926, 160

26, 300, 300
96, 900, 000
3, 098, 957

123, 200, 300 SPECIFIC REGIONAL
IDENTIFYING
123, 200, 300
UNEMPLOYMENT ISSUES

726,
160
INCREASING PENSIONS 8,
FOR
MORE
RELEVANCE

Uncertainty about workforce demand
and employers’ specific needs is a major
hindrance to an active labor-market policy
and a change in the system of education.
Forecasting
61,
850, 000 demand will ensure the
0
prerequisites
and
61, 850,adjustments
000
2, 150, 000 for measure
will establish dialog among employers,
employees
and the state as a basis for
26, 300, 300
, 000
more jobs and sustainable employment.
4, 000, 000

Territorial unemployment imbalances
are partly due to regional characteristics.
Identifying specific issues locally would
allow for a policy which will target
particular local needs and hence be a lot
more effective.

Currently the pensions of retired citizens
fail to ensure a good standard of living
for them. A gradual increase of pensions
is necessary to improve the situation.
Even though such measures will result in
undesired fiscal pressure, the Bulgarian
society is obliged to take care of its most
needy retirees.

7, 396, 93064, 000, 000
2, 420, 000

7, 396, 930

1, 600, 000

-350, 000, 000

1, 498, 957

650, 102, 740

-350, 000, 000

8, 726, 160

650, 102, 740

8, 726, 160

3, 098, 957

9, 816, 930

1, 498, 957
2, 150, 000
61, 850, 000

000

1, 498, 957

1, 600, 000

123, 200, 300

816, 930

5, 926, 160

2, 800, 000

5, 926, 160

2, 800,
300,
102,000
740

1, 640, 000 PREDICTING

MID- AND LONG-TERM
1, 951,
640, 000BY REGION
WORKFORCE
DEMAND

61, 850, 000

-350, 000, 000

650, 102, 740

3, 098, 957

300, 102, 740

5,

INTRODUCTION
OF AN IMMIGRATION
8, 726, 160
7, 396, 930
2, 420, 000
POLICY BASED ON A POINTS
SYSTEM ASSESSING PROSPECTIVE
IMMIGRANTS

Employment Agency officials are
responsible for both planning and
implementing the government employment
policy. Consequently, the improvement
of their qualifications will contribute to
a more effective process, optimize the
distribution of available jobs, and increase
the absorption of EU funds.2, 800, 000

123, 200, 300

547, 506, 100

1, 404, 133, 900

26, 300, 300

96, 900, 000

300, 102, 740
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Costs for reform
implementation

Extra money left for
re-investment

Revenues from
reform implementation

SOCIAL SECURITY SYSTEM

2, 510, 48
2, 347 lv.
2, 160, 10

6, 6 4 0 lv
.

Money generated
without stealing and
raising taxes!

Cost of implementing
the reforms proposed by
Nova Bulgaria

350, 375,
707
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35, 497, 000

2, 450, 000

Costs for reform
implementation

Extra money left for
re-investment

Revenues from
reform implementation

EDUCATION SYSTEM
18, 868, 000

20, 790, 000

BUILDING A SYSTEM FOR
EXTERNAL EVALUATION,
ALONG WITH AN
EFFECTIVE INTERNAL
SYSTEM FOR EDUCATION QUALITY
ASSESSMENT

000

REDUCTION OF
THE NUMBER OF
SCHOOLS AND
OPTIMIZATION OF THE SCHOOLS
NETWORK

In view of the decreasing population and
It is necessary to establish an effective school-age children, it is necessary to
external evaluation system to monitor optimize the schools network by closing
the quality of student education schools with low work load, little public
and accomplishments and provide spending efficiency and poor asset base.
an opportunity for feedback, i.e. an Saved funds can be redirected to improve
the quality
of education.
150,students
000 to school 26,
information flow3,from
040, 000
administrations.
35, 497, 000

35, 497, 000

35, 750, 000

UPDATING EDUCATION
CURRICULA AND
PROCESSES

18, 868, 000

29, 190, 000

The implementation of the Bologna
Process would necessitate an optimization
of the teaching staff, because the duration
of education will
reduced.
37,be
947,
000 The released
resources will be reallocated to achieve
even better education, gearing university
graduates for success on the labor market.
4, 541, 100

1, 370, 320

543, 325, 000
80, 250, 000

20, 790, 000

35, 497, 000

2, 450, 000

It is necessary to align education curricula
and processes with new technologies and
the opportunities they provide. Interactive
teaching methods should be promoted,
encouraging creativity, team work, and
practical skills acquisition, instead of
simple memorization and reproduction of
information.
80, 250, 000

