Zdravka Sheyretova

* k% %

My own status — movement in peace.
Dunes move in this way — unnotic
My own feelings — nuances cou

My own thoughts — catching
Time flows past in this -

* *

Moeto BUKEHUE B TIOKOM.
Taxka ce 0B Hufe HE3A0EIEKUMO.

Mowte 1 10aHcu 0e30poil.

Taka npunikfia OypsiTa HE3pPUMO.
MosiTa MUCHII — JOTOHBAIIO OBJIEIIIE.

Taka ce ABMKU BpeMeTO 0€3 MUHAJIO.



Sunday

| gathered a Sunday

In a handful of mine

And pressed in it tightly.

My eyes are getting rainy

And wet my eyelashes through.

Slightly opening my fingers

| am leaving out

Some sprays of thyme and pine needles.
| am standing up and go ahead ...

On theroad again,

Where one couldn’t find

Neither blue nor green —

But wings of birds only —

Not spread.

Henensn

B mienaTa cr0pax emxna HeneQ L

31paBo cThucHax. Oun b
Y MOKPSIT MOUTE PECH
OtBapsm e MY U U311

CTPBK M W UTJIALN.
... Ilak 1o T4,

110 KONTO HA HBO U 3CJICHO.

A caMo HEPasnepeHn Kpuia Ha ITHLM.



* * %

When will my heart open out?
When it will be broken.
Jubran Halil Jubran

The light from the Heaven

| was waiting for.

The Love together with you
To get out of the unknown.

My heart’s | opened
Till the end the door
So that for yours
To make a home.

But you pretended

To be shy and timid,
My soul has sheltered

Y ours without any limit.

| dashed to you
Extremely happy

But asif awild blackb
Scratched m ly.

Becau

Now | pai h
H

That her

And now broken heart
Instead of that

| offer but to

To be drunk off.

» Koea cvpyemo mu we ce omsopu?



Kozamo 6voe pazoumo.”
IDicyopan Xanun Jocyopan
OuakBax CBETJIMHA OT pasi —
¢ Te6 M000BTa KaKBO € Ja y3Hasl.
Crpuero cu 10Kpail OTBOPUX —

3a TBOETO Pa3KpUX MPOCTOPH.

[Ipectopu ce Ha Iax U TUX —

HaJ 0€3THUTE TE MPHUIOTHUX.

Otnanox ce JoKpail — IacT/IuBa,

HO Mail oJpacka M€ KbIIMHA JHBA. \
Cera crOupam, u3nopana, Q

CBJI3U B KBbPBSIIHUTE CH JUIAHU

[Ipenytaram Ty eHO CBPIIE pa3o

a ObJ€ TO HA €KC OT T



For the Women at the Age of 50-ty

I'm just like this-

A delicious mix,

Hot cocktail done

Of 2 times 25:

25 degrees red zest

Butinit

2 ice cubes are mingled with.

25 degrees of glowing emotion
With 2 drops some acacia breath
To avoid the explosion;

25 degrees of glaring glimmers
Furioudly thrown towards

2 hot sand — hills;

25 ardent sultry seasons

Balanced with two hiddefy tear
25 sheets of paper dered
Next in 2 poetic thun

Those two{ce cubes
Will beinset.



Kena na 50

A3 ChbM TOYHO TaKaBa:
KOKTEWI OT ABe 1o 25.
25 rpajgyca kapaBa ropeia,
C 110 ABE OyYKH CHH JIE]I.

25 Tpyca B3pHUBOOIIACHA €MOLIHS,

C IO JBE KaIlKU IbX OT aKalus.

BAaM BUHAaru BbPXY ’Kapasa,

HO 11I€ 3aI1a3si U JBeTe OyUKH JIe.



M ood

The day stretched out lazily.
The sun settled down in my lap.
| stumbled over fluffy cloudlet.
The sky took me in his hug.

| cast on a green meadow,

Then put in my eyesthejolly rainbow.
Bright new in this fancy dress

| stepped towards the world —

Straight ahead and fearless.

HACTPOEHHE :
JleHsaT ce mpoTerna JEHHBO,

CTBHIETO B CKyTa MU IaJIHA.

[IpenbHax ce B o0nade CUBO, ‘0

HeOeTo B perpbaka Me [gabd




| will beg love! But only once!

| will hide into your heart —

Instead of shelter —

To protect me from storm,

To shelter me from rain —

And | don't careif you're prepared!
My loveis strong and bold!

Without words! Accidental, without hinder -

It will return in your masculine soul,

It will stir up your pitiful day,

It will throw you into hell! Or maybe into heavg

You will fall into cracks or maybe you'll fl
You will strugglein life or will live—

With love enchanted?!
You will searchforme. .. orwill b @
That alone you will decide!

