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Êíèãàòà ñå èçäàâà ñ ôèíàíñîâàòà ïîäêðåïà
íà Îáùèíà Áóðãàñ

Ñïåöèàëíà áëàãîäàðíîñò
è íà äèðåêòîðà íà ÃÏÀÅ “Ãåî Ìèëåâ” - Áóðãàñ

ã-æà Ìèëåíà Àíäîíîâà



      ere I am, in perfect leaf today.
With diabolic strength my gesture shines.
And in these vats with boiling herbs, my eyes,
are truths and secrets bubbling away.

     òî ìå äíåñ ñúâúðøåíî ðàçëèñòåíà.
Äÿâîëñêà ñèëà âúâ æåñòà ìè ñâåòè.
À âúâ î÷èòå ìè òàéíè è èñòèíè
âðàò êàòî áèëêè â ìàãèéíè êîòëåòà.



6

Pe
ty

a 
D
ub

ar
ov

a.
 H

er
e 

I 
A
m

, 
In

 P
er

fe
ct

 L
ea

f 
To

da
y

       he phenomenon Petya Dubarova (1962-1979) is unique in
  Bulgarian literature - or in any literature anywhere, for

that matter. Save some pieces of juvenilia written between the ages of
ten and thirteen, Dubarova, during the very short literary career she
had, created a body of poetry which bears the marks of a prodigious
talent.

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

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

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

Preface
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         âëåíèåòî “Ïåòÿ Äóáàðîâà” (1962-1979 ã.) å óíèêàëíî â
    áúëãàðñêàòà ëèòåðàòóðà - è áè áèëî òàêîâà âúâ âñÿêà

åäíà ëèòåðàòóðà. Ñ èçêëþ÷åíèå íà íÿêîè äåòñêè òâîðáè, íàïèñà-
íè âúâ âúçðàñòòà îò 10 äî 13 ãîäèíè, Äóáàðîâà, ïî âðåìå íà êðàò-
êàòà ñè ëèòåðàòóðíà êàðèåðà, ñúçäàâà ïîåçèÿ, êîÿòî íîñè îòëè-
÷èòåëíèòå áåëåçè íà îãðîìåí òàëàíò.

Íà 15 ãîäèíè Äóáàðîâà âå÷å äåìîíñòðèðà ìàéñòîðñòâî íà
ôîðìàòà è åçèêà; õàðàêòåðíè ñàìî çà íåÿ ìåòàôîðè è ñðàâíåíèÿ
è èçêëþ÷èòåëíà ïîåòè÷åñêà åíåðãèÿ. Íà 16 ãîäèíè (ìåæäó äðó-
ãîòî, Äóáàðîâà íå å ïèñàëà ìíîãî ïðåç ïîñëåäíàòà ãîäèíà îò
æèâîòà ñè) ïîåòåñàòà îáîãàòÿâà ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿòà ñè ñ ôèëîñîô-
ñêè èäåè çà ñìèñúëà íà ÷îâåøêèÿ æèâîò è ïî-ñïåöèàëíî ðàçðà-
áîòâà òåìàòà çà óíèâåðñàëíàòà äîáðîòà, çà ñïîñîáíîñòòà íà ÷î-
âåêà äà áúäå ñèëåí, äîáðîäåòåëåí, èçïúëíåí ñ äîñòîéíñòâî. Â
êðàòêàòà ñè òâîðáà, îçàãëàâåíà “Ìîðåòî II”, Ïåòÿ ïðåäñòàâÿ ñå-
áå ñè èìåííî êàòî òàêàâà ëè÷íîñò: “È àç ñòîÿ èçîïíàòà è íÿ-
ìà, / íà ïÿñúêà ñàìè÷êà ïîä íåáåòî, / è ÷óâñòâàì ñå ãîðäà è
ãîëÿìà, / è ñèëíà, è äîáðà êàòî ìîðåòî.”