155, 164, 000

COSTS FOR
119, 414, 000
IMPLEMENTING THE
BOLOGNA PROCESS

623, 575, 000

18, 868, 000

20, 790, 000

2, 450, 000

543, 325, 000

80, 250, 000

39, 658, 000

37, 947, 000

543, 325, 000

5, 911, 420
543, 325, 000
80, 250, 000

623, 575, 000

37, 947, 000

39, 658, 000

37, 947, 000

623, 575, 000
35, 750, 000
155, 164, 000
623, 575, 000

39, 658, 000

119, 414, 000

35, 497, 000

2, 450, 000

0

,0000

2, 200, 000

35, 497, 000 20, 790, 000
155, 164, 000

35, 750, 000

37, 947, 000

6, 557, 000
18,790,
868,
000
20,
000
3, 150, 000

INVESTMENT IN ICT

18, 868, 000
26, 040, 000

3, 150, 000

155, 164, 000

947,
119,37,
414,
000000

18, 868, 000

20, 790, 000

8, 757, 000
39, 658, 000

23, 700, 000
543,80,
325,
000
543, 325, 000
250,
000

1, 300, 000
80, 250, 000

39, 658, 000

80, 250, 000

There should be ongoing enhancement
of teacher qualifications, especially
with regard to innovative educational
technologies. The fast development of
computing and other ICTs requires a
constant process of upgrading teaching
staff skills.

543, 32

55, 000, 000

623, 575, 000

543, 325, 000

623,575,
575,000
000
REALLOCATION
623,
1, 370, 320

OF
4, 541, 100
FUNDS FOR TARGETED
SUBSIDIES 623,
FOR 575, 000
UNIVERSITY APPLICANTS/
STUDENTS
911, 420 WITH GOOD
The development of an “electronic school UNIVERSITY 5,
log book” would facilitate parents’ access RESULTS

INVESTMENT IN
INVESTMENT IN AN
FOR SCHOOL
000
119, interactive
414, 000 teaching methods QUALIFICATION IMPROVEMENT 29, 190,E-SYSTEM
Developing
PROGRAMS FOR TEACHERS
PROCESS MANAGEMENT
inevitably involves solid ICT investments.
ICTs provide better opportunities for
teachers to visualize educational content
and make it more readily available, while
students, for their part, can participate
actively in the process of education,
be creative and “generate” educational
content.

543, 325, 000

47, 097, 260
80,
250, 000

80, 250, 000

26, 040, 000

25, 000, 000
623, 575, 000

39, 190,
658, 000
000
29,

7, 902, 740

to information about their children, thus
including them in the educational process There is a need to change the funding system
and supporting synergy in the combined in the sphere of higher-education. University
efforts of parents and teaching staff, united applicants/university students who have
by the common goal of quality education demonstrated better knowledge and skills
6,
557,
000
700,
4,
541,
100
320
2,
200,
000
1, 300,
000
for children.
250, 000
3, 150, 000
35, 750, 000
should23,
avail
of 000
a stronger80,
financial
support 543, 32
155, 164, 000
26, 040,
000
34, 000
600, 000
6,150,
830,000
890
50, 169, 110
15, 400, 000
80, 250,
3,
00
155, 164, 000
543,
325,
000
26, 040, 000
by the state, while those with less successful
80, 250, 000
3, 150, 000
543, 325, 000
26, 040, 000
performance
will have to rely on23,
their
own
6, 557, 000
700,
000
4, 541, 100
1, 370, 320
2, 200, 000
1, 300, 000
means. This will generate financial stimuli for
5, 911, 420
8, 757, 000
25, 000,high
000results in education.
29,
190,
000
29,
190,
000
9, 414, 000
623, 575, 000
119, 414, 000 57, 000, 000
623, 575, 000
50, 000, 000
7, 902, 740
47, 097, 260
29,
190,
000
623, 575, 000
5, 911, 420
8, 757, 000
25, 000, 000
55, 000, 000

740
0

0

47, 097, 260
4, 541, 100

1,902,
370,740
320
7,
55, 000, 000
5, 911, 420

50, 169, 110
2, 200, 000

6, 830, 890
6, 557, 000

15, 400, 000
1, 300, 000

34, 600, 000
23, 700, 000

2, 200, 0001, 300,
000890 6, 557, 000 23, 700, 000 15, 400, 000
6, 830,
50, 169, 110
57, 000, 000
50, 000, 000
8, 757, 000
25, 000, 000

541, 100
6, 557, 000
2, 200, 000
47, 097,4,260

1, 300,34,000
600, 000
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55, 000, 000

