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Abstract

These are selected poems of the Bulgarian poetess Dimana lvanova from her 2 poetry books:
Invitation for a Father (2012) and Alphabet of the desires (2016). The poems are a slice of modern
life, with symbols, extended imagery that talk about reflection on love and questions that are pointed
toward the realization of human pain, suffering, longing, and the utter futility of waiting. There is
penchant for love; there is a reflection on city life and the overall structure of understanding love in
modern times. There is a world view spanning across London, talking about Japanese watch, time and
emotions that are constantly recollected across borders and time.
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SIMoOHCKHN YaCOBHUK
Dimana lvanova!

SIMOHCKUAT YaCOBHUK C Mapka /[orcasa
ce XWIM OT BUTPUHATA Ha ,, [ €CKO”.
YHaCOBHUKBT ChC TUTPOBA KaMIlIKa

Me€ rajv epOTUYHO IO JIULETO.

KakBo e nmr000BTa? — CM MHUCJIS YECTO,
STIOHCKUAT YaCOBHUK THKHO ITBKa.
Epotuka kakBo €? — nak ce nuram. —

YacOBHHUKBT 3aMHUCIEHO MBIYH!

A HsKora obuuax 10 3abpaBa

Jla Te/1aM KHUTH TI0 aHTHKBapHATUTE,
BuTpuHHTE B kBaprtaia Crapa Ilpara,
00MYax ¢ YacoBe Ja HaOII0IaBaM.
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Cera oOnuaMm ¢ 4acoBe ja riaeaam
3aMHCIICHUS TIEPraMeHT Ha TBOWTA KOXKa
Y HEKHO J1a 5T 9yBCTBaM IO PBIIETE CH,
10I00HO Ha KaWIIIKa OT YaCOBHHK.
Heneit me riena ¢ ToJIKOBa MIUPOKH,
pa3TBopeHHu 10 Ooska nudeponaru,
OTMEpBaI MHHYTUTE JI0 Kpas,

a THKHO BJMIIBAK JHEC OT JI000BTA MHU.
Jla 3aBBbpTHM 110 T€HHATA CIIApasia
’KMBOTA CH HaJ Ta3H ajcka Oe3mHa,
npeau ¢ Bbpxa i, B CuHeBarta crpsiia,

C TIociIeTHAaTa MUHYTA J1a N34e3HeM!

Translated version?
Japanese Watch

A Japanese watch, brand-name Java,
Beams from the window of Tesco.
The watch with a tiger-stripe strap
Erotically strokes my face.

What’s love? I often ask myself,
The Japanese watch ticks glumly.
What’s erotic? | also ask myself,
the watch stays pensively silent!

| used to love looking at books

in the antique shop windows

Of Prague’s old quarter,

| loved to look at them,
Oblivious, for hours.

Now | love to look for hours

At your pensive skin’s parchment
And feel it gently on my arms
Like the strap of a watch.

Don’t look at me with such

A wide face dilated in pain,
Counting the minutes to the end,
But today sadly breathe in my love.
And above this hellish abyss,
Wind our lives along the genetic coil,
Before the tip of its blue spiral,
And at the last minute disappear.
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ITuepo B JIoHa0H

Dimana lvanoval!

Xyb6aBara Konom6una nosynas

U XBBPJIU ce OT KysnaTa Ha Taybsp bpumxk

B THMHO3€EJICHNUTE BOIH Ha Tem3a,

C HexaliHaTa HEOPEXKHOCT Ha JIeTe

nopoxa JlayH,

permiIo aa u30sra OT KeTeHITUTe

Ha YYUJTUIITHATA KPEMOCT U JIoMa.

Bopnara s mpue kato B JIOHO Ha ropa

U pyCUTE W KbJIPUIM W3Ue3HaXa B MUT

1o pasirb(pHaiata BOIHA IOBbPXHOCT.
[Inepo uznese ThAKHO OT KyJ1aTa

U ObIro ThpcH cBoATa KonomoOuHa.
,,KonoMOmHa, xpe cu!” - BUKaIle Toi

Y MOCTOBETE My IIpUrjacsxa >KeJs3Ho,

U BATHPBT QIMPTYBALIE C IBXK/A.