Íî âúïðåêè òîâà Äóáàðîâà ñå ñàìîóáèâà íà 17-ãîäèøíà âúç-
ðàñò. Âíåçàïíî òÿ òðÿáâà äà å ñòèãíàëà äî çàêëþ÷åíèåòî, ÷å ñâå-
òúò íå ñå íóæäàå îò áëàãîðîäñòâîòî íà äóøàòà è óìà  è̀. Êàêòî
ïîñî÷âà Áåëèí Òîí÷åâ â “Ìëàäè ïîåòè íà íîâà Áúëãàðèÿ”: “Òîâà
áåøå òðàãè÷íà ðåàëèçàöèÿ íà ïúðâèÿ áðóòàëåí îïèò îò ñòðàíà
íà çàîáèêàëÿùàòà ÿ ñðåäà äà íàâëåçå â íåéíèÿ äåëèêàòåí ñâÿò.”

×åòèðè íåéíè ñòèõîñáèðêè ñà èçäàäåíè ïîñìúðòíî: “Àç è
ìîðåòî” (1980 ã.), “Ïîåçèÿ” (1984 ã.), “Ëÿñòîâèöà” (1987 ã.) è “Íàé-

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

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

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

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

In other poems the child-poet contemplates aspects of her rela-
tions with the outside world with the profound maturity of an adult.
In “As Innocent as Childish Waywardness” (dedicated to her father)
she writes with striking power about the disparities and cruelty of
human interplay: “I feel alone, alone and no one else’s - / enticed by
evanescent glory / and wounded by the cold indifferences, it [one red
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ñèíüîòî âúëøåáñòâî” (1988 ã.).
Êàêòî áè ìîãëî äà ñå î÷àêâà, íÿêîè îò òåìèòå íà Äóáàðîâà

ñå îòíàñÿò äî âñåêèäíåâíèòå ñëó÷êè, çàäà÷è è ãðèæè îò æèâîòà
íà åäíà ó÷åíè÷êà: ïîñåùàâàíåòî íà ó÷èëèùå; ðàáîòàòà ïî âðåìå
íà ó÷åáíèòå çàíÿòèÿ; ñâîáîäíîòî âðåìå â íåäåëÿ; æåëàíèåòî è̀ äà
èìà ïðèÿòåë è äð. Â “Ìèñëè â ÷àñ” Äóáàðîâà ïèøå: ”Îìðúçíà
ìè äà áúäà âñå ïîñëóøíà - / äà ñëóøàì è ìúë÷à, äà áúäà â ÷àñ
/ è ñàìî õèìèêàëúò ìè äà øóøíå / ïî áåëè ëèñòè ñúñ ìàñòè-
ëåí ãëàñ.” Åòî êàê ïîåòåñàòà îïèñâà ìîì÷åòàòà: “Âíåçàïíî ðàçê-
ëîíèëè ìúæêè âåíè / è âäèãíàëè øèðîêè ðàìåíå...”

Â “Ñúáîòà” òÿ ìèñëè çà ñåáå ñè êàòî çà “òúìíà, íåðàçáðà-
íà / è ãúâêàâà, è äèâà êàòî ðèñ. / Óìîðà, ñòðàõ, òúãà èëè
êàïðèç / íàïóñêàò ìå êàòî çàðàñëà ðàíà - / íå çíàÿ ïðîñòî
êàê äà ñå íàðè÷àì.” Íî â ïîíåäåëíèê ùîì îáëå÷å “ïðåñòèëêà ñ
öâÿò íà ÷åðíàòà äúñêà”, òÿ ùå áúäå îòíîâî “äîáðî ìîìè÷å”.

Â åäíî îò ïîðåäèöàòà ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ, ïîñâåòåíè íà ñúíè-
ùàòà è ìå÷òèòå è̀, Äóáàðîâà ïèøå: “Òàì ÷àêà ìå ñúíÿò ìè, à
îò íåãî ñ ïúðâè âèê, / íàé-÷èñò, êàòî äåòå íîâîðîäåíî, / ùå
òðåïíå Ïîíåäåëíèê, ùå ïðîïëà÷å è çà ìèã / ùå ëåãíå âúâ ðúöå-
òå ìè çàñìåíè.”