5, 911, 4208, 757, 000

57, 000, 000
8, 757, 000

25, 000, 000

50, 000, 000

25, 000, 00

35, 750, 000

000

35, 497, 000

2, 450, 000

3, 150, 000

26, 040, 000

26, 040, 000

Costs for reform
119, 414, 000
implementation

26, 040, 000

80, 250, 000

80, 250, 000

543, 325, 000

37, 947,
000
Extra
money left for

18, 868, 000

20, 790, 000

3, 150, 000

155, 164, 000

543, 325, 000

543, 325, 000

Revenues from

39, 658, 000

29,
190, 000
reform
implementation

re-investment

543, 325

80, 250, 000

80, 250, 000

623, 575, 000

623, 575, 000

EDUCATION SYSTEM
29, 190, 000

29, 190, 000

1, 370, 320

000

4, 541, 100

35, 750, 000

6, 557,
2, 200,
000000

623, 575, 000

623, 575, 000

5, 911, 420

INCREASING PUBLIC
8, 757, 000
STIMULI FOR
HIGH8, 757,
000
ACHIEVING UNIVERSITIES

110

26, 040, 000

8, 757, 000

4, 541, 100

6, 830, 890

15, 400, 000

6, 830, 890

PREPARING STANDARDIZED
ANNUAL TESTS FOR MAIN
UNIVERSITY DISCIPLINES

Introducing digital education is impossible
without the existence of a relevant set
of online educational materials, making
full use of the interactive and adaptive
properties of new technologies in terms of
the specific
needs of students.
6, 830,educational
890

5, 911, 420

543, 325

623, 575, 000

The development of standardized annual
tests will give an impartial perspective on
students’ performance. This will facilitate
the process of evaluating the quality
of education and redirecting funds to
universities providing actual quality.
34, 600, 000

15, 400, 000

6, 557, 000

2, 200, 000

15, 400, 000
57, 000, 000

55, 000, 000

57, 000, 000

34, 600, 000

80, 250, 000

25, 000, 000

29, 190, 000
INCENTIVES FOR
000, 000
DEVELOPING ONLINE
CO-FUNDING25,
COMPLEMENTING
25, 000, 000
PRIVATE FUNDING FOR SCIENTIFIC MATERIALS AND DISTANCE
LEARNING TOOLS
RESEARCH

The state will commit to encourage
research, prioritizing its support for
applied scientific research which has
already attracted private investment.
The state will double each Bulgarian lev
110
invested by companies50,in169,
innovation.

23, 700, 000

1, 300, 000

23, 700, 000

119, 414, 000PUBLIC

The funding of universities, be they private
or public ones, must be in proportion to
quality of teaching and students’ success.
These quality indicators are part of the
rating system which assesses higher
education. Only timely and targeted
incentivizing
measures can ensure
7, 902, 740
47, 097,high
260
quality and motivation in the system of
1, 370, 320
higher education.
50, 169, 110

3, 150, 000

700,
000
1,23,
300,
000

1, 300, 000

6, 557, 000

6, 557, 000

2, 200, 000

155, 164, 000

34, 600, 000

1, 300, 000
50, 000, 000

8, 757, 000

50, 000, 000

57, 000, 000

25, 000, 00

50, 000, 000

7, 902, 740

47, 097, 260

995, 004

55, 000, 000

222, 8 6 0

Money generated
without
6, 830,
890 stealing and
raising taxes!

50, 169, 110

, 020 lv.

, 170 lv.

57, 000, 000

15, 400, 000

50, 000, 000

Cost of implementing
the reforms proposed by
Nova Bulgaria

26, 407, 8
50 lv.
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Costs for reform

Extra money left for
19, 080, 000
re-investment

70, 817, 936
14,
182, 064
implementation

Revenues from
870, 000
reform78,
implementation

132, 38,
191,680,
000 000

ECONOMIC SYSTEM
97, 950, 000

85, 000, 000

137, 89,
809,320,
000 000

270,128,
000,000,
000 000

38, 680, 000

86, 630, 000
39, 370, 000
ВINTRODUCTION
OF
MOCK ENTERPRISES AT
SCHOOL
126, 000,for
000 students to access
The opportunity
knowledge on how a company operates
early on in school will increase their
business know-how and entrepreneurial
skills, potentially also resulting in a
more positive attitude to establishing
own businesses. The long-term goals
relate to an improved perception and
more solid foundations for the country’s
entrepreneurial environment.
5, 550, 000

4, 450, 000

89, 320, 000
8, 680, 000

36, 420, 000

89, 320, 000

MODERNIZING 7, 920, 000
PRIORITIZED
SECTIONS OF THE IRRIGATION
INFRASTRUCTURE

To ensure effective and qualitative
utilization of the irrigation infrastructure,
the Ministry of Agriculture and Food
and the state-owned enterprise Irrigation
Systems EAD should undertake to build
up, develop and maintain a network of
irrigation facilities covering land which
needs irrigation. There should be legislative
amendments allowing for a proactive
development of this network by land
owners and other stakeholders through the
mechanism of public-private partnerships.
28, 580, 000
36, 420, 000

