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THERE ARE NO SMALL UNIVERSES

Since the times, when richer as well as
authentic selection of Japanese classic
haiku poetry (the collection "Full
moon”, NK, 1985) was issued some
twenty years ago, more and more
authors try their pen within this genre.
A great part of them even are not
significant poets, but in any case they
are individuals observers with feeling for
beauty within nature and life. They strive
for expressing their attitude by the most
sparing, not wordy way through the
tercet form. May be life itself, more
and more over-wrought and dynamic,
sets more compact, concentrated
expression of our impressions,
confessions and thoughts! And

like Japan, where, according to some
publications there are about 200 haiku
magazines, in our country joint and
individual collections as well as clubs,
competitions and festivals on haiku
poetry multiply. Among the great
number of names and authors within
this genre we meet the name of Viktoria
Kabadelova, a doctor by profession, with
an attitude not only towards physical

and pragmatic terms but also towards.

spiritual and towards beauty
manifestation in all its dimensions.
She has already published a haiku
poetry book of hers - “Constrained
moan” /2003/, she has already
participated in Bulgarian haiku club
anthologies: "The Flower”, "The Bird",
and "The Rose”. Poems of hers have

HAMA MAAKW BCEAEHM

Omkakmo npegu gBalcemuHa 2oguHu
Y Hac 3a npoB Nbm u3nese egHa No-
wupoka u aBmeHmuyHa nogbopka om
AnoHcka kaacuuecka xadky — noesus
/c6opHuk "TToAHoAyHUE" HK, 1985/, Bce
noBeye HGoazapcku aBmopu onumBam
nepomo cu B8 mo3u kaHp. floaama

Yacm om max gopu He ca usaBeHu
noemu, Ho BvB Bcudku cayyau ca
npegu Bcuyko xopa HabAlogameaHu, ¢
ycem 3a kpacuBomo 8 npupogama u
*kuBoma. Te ce cmpemam ga uspaszam
OMHOWEHUEMO cU NO Hal-necmeaus,
HeMHo20cA0BeH HauuH ype3 popmMama
Ha mpucmuwiuemo. Moxe 6u

camuam kuBom, Bce no-HanpezHam

U guHamu4eH, Hanaza no-cmezHam,
KoHueHMpupaH u3kas Ha Hawume
BnevamaeHus, usnoBegu u mucau! U
kakmo cnopeg Hakou uHdpopmauuu

8 AnoHusa uma okono 200 cnucaHus

3a xadky, maka u y Hac ce MHOXam
koaekmuBHume u uHguBugyaaHu
cbopHuuu, kny6oBe, koHkypcu u
dpecmuBaau 3a xalky-noe3us.

Cpeg MHO206poUHUME uMeHa Ha
aBmopu B8 mo3u aHp cpeuame u
umemo Ha Bukmopusa KabagenoBa,
Aekap no npodecusn, HO C omHoweHue
He camMo kobm dusudeckomo u
npazmamuyHomo, HO U Kom
gyxoBHomo, koM npoaBaeHuama

Ha kpacomama Bv8 Bcuukume U
usmepeHun. Ta Beue e ulgana cBon
kHuza ¢ xauky — “CnogaBeH cmoH”
/2003/, ysacmBana e u 8 aHmonozuume
Ha Boazapckua xatky-kay6: "LIBememo”,




been translated into English, Serbian
and Macedonian language. Now she
represents her self before the readers by
a new book - “The Universe in Me”.
Although of a moderate volume,
this book is brimming over with
interesting whims, and that fact increases
its impact upon the reader.

Because even when the words

are already settled within each
separate miniature, the sense and
expressiveness continue to be inside
us. The best hits are on the places,
where each separate tercet identifies
with a character: the war cemetery is
ranked crosses; a car and the wind -
who will outride who; a child shovels
the sea by a pail; the street is a spear
in the town’s heart; drops of rain
onto the face - wet kiss; on the TV
set’s screen - blood marks from the
action movie, etc. These successful
ideas remind me that, in fact, "hai-ku”
translates as "game + verse”. In the
book, we may also come upon more
rational, "told” tercets. There, mind
dominates, but they also contain
interesting message: eyes in eyes,
ones are lying. Or: "I am getting off
of the time’s spiral, on the bottom

- dinosaurs...

| think that “The Universe in Me" is an
achievement for its author and will be
well accepted among readers. | wish her
success!