Â “Ñúíÿò ìå äîêîñâà” ñ óíèêàëíà ñâåæåñò è îðèãèíàëíîñò
Äóáàðîâà ïðåäàâà ïîåòè÷íîòî âúçïðèÿòèå íà òðèâèàëíè âúíøíè
îáñòîÿòåëñòâà: “Áåçäîìíè êàòî ðèáèòå / ñå ãîíÿò ëèñòè åñåí-
íè, / ïèÿíè îò äúæäà, / çàáîëè ñìåøíî ôèáèòå / íà æèëêèòå
ñè, ïåñåííî / ñå ëþøêàò íà ñòàäà.”

Â äðóãè ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ äåòåòî-ïîåò îñìèñëÿ àñïåêòà íà ñâî-
èòå îòíîøåíèÿ ñ îñòàíàëèÿ ñâÿò ñúñ çàäúëáî÷åíîñòòà è çðåëîñò-
òà íà âúçðàñòåí. Â “Íåâèííà êàòî äåòñêî ñâîåâîëèå” (ïîñâåòåíî
íà íåéíèÿ áàùà) òÿ ïèøå ñ ïîðàçÿâàùà ñèëà çà íåðàâåíñòâîòî è
æåñòîêîñòòà â ÷îâåøêèòå âçàèìîîòíîøåíèÿ: “È ÷óâñòâàì ëè ñå
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and graceful aching, playing the scales of a song in her head] saves
me, powerfully, silently.”

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

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

Poet, I hate your clutching muse,
she’s always calling you from people, far away;
how caught you are in netting of illusions
and secrets by these gods to whom you pray!

Pagan, you must shoot those deities,
don’t you believe when they say “Come”!
The earth beneath you, simple as a flower, hums,
is whispering with the timbre of the bees!

You come to us, just touchingly unskilled,
confused; stay as you are -
here, only here, tormented man, fulfilled,
your verse will come into the world alive!
C. G. Jung includes intuition of this order along with its esthetic

rendition as part of “a living psychic force”, referring to it as “the
child archetype which manifests itself in times of crisis as a redeem-
ing, saving intelligence.” (The poetry of Wordsworth is given as the
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ñàì-ñàìà è íè÷èÿ, / ïîäìàìåíà îò ìèìîëåòíà ñëàâà, / ðàíåíà
îò ñòóäåíè áåçðàçëè÷èÿ, / òîé (ñòèõúò ̀è, á.ì.) âëàñòíî, ìúë÷à-
ëèâî ìå ñïàñÿâà.”

Òâúðäå ÷åñòî ïîåçèÿòà íà Äóáàðîâà ñâèäåòåëñòâà çà åäíî
íåðàçáèðàåìî çà íåéíèòå âðúñòíèöè âúçïðèåìàíå íà òðóäíîñòè-
òå è ïàðàäîêñèòå íà æèâîòà. Â “Åëà ñåãà” çàêëåéìÿâàùî çàìúð-
ñÿâàíåòî íà ìîðåòî, òÿ ñå îáðúùà êúì ÷óâñòâîòî çà îòãîâîðíîñò
è ñúâåñòòà íà òâîðåöà: “Åëà ñåãà, ñïàñèòåëþ-ïîåòå, / íå ñ ëèñò
è ìîëèâ, íå çà äà çàïëà÷åì! / (Êàê ëåñíî å äà ïëà÷åø âúðõó
ëèñòà!) / Ïîáúðçàé, áðàòêî! Äà çàêëþ÷èì íåêà / îòðîâàòà è
ñèëàòà íå÷èñòà, / êîÿòî å îáõâàíàëà ÷îâåêà!...”