Ile mouckam 10608 —€amMo0 E

II1e ce ckpus B cbp TH — HAMECTO TOKPOB:

Hsama Ja uTam gajin Cu roTos.

axakaHa, Tpb3Ka.
. Ciry4aii 0e3 npeueeHT —
1€ ce BMBKHE B JIyIlIaTa TH MbXKKa

U 111e pa30bpKa NPUBUAHO CIOKOMHHUS JIEH.



[Ile Te xBppsn 1 B Anna u B Pas,
B O€3/THM I11€ TIPOTAIAII U I11¢ JICTHII.
IIle ctpanarm, mie *KuUBeeI B TI0OO0BHA OMas ...

[Ile me Bukam. Mnu me MbI4duml. ..



“1 LoveYou”

These words of yours

| will treasure up

Between the smile

And your look affectionate.

These words of yours

| will lay aside —
Diligently folded,
Accurately powdered
With naphthalene

Put into the lowest drawer
Between the day and night
Of my memoir’s chest.

And when from the book of the seasons
Only one sheet of herbarium has | eft
| will open them out —
These words of yours.
And then the moon will beu
Onto my face beaming

uri

Where |ots of starswi
Into my eyes dark

That's how

tiful girl

s of yours.



TBoeTo ,, 00M4am 1€’

TBoeTo ,,00n4yam Te” MEXIy yCMHUBKaTa
U BIIIOOEHUS TIOTIIE]
IIe 3amass.
[IpunexHo 111e TO CrbHA — BB 3a00JICHUTE
I'BHKH 11I€ TIOPBCS
HadTanuH.

B mait-nonHOTO UEeKMeEKE HA CIIOMEHA—

MEXIy JACHS U CHHS ; ’
I11€ T'O CJIOXKA.
U xoraTo B TeTpasKaTa Ha CE30HUTE
OCTaHa camo JIMCT XepOapui,

1€ TO OTBO

OTHOBO 111 aHayOHOBa MJIANO,

Kpacu OMITYE —

BOETO ,,00n4yam 1e” .
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» Takeyour dolls!”
» Give me back my cloths!”

Thisold play

Well known for both
Drains out now

Our souls.

This play from the childhood —
Then harmless enjoy

Turns into dangerous game
For our today.

Here... take your love!
But... give me back my life!

—Ha ta kykiure!

— Jaii mu napuanuret

JHEC € OIIaCHa 3a JHUTC HU.

Eto —B3emu nroboBTa cu!

Ho — BbpHM Mu xkuBOTA!

12



The Underground

A gaping maw swallows in the morning eagerly:

The scent of sandalwoods, magnolia and musk,
Some fashionable lipstick in Arden or Shiseido style
Together with:

Sleepy eyes—dull looking moon and bitter taste,
Swaying hips, extended hands from soften bodies —
A cheese sandwich sgueezed in atoaster,

Some folded spots — human origami.

Blurry-cruelly foolish faces

Arrange their thoughts for the coming day
Like in melodramas — off-staged, bygone,
Unintentionally count the passing station
Ads signs are flowing down —

The eyes go mad and round.

Injected carriages shake out i yly:
The smell of coffee and shi

Some working luster, f fighting;
The stream’s full-breathi etastases

Clones, chocks out th
Which onein di
Thusits po

13



MetpoTto

[TacT 3eliHaIa MOTJTBIA CYTPHH JKATHO:
YXaHUETO Ha CaHTaJl, MarHoJusi U MyCKYC;
yepswio “Enuzabet Apaen” winu " lluceitno”;
MOTJIE/IM Ha ChHEHA JIyHa C TOPYMB MPUBKYC,
TeJla OT KalllkaBaJs, Thil TOCTEPHO pa3MEKHATH,;

Oenpa JTrOJICEIIH Ce U U30MHATH PhIIE,

rpbOHALM, CI'bHATU B U3KYCHO OpUTaMHU,

00€3JIMYEHH OT KECTOKOCT TIIyTIaBH JIMIIA
B OTMHUHAJIU U3BBHCIICHUYHHN MEJIOPAMH —
MOAPEXKAAT B MUCIUTE CH WIBAIIHS ICH \

¥ OTOpOSIBAT CTAHIIUM MPOOIIACIBA

14



The Summer

The summer ...broke out.

Countless of pieces spread around.
Beggars, tramps or phonies

Stretched immediately their hands out
To grab the whole bright amount.

But ...for me...
There was not time enough
To take some of that shining stuff.

The summer tore off.

Inconsolably gave away

All pieces

For both the blind to gain

And the hopeless man a bit obtain.

| wanted some for me got |eft.
Then changed my mind.
Instead | made a gift

To the beggar standing oppo
He hurried to catch it —
That s not my fault —
The man dropped the
On the ground,

15



JIsToTro

JIstoro ce cuymnu... M ce mpbcHa.
[Ipocsuu, Kaomapu U MEHTETa
cu chOpaxa CIIbHYEBHU MapyeTa.