MARKETING OF
BULGARIAN AGRICULTURAL
PRODUCTS

65, 000, 000

128, 000, 000

105, 750, 000

3, 750, 000

21, 300, 000

28, 580, 000

8, 600, 000

3, 750, 000

590, 000

7, 900, 000

14, 182, 064

29, 200, 000

70, 817, 936

22, 350, 000

85, 000, 000

14, 182, 064

14, 410, 000

590, 000

129, 250, 000

REFORMATION
LOANS TO ENHANCE
235, 000,
36,000
420,
, 000
000
36,
420,
000
28, 580, 000
28,
580,
000 000OF
89,
320,
000
000
OF38,
SCIENCE
THE
LEVEL
36, 420, 000
680,
000
89,
320,
000
22, 350, 000
235, 000, 000
AND RESEARCH CENTERS TO
TECHNOLOGY USED BY
STRENGTHEN THEIR TIES WITH THE FARMERS
AGRICULTURAL BUSINESS 65, 000, 000
65, 000, 000
128, 000, 000

The importance
energy
22,of350,
000as a sector
of the economy and the significant
involvement of the state in it calls for its
separation under an individual ministry,
geared with expert staff managed by
individuals committed solely to the
energy-sector development. With a
view to increasing the effectiveness
and stability of the system, it is also
18, 600,
3, 750, 000
necessary
to 000
restructure state-owned
and controlled energy companies
and increase their transparency.

7, 900, 000
21, 300, 000

29, 200, 000

65, 000, 000

129, 250, 000
105, 750, 000

95, 000, 000

The Ministry of Agriculture and Food,
the Ministry of Economy, Energy and
Transport, and Bulgarian trade agencies
abroad must coordinate their efforts and
resources to promote Bulgarian agricultural
products on the global market, emphasizing
their excellent taste properties, organic
nature and the availability of options for
quick access to a range of markets – the
European Union, the Middle East, the
former CIS countries.

10, 000, 000
000

STRUCTURAL
OPTIMIZATION OF
82, 550,
12,THE
450, MINISTRY
000 128,OF
000,
000 000
ECONOMY,
ENERGY
18, 600, 000
3, 750, 000
AND TRANSPORT AND ENERGY
ENTERPRISES

INTERNATIONAL
47,
080, 000

55, 000, 000

89, 320, 000

70, 817, 936

14, 410, 000

86, 630, 000
39, 370, 000CORPORATE
IMPROVING
NEW AUDIT 15,
RULES
300,
21, 300, 000 000, 000 7,21,
7, 900,
000
900,
000000
GOVERNANCE
IN
PUBLIC
85,
000,
000
THE
21, 300, 000
28,REGULATING
580, 000
7, 900, 000
15, 000, 000
ENTERPRISES
ACCOUNTABILITY OF
ELECTRICITY DISTRIBUTION
126, 000,
000
State-owned
enterprises
are
non200, 000
COMPANIES29,
(EDCS)
29, 200,
000
transparently
managed, this frequently

Despite a certain extent of innovative
200, 000
65, 000, 000
128, 000, 000
resulting in 29,
losses.
Their corporate
Bulgarian science and research centers development in Bulgarian agriculture
There must be clear rules on the audits governance structures should improve by
operate in isolation from one another and over the recent years, mostly due to direct of EDCs’ financial statements, as well as changes in the management, restructurings,
the needs of the business. From a practical EU payments, there is a need to increase
stricter control on the implementation of stock-exchange listing, and in some cases
point of view it would be beneficial to reform investments in the technological upgrade
their investment programs, with special – through privatization. This will ensure
of each agricultural subsector. This will
these
centers,
by
creating
opportunities
for
focus
on business
ties
with
legal the state’s focus on its inherent functions
78, 870, 000
70, 817, 936
137,
809,related
000
19, 080, 000
132, 191,
000
public-private partnerships actively
funded render the subsectors more competitive,
and natural persons. Further, a precise and provide opportunities for a better
the whole industry will 78,
be intensified
business,
which will also be the end and19,
legislative basis should
be developed,
870, 000
817, 936
137,
809, 000 of such enterprises.
080, 000
4, 182, 064 by the 70,
132, 191,
000
development
user of the applied output of the centers, in and modernized. It will also ensure higher allowing for citizens’ supervision on
international competitiveness of Bulgarian the work of EDCs, facilitated by EDCs’
order to increase the competitiveness of the
86, 630, 000
39, 370, 000
97, 950, 000
000
270, 000, 000
agricultural products.
5, 550, 000
national economy.
4,
450,
000
operational transparency.