Â äðóãî ñòèõîòâîðåíèå, íàïèñàíî â ñúùèÿ äóõ: “Íà åäèí ïî-
åò”, Äóáàðîâà íàïîìíÿ íà òâîðåöà êúäå âñúùíîñò ñå íàìèðà òîé
è êàêâè ñà íåãîâèòå îòãîâîðíîñòè:

Ïîåòå, ìðàçÿ õèùíàòà òè ìóçà,
òÿ âñå äàëå÷ îò õîðà òå çîâå.
Êàê âïëèòàò òå âúâ ìðåæà îò èëþçèè
è òàéíè òåçè òâîè áîãîâå!

Åçè÷íèêî, ðàçñòðåëÿé áîãîâåòå,
íå âÿðâàé òè íà òÿõíîòî “åëà”!
Ïîä òåá çåìÿòà, ïðîñòà êàòî öâåòå
òè øåïíå íåùî ñ òåìáúð íà ï÷åëà!

Åëà ïðè íàñ - òðîãàòåëíî íåñðú÷åí,
ñìóòåí, êàêúâòî ñè, òàêúâ áúäè -
òóê, ñàìî òóê, ùàñòëèâåöî èçìú÷åí,
ñòèõúò òè æèâ ùå ñå ðîäè!
Þíã âúçïðèåìà åñòåòè÷åñêèÿ èçðàç íà èíòóèöèÿ îò òàêúâ

ïîðÿäúê êàòî “äóõîâíà ìîù” íà “äåòñêèÿ ïðîòîòèï, èçðàçÿâàù
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model example of Jung’s assumptions.) In any event, as a whole,
Dubarova’s work fits well in this category. It sets forth the idea that
harmony can coexist with personality and that chaos at large can be
dealt with.

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

Wilson and his collaborators have acquitted themselves admi-
rably.

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

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

Yuri Vidov KARAGEORGE
Castleton State College
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ñå â êðèçèñíè ìîìåíòè êàòî èçêóïèòåëåí è ñïàñèòåëåí ðàçóì”.
Ïîåçèÿòà íà Óúðäñóúðò (Wordsworth) ñå ñ÷èòà çà îñíîâà íà ðàç-
ñúæäåíèÿòà íà Þíã. Òàêà èëè èíà÷å, êàòî öÿëî, è ïîåçèÿòà íà
Äóáàðîâà ïîïàäà â òàçè êàòåãîðèÿ. Òÿ çàùèòàâà èäåÿòà, ÷å õàð-
ìîíèÿòà è ëè÷íîñòíàòà èíäèâèäóàëíîñò ìîãàò äà ñúæèòåëñòâàò,
à õàîñúò - äà áúäå îâëàäÿí.

Íå å ÷óäíî, ÷å ïðåâîäà÷úò Óèëñúí (Wilson), êîéòî å ïðåêà-
ðàë èçâåñòíî âðåìå â Áúëãàðèÿ, ïðåïîäàâàéêè àíãëèéñêè åçèê,
ðåøàâà, ñëåä êàòî ñå çàïîçíàâà ñ ðàáîòèòå íà Äóáàðîâà, äà ïîä-
ãîòâè òàçè ïúðâà êíèãà ñ íåéíà ïîåçèÿ è ïðîçà íà àíãëèéñêè åçèê,
ïðåäñòàâëÿâàùà 50 ñòèõîòâîðåíèÿ, åäèí áðèëÿíòåí ðàçêàç (ïîä
ôîðìàòà íà äèàëîã ìåæäó ïîåòåñàòà Ïåòÿ è ëè÷íîñòòà Ïåòÿ), íÿ-
êîëêî îòêúñà îò äúëãèÿ è̀ äíåâíèê, êàêòî è èíòåðåñíà è ïîëåçíà
èíôîðìàöèÿ çà æèâîòà è̀.

Óèëñúí è íåãîâèòå ñúòðóäíèöè ñà ñå ñïðàâèëè âúçõèòèòåë-
íî ñúñ çàäà÷àòà ñè.