Ho 3a MeH... e Beue KbCHO.

JIaToTo ce ckbca Ha mapyera,
0e3yTeNrHo ce pa3aajie.
XeM cienenbT 1a NOIy4H,

XEM YOBEKBHT 0€3 HaJIeKaa.

U 3a cebe cu mouckax ga ocra

Ho pazmucnux — nogapux Ha
U He cbM BUHOBHA, 4€,M3Qbp3a [

N n3nycHa Tou nmapye

16



Woman

That s what you expect of me to be —
Obedient and weak!

Quiet —in man's pupils!

That's how you want me —

Forgiving and young!

Me, your priestess — but submissive —
In the temple of yours!

That's how you desire me —
Strongly! Passionately!
With man's urge —

To obey man'srule!
Thus capture in me
That one—
Who is not submissive
But wild and dominant!
That's how you ' re waiting for
Me — desire of yours!
[

With shivering body and40ng
Toignitein your ch

Hottest of flame,

Having no will and no role—

That's how ygtrtike me to

Don't you know |'m Phoenix —
That bird of eternity!

And nobody can rule me —
Even not your love!

17



KEHA

TakaBa Me yakaTe — IIOKOpHA | cjada,
IIPUTHUXHAJIA B MB)KKa 3CHUIIA.
TakaBa Me ucKaTe — BCEOTAaiiHa U MiIaja —

CMHPCHA B XpaMa BH KpHUIlA.

Taka me xenaere. U cunHo. U ctpacTtHO.
C rpy0 HaroH na o6;aacTe B MEH —
HEIMOKOpHAaTa, IUBaTa, BIacTHATA, \

IIOJUYHMHCHA HAa MBXXKHUS I'CH.

TakaBa me yakare. JXKenaHa o B

C TpBIHEIIO TS0, PEATICH KOITHE
TakaBa Me uckare — 0e T

Jla pasrapsiMg8 I'bRAUTE BU ORBH ropenl.

— BalllaTa >XpHIia.

OHUTC 3HALIN U 30B.

HCTIOZABJIACTHA HA YYy>KIa JIFO0OB.
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| gonna give myself away!

And you will pick me off!

Like an apple from the Heaven
That little people would cast off.

Despitemy sin

And that I'm not whole
My priceis high!
(Isn‘titarule?)

Let'smakealist:

My soul isrevalued;
Asfor my heart —
We'll try to bargain.
My crushed feelings

| gonna even give you!
So what of this—

Y ou will take the risk!

In fact, you willsh
| m not whol €&

Whag@nd how would throw aripen apple down?
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Ile ce paspam. llle me oTkbCcHEIT —
kaTto SI0bika ot Pas.

N me 6baa rpemHa. W Hersna —

HO IIeHATa II¢ CHU 3Hasd.

C nyma — npeoleHeHa,

3a CHPLETO — IIE CE CIa3apuM.

A, 4yBCTBaTa CH HapaHEHU

1€ TU NoJaps J0pH.

Ille me oTkbcHem. Ho Beue 3Hae,
ye HsAMA JIa ChM IlsIa.

Ho nsama n Ja MC OCTaBHIII.

Koii oTka3Ba s0bIKa y3pﬂnaQQ

@’
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Request

My soul is getting old

From friends — full of betrayal,
From love — dying Slowly,

From doubts, pangs and shame
Amidst wild cruelty ... Grayness.
My soul is searching for mercy
Like a bird with a wounded wing.
Who from? What from? What for?
My soul is getting old —

Slowly and sadly.

My dear and only one! E
Diein loneliness! Resurrect!

But stay with me

Till the end! Q
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Moaba

OcrapsiBa 6aBHO JyIiaTa MU:

OT MPHUATCIIN, IIBJIHU C IIPCAATCIICTBO.

Ot 11060B, KOSITO paHO YMHUPA,

OT CbMHEHUsI, YTPU3EHUS, CPaM...

Cpen nuBa kecTOKOCT... CUBOTA...
Kato nTuua ¢ paHeHo Kpuio
TS C€ MSTa U ThPCH TOINAIA.

Ot koro? Ot xakBo? U 3amo?

OcrtapsiBa 6aBHO U THXKHO.
Mos equHCTBEHA, CKbIa!
Ywmpu B camota! Bb3gpbchu!
Ho o kpas

C MCH OCTaH,

22



Rainy Thoughts
/| CYCLE/

| really even do not know

Whether | am right or not

While concealing my thoughts now
Under an umbrella— wide spread out.