, 000
, 000

85, 000, 000

3, 750, 000
18, 600, 000

105, 750, 000
3, 750, 000

97, 950, 000
129, 250, 000
105, 750, 000
129,750,
250,000
000
105,

270, 000, 000
14, 410, 000
590, 000

590, 000

129, 250, 000

14, 410, 000
590, 000

126, 000, 000

14, 410, 000

10, 000, 000

235, 000, 000

22, 350, 000

86, 630, 000

86, 630, 000

936
064

12, 450, 000

47, 080, 000

7, 920, 000

00

15, 000, 000

19, 080, 000

70, 817, 936

78, 870, 000
19, 080, 000

95, 000, 000

78, 870, 000
19, 080, 000

132, 191, 000

97, 950, 000

85, 000, 000

85, 000, 000

82, 550, 000

95, 000, 000

55, 000, 000

70, 817, 936
14, 182, 064

15, 000, 000

82, 550, 000

12, 450, 000

55, 000, 000

126, 000, 000

15, 000, 000

235, 000, 000

47, 080, 000

7, 920, 000

9, 370, 000

235, 000, 000

22, 350, 000

78, 870, 000

137, 809, 000
132, 191, 000

270, 000, 000

97, 950, 000

97, 950, 000

5, 550, 000

4, 450, 000
137, 809, 000
132, 191, 000

137, 809, 000
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270, 000, 000

105, 750, 000

750, 000

36, 420, 000
22, 350, 000

64

590, 000

129, 250, 000

28, 580, 000

235, 000, 000

21, 300, 000

Extra money left for
re-investment

Revenues from
reform
29, 200,implementation
000

70, 817, 936

78, 870, 000

19, 080, 000

78, 870, 000

19, 080, 000

INTRODUCTION OF
SME IMPACT
97, 950, 000
AN
105,ELECTRICITY
750, 000
590, 000
129, 250, 000
ASSESSMENT OF DRAFT
97, 950, 000
EXCHANGE WITH TWO
LEGISLATION
PARALLEL MARKETS

The introduction
of 000
a free market for
235, 000,
electricity will ensure the necessary
conditions for actual competition among
electric energy and power producers,
and a reduced need for external price
regulation. It would be appropriate to have
two parallel electricity exchange markets
– for electricity derived from renewable
sources and from other sources,
86,energy
630, 000
7, 920,
respectively. This measure
will 000
increase
transparency and significantly boost
effectiveness throughout the system.
21, 300, 000
7, 900, 000

6, 000, 000 19, 080, 000

7, 920, 000

47, 080, 000

“ONE-STOP SHOPS”
14, 410, 000
FOR ADMINISTRATIVE
270, 000, 000
SERVICES

78, 870, 000
55, 000, 000

47, 080, 000

12, 450, 000

55, 000, 000 132, 191, 000

137, 809, 000

137, 809, 000

THE
270, 000,FACILITATING
000

PROCESS OF LAND
CONSOLIDATION

The burden of complying with the legal The improvement of administrative
basis is very obvious for the smallest of
15, 000,
000 is key to increasing Bulgaria’s
services
enterprises, therefore each piece of draft competitiveness. “One-stop shop” services
legislation must be evaluated in view of the will save the business time and money and,
burden it carries for the Bulgarian small and to a large extent, facilitate the complex
medium business. This will allow for more legal compliance procedures. An additional
rationale in legislation, with an emphasis advantage would be the improvement of
on improving the business environment.
administrative services and their structural
optimization.

200,
97,29,
950,
000000

05, 550, 000

132, 191, 000

132, 191, 000

85, 000, 000

00

15, 000, 000

ECONOMIC SYSTEM

7, 936

0, 000

7, 900, 000
15, 000, 000

235, 000, 000

Costs for reform
implementation
65, 000, 000

14, 410, 000

12, 450, 000
82, 550, 000

137, 809, 000
95, 000, 000

Scattered agricultural land should
consolidate into larger farms, which will
guarantee high yields and crop quality
as a way of ensuring the international
competitiveness of the sector. To
accomplish this, state-owned land use will
be intensified, support credit lines will be
provided, and relevant legislation will be
amended.
82,680,
550, 000
000
38,
89, 320, 000

95, 000, 000

128, 000, 000

270, 000, 000

5, 550, 000

10, 000, 000
7, 920, 000

1, 233, 50

47, 080, 000

590, 000

12, 450, 000

14, 410, 000

SUPPORTING THE
EXPORT ORIENTATION
55, 000, 000
OF BULGARIAN
ENTERPRISES15, 000, 000
The strategy for economic development is
strongly oriented towards external markets,
which are capable of securing enough
paying demand for Bulgarian goods.
Increased international competitiveness
through support for export-oriented
industries is a key prerequisite for
successful performance. Targeted loans
should be earmarked for this purpose, and
distributed among Bulgarian enterprises.
132, 191, 000

137, 809, 000

270, 000, 000

82, 550, 000
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Money generated
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TOTAL INCOME GENERATED
FROM NOVA BULGARIA
REFORMS
Education System
9, 95, 004, 020

Judicial System
412, 494, 025

Health Care System
5, 353, 508, 523
Judicial System
231, 072, 129

Social Security System
2, 510, 482, 347

Economic System
1, 233, 500, 000

Social Security System
2, 160, 106, 640

Economic System
450, 983, 064
Health Care System
1, 960, 661, 200
Judicial System
181, 421, 896

Education System
222, 860, 170
Social Security System
350, 375, 707

Economic System
782, 516, 936
Health Care System
3, 392, 847, 323

Education System
927, 307, 850
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TOTAL INCOME GENERATED
FROM NOVA BULGARIA
REFORMS

10, 660,
152

Money generated from all sectors
of the Bulgarian economy without
stealing and raising taxes!