Íåñúìíåíî ùå èìà è äðóãè ïðåâîäè (íà àíãëèéñêè è äðóãè
åçèöè) íà ïîåçèÿòà íà Äóáàðîâà, à Óèëñúí ùå áúäå ïèîíåðúò â
òàçè äåéíîñò.

Àêî òðÿáâàøå äà ïðî÷åòà ñàìî åäíà ñòèõîñáèðêà íà ìëàä
ïîåò (íåçàâèñèìî îò íàöèîíàëíîñòòà) ñðåä ñêóêàòà íà äúëãà ñå-
âåðíà çèìà, áèõ èçáðàë òàçè íà Ïåòÿ Äóáàðîâà.

Þðè Âèäîâ ÊÀÐÀÄÆÎÐÄÆ
Äúðæàâåí êîëåæ - Castleton



14

Pe
ty

a 
D
ub

ar
ov

a.
 H

er
e 

I 
A
m

, 
In

 P
er

fe
ct

 L
ea

f 
To

da
y

        here in the clouds, somewhere in crazy vines,
from lashes with the tang of tears,
and from the sea home of the salty crab,
from some old, blue, enchanted beach,

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

I’m falling into both its mighty arrns -
my many-colored, girlish heart
within me vibrates like a happy bee.
I do not wait for that familiar, thrilling “Come!”

I follow it and know that it is mine,
it grabs the swarming of my shining thoughts.
Then where am I. And am I dreaming?
I come upon some bronze Bourgas.

With the magic of a golden fount, a sun
erupts - and from the gentle sky it’s swung.
And some opaque and unfamiliar dawn
makes me gently good and happy.
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          àì íÿêúäå â îáëàöè, â ëóäè ëîçè,
îò ìèãëè çàïàçèëè äúõ íà ñúëçè,
îò ìîðñêèÿ äîì íà ñîëåíèÿ ðàê,
îò íÿêàêúâ ñòàð, îìàãüîñàí ñèí áðÿã

âíåçàïíî ñå ðàæäà è òðúãâà êúì ìåí
(êîãàòî íå å íèòî íîù, íèòî äåí)
íå ïëàõ, ñèâîîê, áëåäîñèíêàâ è òèõ,
à æèâ, ïîðàçÿâàù, íåèñòîâ ìîé ñòèõ.

Àç ïàäàì âúâ äâåòå ìó âëàñòíè ðúöå
è ìîéòî ìîìè÷åøêî ïúñòðî ñúðöå
âèáðèðà â ìåí êàòî ùàñòëèâà ï÷åëà.
Íå ÷àêàì ïîçíàòîòî òðúïíî “Åëà”!

Àç òðúãâàì ñëåä íåãî è çíàì, ÷å å ìîé,
íà ìîèòå ìèñëè áëåñòÿùèÿ ðîé
òîé ãðàáâà. Êúäå ñúì? Ñúíóâàì ëè? Àç
ïîïàäàì âúâ íÿêàêúâ áðîíçîâ Áóðãàñ.

Ñëúíöå ñ ìàãèÿ íà çëàòåí ôîíòàí
èçðèãâà îò ìåêèÿ ñâîä ðàçëþëÿí.
À íÿêàêâà ìàòîâà ñòðàííà çîðà
ìå ïðàâè ùàñòëèâà è íåæíî äîáðà.
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Deeply in a thousand waters, all alive,
in stars unseen before, in dolphins,
in brief arousing of the sea’s lighthouse,
caught by surprise, I find some charm.

For, barefoot and with open shirt,
alive and real, like a question and a day,
my verse is by my side - so young and feverish,
my only love, my only brother.