Y ou could see my thoughts how

They are raining heavily down i ’
Drumming on the windows that
Are my own eyes —widely opened. \
But ... al the people round z
|as.bowed

Are going under their u

Even . . .the stranger ghat
Till yesterday was shou
The naked ttith —barsh and

23



ABXKITOBHHU MUCJIN
| Hukba /

Jlopu He 3HaM Janmy ChbM IpaBa,
KOraTO MHUCIIUTE CU KpUsl O] Yaabp?
He cnupart na Banst, moTponBaKu
10 MOMUTE OYH — MIPO3OPILIH.

Ho Bcuukwu ca pasnepusiv 4aabpH. ..

JAOPHU M ...OH3HU HCIIO3HAT, KPCIIAJI

A0 BUCpa UCTHHATA 1oJia. ; ,
* % %
L ots of words are pouring out.

Empty.

Inside my soul they sprin
Immediately.

Like rainy drops—

As my own thou -
They dry up.

Exactly.

Jymu Ban

[Ipa3ui.
B IyLIATAMH —
MPBCKAT Ce.

Karto xamnku quXI0BHH.

24






L ots of words are pouring out.
Endlessly.

Twisting themselves into neurons.
Tightly.

| start knitting.

Complicated

For a shawl

Made of dendrites and membranes.
Heavy.

To cast it on my own loneliness.
Sadly.

Jymu Basrt. z
Banst 6e3cnmp.

VYcykBar ce B HEBpOHU. 3ariin

CJIOKHA TUIETKAa — 1Iall, Q

HaTeraail

OT ACHIPUTH U MEMOD

O camMoTara...

My soul has soaked.
| am leaking myself.
Step...into a paddle.

No stars.

26



No moons.

Mud only...

Spatters on my soul.

And . . .lots of thoughts are raining now

On atile or a sheet of paper down.

HaBoanu ce aymiara mu...

Kanka mo karnka u3tugam.

CTpnBaM BBB JIOKBA.
Hsawma 3Be3nu.

Hsama nynu.

Camo kai...

MpBCKA AyIIAaTa MU.
N BansaT Muciu.
Bbpxy kepemuna

WJIN JINUCT.

27



TheRain

Cheeky-perky drumming noisily
Therain invited me impatiently
Into the cafe nearby.

The door closed behind quietly.

While tapping down the windows gently

He blew about field-flowers scent generously

/you know how the summer rain smells sweetly/.

At once he hailed when saw and took me
For his cloudy girl most likely.
Pouring over, the heart disclos

Thushisall love giving mg.

And...inmy eyes
Till today
Y ou co

Th

28



AbxabT

Haxanen u mrymeH, KakTo IOTPOIIBa,
Ha Cpela IBXKIbT ME MOKaHH

B KadeTo HAbIN30, IPUTIPSTHO.
Bparara cneq MeHe THXO 3aXJIOIHA.
[TouykBaiiie TO# 1O CTHKJIATA,
00JISTH B MUPHC Ha TTOJICKH I[BETS,
(3HaeTe KaK MUPHIIIE [TPE3 JIATO ABXK/IA),
rmomaxa IoM Me BHJIS JI0 BpaTaTa.
B3e Me 3a cBoeTO 001aK-MOMUYE

Y TIpe MEH JII000BTA CH Pa3KpH.
[{sna 06151 Me, ¢ TF000B Me TTOKPH.
H... no nHec

XK BaJId

B MOHNTC OYH.
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| Wanted You So Much

| wanted you so much ...till the state of unwillingness.

| felt you so much ...till the state of unfeelingness.
Now | want nothing. Now | feel nothing.

It"s such an emptiness ... Not wanted.
Such an emptiness ...Not felt.

ToakoBa Te Hckax

TonkoBa Te HCKax... 10 0€34yBCTBHE.

TonkoBa Te€ 4yBCTBaX... 10 HEUCKAHE.
Cera He uckam. U cera He 4yBCcTBa
TaxaBa mpasHora... Heuckana
HeuyBcTBaHa... TaKaBi Hisﬂo

30



Abigneignem

While I'm spinning an invisible thread
Frosted puff touches me dlightly.
While igniting asigh in your chest

My sight captivates you tightly.

We're going to fire both the words or rails
On which we're flying full speed,

We're going to blast al the traverses
We'll break down also bridges behind.

From thisfire—afire will start
Flaming up in the pupils — white hot.
The dawn will embrace then the night

And both we're beaming — burnt till the end!

OT OrnLHA — OI'BbH

N3npugaM HeBUIMMA HU

IO TAX TH @C3YMHO II0CJI CH

BCHUYKH MOCTOBC J1a U3TI'OPHUIII.
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OT OorpHS — OT'BH /12 TyMHE
B 3€HUIIM CPEIHOIIHH CTacH
U BaMara ¢ TeO Hepa3yMHO

Jla CBETUM JIO CETHHSA JCH.

PR
DIOGEN pro kultura
http://diogen.weebly.com
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