, 915 lv.

5, 025, 68
3, 203 lv.

Cost of implementing of
all reforms proposed by Nova
Bulgaria

5, 634, 4
69, 712 lv
.
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THE MAN WHO’S
GIVING US A
CHANCE TO FIGHT
When Michael Straumietis first came to Bulgaria,
he fell head-over-heels in love with it. Captivated by
the culture, the people, and the natural beauty of the
country, he knew he wanted to make it his home.

H

owever, his blissful
state
of
deep
admiration
soon
turned to heartbreak
as he witnessed
horrific conditions
he just couldn’t
understand.

You see, Michael—who was born in
America—is of Eastern European blood.
His mother was born April 10th, 1935 in
Tallin, Estonia. And his father was born
April 7th, 1925 in Riga, Latvia. While
both parents were fortunate enough
to escape their communist countries,
other members of the family were not
as fortunate. The family was torn apart,
and until the Wall came down, there was
no communication between those who’d
escaped, and those who hadn’t.
Growing up, Michael heard the horror
stories about what happened to his parents
and loved ones as they were forced to
endure life under communist rule. These
stories broke Michael’s heart, and the
powerlessness he felt being unable to do
anything to help his family members still
going through it was a feeling he’d never
forget.
And then, when the Iron Curtain finally
came down, Michael and his mother,
his father had passed away, traveled
to Estonia and were able to reunite
with their lost family. He witnessed
first hand as Estonia—once ravaged by
communism—turned itself around from
the ashes of impoverishment and raised
itself to greatness.
Once back in America, Michael started
a successful business. His company—
Advanced Nutrients—now does over $50
million a year in revenue in 85 countries,
is the leading manufacturer and supplier
of hydroponic nutrients worldwide,
and actively supports individuals and
organizations that are committed to
making a difference in the world.
Advanced Nutrients has programs to
help veterans of war, gives millions of
dollars’ worth of nutrients away to assist
needy, sick, and dying people in growing
their own medicine, builds classrooms
in Uganda so the children there can get
the education they need, and is helping to
break the cycle of poverty by partnering
with the non-profit organization Kiva to
lend seed money to people in developing

countries who dream of starting small
businesses, but simply can’t afford to.

And now here’s where Bulgaria
comes into the picture…
You see, seven years ago Michael came
to Bulgaria for business, so he could
have access to some of the most brilliant
science minds this world has to offer—
the scientists of Bulgaria who were out
of work due to the poor economy and
unsettling layoffs this great country has
been experiencing.
He immediately fell in love with the
culture and the people.
Unfortunately, he was shocked at the
conditions his Bulgarian friends, and
their families and loved ones, were being
forced to endure. And he got angry, not
only at the way Bulgarians are being
treated every single day by their own
government, but that nothing was being
done about it.

Why had Bulgaria not risen to
greatness like Estonia had?
Now, while it’s true Michael is a
businessman by day, in his heart he’s a
family man, and hopes to soon start and
raise a family in Bulgaria.
And that’s why; he can’t even begin
to fathom bringing children into this
world and having them live in Bulgaria
the way it is now. He doesn’t want his
children, or any children, to have to suffer
from the oppression that the Bulgarian
government inflicts upon its innocent
citizens every day.
As he began looking into the problems
of Bulgaria, it became clear to him that the
corrupt government is nothing more than
a criminal organization that steals from
the very citizens it is supposed to serve.
Unlike other countries—where people
generally get into politics after they’ve
made money and want to give something
back to their country—in Bulgaria, the
oligarchs and members of Parliament
get into politics for one reason—to get
wealthy off its citizens.
Enraged by what he learned, Michael
made the decision to dedicate himself
to helping fix Bulgaria—to help turn it
around into the country it could, and
should, be.

Having been in business for himself
for over 35 years, Michael has spent
over 81,000 hours of study and work as
a business owner, working mostly in the
areas of marketing and science. Because
of this, he’s been blessed with the unique
opportunity to completely change the
way things are done in his industry from
top to bottom. And today, the hydroponic
industry has been forever changed.

Holiday Heroes—to feed the hungry of
Bulgaria. And at first, Holiday Heroes
got resistance from all sides. Even other
charity organizations came in and
tried to shut it down. People said it just
wasn’t possible. And now, never before
in the history of Bulgaria have so many
national companies, celebrities, and local
businessmen united together for such a
great cause.