I follow lightly running time,
and after life I want, how much I want,
someone to tremble once, at one stroke saved by me,
his sea-green harbor found now in my poetry.
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Äúëáîêî âúâ õèëÿäè æèâè âîäè,
â äåëôèíè, â çâåçäè, íåâèäå̀íè ïðåäè,
â ñúáóæäàíå êðàòêî íà ìîðñêèÿ ôàð
îòêðèâàì ó÷óäåíà íÿêàêúâ ÷àð.

Çàùîòî äî ìåíå, ðàçãúðäåí è áîñ,
ðåàëåí è æèâ êàòî äåí è âúïðîñ,
å ìîÿò ñòèõ - òðåñêàâ è òîëêîâà ìëàä,
åäèíñòâåí îáè÷àí, åäèíñòâåí ìîé áðàò.

Àç ñëåäâàì íà âðåìåòî ñâåòëèÿ õîä
è èñêàì, êàê èñêàì ñëåä ìîÿ æèâîò
ïàê íÿêîé äà òðåïíå, âíåçàïíî ñïàñåí,
îòêðèë â ìîÿ ñòèõ ñâîÿ ïðèñòàí çåëåí.
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       oet, I hate your clutching muse,
she’s always calling you from people, far away;
how caught you are in netting of illusions
and secrets by these gods to whom you pray!

Pagan, you must shoot those deities,
don’t you believe when they say “Come”!
The earth beneath you, simple as a flower, hums,
is whispering with the timbre of the bees!

You come to us, just touchingly unskilled,
confused; stay as you are -
here, only here, tormented man, fulfilled,
your verse will come into the world alive!

To A Poet
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         îåòå, ìðàçÿ õèùíàòà òè ìóçà,
òÿ âñå äàëå÷ îò õîðà òå çîâå.
Êàê âïëèòàò òå âúâ ìðåæà îò èëþçèè
è òàéíè òåçè òâîè áîãîâå!

Åçè÷íèêî, ðàçñòðåëÿé áîãîâåòå,
íå âÿðâàé òè íà òÿõíîòî “åëà”!
Ïîä òåá çåìÿòà, ïðîñòà êàòî öâåòå
òè øåïíå íåùî ñ òåìáúð íà ï÷åëà!

Åëà ïðè íàñ - òðîãàòåëíî íåñðú÷åí,
ñìóòåí, êàêúâòî ñè, òàêúâ áúäè -
òóê, ñàìî òóê, ùàñòëèâåöî èçìú÷åí,
ñòèõúò òè æèâ ùå ñå ðîäè!

Íà åäèí ïîåò
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        he chimneys thoughtfully
blow out the smoky soot
from hot and fiery lungs -
the soot of flames, the blue ones.
And as dark as graves
they drink the autumn up.

As homeless as the fish,
fall leaves chase each other, crackling,
drunken from the rain;
vain, they’ve tucked their veins in
using stems as hairpins
comically, and song-like
they swing along in herds.

The windows carelessly are throwing
away their light again
into puddles, onto asphalt.
Like a golden crab the moon,
with mud-like blotches,
moves around among its stars.

The Dream Touches Me
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      àìèñëåíè êîìèíèòå
îò æàðêèòå ñè äðîáîâå
èçäóõâàò ïåïåëòà
íà ïëàìúöèòå, ñèíèòå.
È òúìíè êàòî ãðîáîâå
èçïèâàò åñåíòà.

Áåçäîìíè êàòî ðèáèòå
ñå ãîíÿò ëèñòè åñåííè,
ïèÿíè îò äúæäà,
çàáîëè ñìåøíî ôèáèòå
íà æèëêèòå ñè, ïåñåííî
ñå ëþøêàò íà ñòàäà.

Ïðîçîðöèòå íåõàéíî ïàê
èçõâúðëÿò ñâåòëèíèòå ñè
âúâ ëîêâè è àñôàëò.
Ëóíàòà êàòî çëàòåí ðàê
ñå äâèæè ñðåä çâåçäèòå ñè
ñ ïåòíà êàòî îò êàë.

Äîêîñâà ìå ñúíÿò
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