[Inepo mbaro ckurta Kpau pekara,

nokpai karenpanara Ha Ceetu IleTbp

u o Oxcopa CTpuiiT — TUIIEMEpEH ACH I,
3anuTBalle TOH BCEKU CPelHAT rOCIOANH
3a pycokocarta JeBolKa — HO, yBHU!

Hsawmamre st KotomGuna — HUTO B ,,XapoJiiac”,
HU B KadeHeHnara Ha Yaitna TayH.

[Ipu Bce TOBa BCUYKH YIUYHU MY3UKaHTH
mpaBexa TeaTbp U ce cMeexa Ha [luepo,

ye npu ToakoBa KomomOuHu kpaii Hero

€ TpBhI'HAJ J1a MUTa TOYHO 32 Ta3H, KOSITO S HAMa.
A Mosxe 61 M3001110 HUKOTA HE € ChIllecTByBaia?

buna e camo npuspak, CbH, MbIJIa B MbIJIaTa?...
IIpoka3Ho Haka3aHue 3a COOCTBEHATa My YHUJIA ChbBECT?
Ex, TbMHa nenena o6xBana [luepo,

CsIKalll CMOT BBB LIEHThPA Ha Thprockus JIoHa0H
3acMyKa JIbJI00KO KpbBTa My OT BEHUTE,

U3MOpEH, TOM ceiHa Kpail pekara M ce 3arjiena,

CTOPH MY Ce, Y€ U3IM0J BojiaTa BIXKAA OUUTE U,

KOHUTO Ca CUHH, HO Cera M 3eJIeHH,

oOrbpHaxa ro MHOKECTBO 3€JICHH, O€IH, CHHU NeJICHU
U TOHM CHHUIIHU ce, Cr'bpOu cBOs mpodu,

B MUT OJIIOJIA c€ M ITaMOypHa BBB BojaTa

ChC IUIAII OT CAHKA, KaTo Meducrodern,
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Jla ThPCHU CBOATA JIt0OOMMa (He)mo3HaTa
Cpea KOHIEHTPUYHHU KPBroBe, pa3snpbhCKBAIIN HeXaiHu cTpodu!

Translated version?
Pierrot in London

Beautiful Columbina went mad

And hurled herself from the top of Tower Bridge
Into the dark green waters of the Thames

With the careless indifference of a child
Determined to break out from

The shutters of fortress-school and home.

As if into the heart of a forest, the water took her in
And her blond curls disappeared swiftly
Beneath the water’s fluorescent surface.
Sorrowful, Pierrot left the tower

And searched a long time for his Columbina.
‘Columbina, where are you?’ — he called

And the bridges would echo himstonily,

And the breeze would flirt with the rain.

For a long time Pierrot wandered

Beside the river, around St Paul’s Cathedral

And down Oxford Street — a two-faced dandy,

He asked everyone he met

About the blond-haired girl — but alas!
Columbina wasn’t there — not in Harrods,

Nor in the coffee bars of China Town.

Every street musician, however, put on

A show and laughed at Pierrot —

That with so many Columbinas around him

He was out asking for the one not there.

And maybe she’d never existed at all?

Was she but a ghost, a dream, a wraith in the fog?
A punishment prescribed for his own bad conscience?
A dark shroud took hold of Pierrot,

As if the smog in the commercial heart of London
Sucked deeply on the blood in his veins,
Exhausted, he sat beside the river and stared,

He thought he saw her eyes beneath the water,
Eyes that once were blue and now were green,
Wrapping him in many green, white, blue shrouds
And he eased himself down, bent double,

Swayed for a moment and tumbled into the water,
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Cloaked in shadow just like Mephistopheles,
To search for his favourite (un)known
Among concentric circles, scattering careless stanzas!
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