Now he is taking those same skills
and applying them to Bulgaria. He first
started a charity organization—called

And then, on the eve of the parliamentary
elections for the 42th National Assembly,
Michael delivered a speech that was
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THE MAN WHO’S
GIVING US A
CHANCE TO FIGHT

so heartfelt, emotional, and sincere,
and had such a profound impact on
the audience, that countless Bulgarian
business representatives, journalists, and
ceremony guests applauded him, praised
him, and urged him to keep working hard
for a new Bulgaria.
Straumietis—who has no political
aspirations of his own or interest in
holding a position in cabinet—is an
organizer. And as an organizer, his only
responsibility is the creation of power for
others to use.

So what he did was take his skills as an
organizer and start a movement called
Political Change Now—which grew to
over 220,000 social media followers in
Bulgaria, each committed to making
Bulgaria the powerfully united country
it should be; with strong healthcare,
great education, real pensions, valuable
social programs, a rock-solid business
development program, and an effective
and transparent judicial system whose
hands aren’t tied by criminal government.
And then on February 8th, 2014,

Political Change Now became the
launching pad for the official political
party, Nova Bulgaria.
With the help of the Bulgarian
people, Nova Bulgaria can dramatically
change Bulgaria so it can become the
healthy, productive, and prosperous
nation it deserves to be. This is Michael
Straumietis’s dream, as it is for many
other Bulgarian citizens. And through
Nova Bulgaria, he is willing to fight
with everything in him to make this
dream a reality.

He is a man who is giving the power
back to the people of Bulgaria. He is
a man who knows wholeheartedly
that there is a much greater future
in store for our country. And most
importantly, he knows how to do
what’s necessary to make that future
a reality. His passion, enthusiasm,
and sincere desire to help people has
been touching the hearts and minds
of people in every corner of Bulgaria
and, most importantly, is inspiring
the action necessary for the profound
change this country needs.
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THE MAN WHO’S GOING
TO LEAD US TO A
NEW BULGARIA
Even as a small child,
Ivaylo Simeonov knew
he wanted to help end
the pain and suffering of
his fellow Bulgarians.

Y

ou
see,
after
the
fall
of
communism, like
a lot of Bulgarians,
Ivaylo’s
family
had no money.
They lived in a
small
farming
community just outside of Sofia. His
father was a strict man who worked
in agriculture. And his mother spent
her days working three jobs as a house
cleaner. When she wasn’t cleaning
houses, she was busy in the fields
working the land so the family could
survive.
Seeing his mother work long hard
hours like a slave, with nothing to show
for it, broke young Ivaylo’s heart and tore
him apart inside, filling him with anger,
shame, and feelings of deep despair. He
didn’t want to see his mother suffer the
way she was, but didn’t know how he
could stop it either. After all, he was just
a boy. He felt completely helpless.
Finally deciding he had to do
something about it, no matter what it
took, twelve-year-old Ivaylo started
working—caring for the family’s farm
animals—and told his mother he
wanted to drop out of school so he
could be the one to put in the long hard
hours providing for the family, instead
of her. He told her he was ashamed that
she had to work so much—doing what
he perceived at the time as being menial
labor—cleaning the homes of other
people.

heart, was broken.

And then, at age nineteen, wanting
to become his own man and break free
from a strict father and the limitations
of small town life, he moved to Gabrovo
to attend the Technical University.
Right away, he saw things that didn’t
sit right with him, and that he knew he
had to change…

No one was listening to the
students—they had no voice.
Just like his mother was, they were
being treated like slaves. So Ivaylo did
something about it.
Being a natural born organizer, at age
23, Ivaylo became the President of the
National Representation of University
Students’ Councils. He served for two
years and was re-elected for another
two years—holding the position for the
maximum amount of time one can hold
it—four years.
Everything he wanted to accomplish
as president he completed six months
early. The students got their rights
and their voice was heard. He made it
so the entire National Representation
of University Students’ Councils ran
smoothly, like a well-oiled machine.
Ivaylo gave students their rights at
every level of school government—
something that had never been done
before. He credits a lot of his success
to the team he was able to build while
serving as president. As a natural leader,
he knows how to build a winning team.

What Ivaylo’s mother said to
him would change his life…

During his term he organized the
International Summer University of
Sports in Bulgaria. University students
and young people came from all over
Europe to participate. Importance was
placed not so much on being good at
sports, but on participation, having fun,
and interacting with other students.

She looked him square in the eyes
and told him that there was no such
thing as a shameful job when you do it
with dignity. That when you work with
dignity, all work is good work. This was
a major turning point for young Ivaylo.

Ivaylo wanted to break down the
ethnic barriers he felt were hindering
the advancement of Bulgaria. And the
International Summer University has
been doing just that for twelve straight
years now.

From that moment forward he
decided that he would work hard and
always do it with dignity.

It’s also the reason he created and
organized the International Folklore
Dancing and Singing Festival. Being a
man who’s deeply in love with Bulgaria,
he wanted to share its traditions with
the world. And today, the festival
continues to do away with longstanding
ethnic barriers and show the world what
Bulgaria has to offer.

It was around this same time he
made another important commitment
to himself. He would one day lead
Bulgaria out of its current state of pain
and suffering and bring about real and
lasting change to the country he loved
so much. A country that, just like his

Ivaylo also started and organized a
Buying and selling of votes is prohibited by law. | 35

NOVA BULGARIA | THE STORY THE GOVERNMENT DOES NOT WANT YOU TO READ

THE MAN WHO’S GOING
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Taekwondo Martial Arts Organization—
something he was honored with a
black belt for by Grand Master World
Champion Sang-Hyun Park in front of
the Ambassador of South Korea.
Furthermore, from 1997 to 2001,
he was the Chairman of the Students'
Council of the Technical University in
Sofia.
And today, Ivaylo is the Chairman
of the university trade union “Higher
Education and Science” as well as
a teacher himself, with a PHD in
Human Resource Management. And,
in October, he becomes an associate
professor.
Ivaylo has been an organizer his
entire life. Wherever he sees injustices
in Bulgaria he goes in and rights the
wrongs, refusing to turn a blind eye to
the crimes being perpetrated against
the people of Bulgaria by their own
government every single day.
He’s sick and tired of watching the
pain and suffering his fellow Bulgarians
are continuously forced to endure at the
hands of their own government.
He’s sick of the double standards the
Bulgarian government imposes on its
citizens, especially on the Bulgarian
minorities. Ivaylo firmly believes that
every Bulgarian must be treated equally
and fairly. He’s flat-out had enough of
the government using minorities to
divide and conquer our country.
He’s sick of seeing Bulgarian senior
citizens—especially those living in
small villages—being preyed upon by
criminals and living in fear.
He’s sick of seeing the government
abuse small and medium sized
businesses—treating them like a
wicked stepmother treats her unwanted
stepchildren—and making it hard for
good people to live a decent and honest
life.
He’s sick of Bulgaria having the highest
bank taxes and the worst banking rules
in the world. Before WWII, Bulgaria had
one of the strongest banking systems in
Europe. Today we have the worst, and
there’s no excuse for it.
Before WWII we were #1 in
agriculture. But now, just like with our
economy, Bulgaria’s agricultural system
is the poorest in Europe.
Ivaylo, who watched his mother work
herself damn near to death for 43 years,
only to receive a measly pension of just
181 leva, and whose father works as a
watchman, pulling 24-hour shifts for a

salary of just 300 leva, is sick of seeing
the government screw the elderly out of
their right to have a decent pension.
He’s
sick
of
watching
the
government and politicians steal
money from the very people they’re
supposed to serve. Ivaylo believes a
person shouldn’t get into politics to
enrich their bank accounts, but to
enrich their country. And that’s what
he’s going to do, enrich the lives of
the Bulgarian citizens throughout the
entire country, from all social, ethnic,
and financial segments.
Ivaylo is the father of two children,
and as a father he’s simply not going
to allow his children to grow up in
Bulgaria the way it is now. Nor does he
want to see them leave Bulgaria when
they become young adults, like so many
young Bulgarians do in hopes of finding
decent futures in other countries.
Ivaylo Simeonov is going to change
things…
He’s going to make sure that all the
strategies for positive change in the
Road to a New Bulgaria Strategy Report
are implemented.
He’s going to put laws in place that
prohibit past government officials—
anyone who’s held executive office in
the past 25 years—to hold office for a
period of five years.
Ivaylo is going to purge the old and
bring in the new.
He’s going to do away with the “4%
of the vote” barrier and make it so that
the percent of seats a party gets in
parliament is in direct correlation with
the number of votes they get.
He’s going to build strong social
programs and a rock solid business
development plan.
He’s going to root out corruption
at every level and make sure that the
Bulgarian Government is run of, and
for, the people—not for the bank
accounts of its leaders.
As Prime Minister of Bulgaria, Ivaylo
is going to change and improve the
electoral process, education, healthcare,
social programs, pension plans, and the
justice system. He’s going to turn this
country around and restore Bulgaria to
its pre-WWII greatness.
Like a beacon in the pitch black,
Ivaylo Simeonov is giving hope to the
people of Bulgaria.
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YOU WANT
CHANGE!
WHY WAIT, VOTE FOR 8!
If you like what you have read, pass the Summary to a friend, coworker or a family member,
because we do not have a lot of money and we need your help to make a difference.
Attention: The Strategy you just read was a summary of our 229-page Financial Strategy.
Download the Report now.
Do you want to change the future of Bulgaria? Become a volunteer now!
Call +359 888 214 290, +359 888 812 965 or +359 887 204 651 to sign up.

Remember, vote for Nova Bulgaria in this upcoming election October 5th
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