Zdravko Kisiov

“Mmuuama®, “Pozama”. HedHu cmuxoBe
ca npeBexkgaHa Ha aHzaulcku, cpobcku
u MakegoHcku. Ceza ce npegcmas
npeg Yyumameaume ¢ HoBa kHuza

— "BceneHama B meH”.

Makap u ckpomHa no o6em, masu kHuza
€ HacumeHa ¢ uHmMepecHU xpymBaHus,
koemo paswupsaBa HeGHomo
BvagelcmBue Bopxy Yumamenas.
3awomo gopu kozamo gymume 8
omgeAHama MuHuamiopa ca usdepnanu,
CMUCoAomM U ogyxomBopeHocmma
npogonkaBam ga kuBesm B Hac.
Had-go6pume nonageHusa ca mam,
kogemo omgeaHOmo mpucmuwiue

ce ugeHmuduuupa c HakakoB o6pas:
BoeHHOMoO 2pobuwie ca cmpoeHu
kpbcmoBe; koaa u Bamuvp — kod

kozo we HagmuHe; geme u3zpe6Ba
Mopemo ¢ kogpuuka; yauuama e konue
8 copuemo Ha zpaga; kanku gokg no
Auuemo — mokpa ueayBka; no ekpaHa
Ha meaeBusopa - kopBaBu cregu

om ekuwoHa u m.H. Te3u cnoayuAuBu
XpymBaHua MU NPUNOMHAM, Ye
BcowHocm “xad-ky” 8 npeBog o3HauyaBa
"ugpa+cmux”. B kHuzama nonagame

U Ha NO-pauuoHanHu, "paskasaHu”
mpucmuwus. B max gomuHupa
MUCbAMA, HO U Me HOCAM UHMepecHo
NocAaHUE: o4u B oyvu, egHumMe Abkam,
uau: CAu3aM NO cnupaAama Ha
Bpememo, Ha goHOMO ~ guHo3aBpu...
Mucas, ye "BceaeHama B mMeH" e
nocmukeHue 3a aBmopkama u

we Hamepu gobop npuem cpeg
qyumameaume. Keaaa G ycnex!

3gpaBko KucooB

-



The past — | MuHaanomo —
a deep well, I'm drawing | goa6ok knageHeu,
Reminiscences and wisdom. |4epna cnoMeHuU u Mbgpocm.

Desert. |lycmuHs.
Sky and sand merged in one. |Hebe u nacok, cAemu B8 egHo.
Great silence. |Beauko MoAvaHue.

I'm lying. Waiting for the sleep. |AeXa. Yakam coHs.
It lost itself somewhere |Hakoge ce e 3azybua
On the road. |no noma.




Blue sky.
Blue sea.
Blue placidity.

Left-off locomotive.
Rusty rails.
Bygone grandeur.

A field ploughed up.
Sheltered grains of wheat.
A warm breath.

CuHbO Hebe.
CuHbo Mope.
CuHbo cnokotcmBue.

Cmap Anokomomus.
PoXkgacaau peacu.
OmmuHanu Beauvus.

PazopaHa HuBa.
MpulomeHu kKumHu 3vpHa.
Tonao guxaHue.




With glance | touch
The sky and the ground,
The universe | feel in me.

By the telephone
I'm waiting — it's silent;
I'm devouring it with my eyes.

With my thoughts | cross the space.
The terrestrial magnetism is
bringing me back.

C nozaeg gokocBam
Hebemo u 3emMama,
BceaneHama B cebe cu ycewam.

o menedoHa
Yakam — MbAYU.
M3akgam 20 ¢ oyu.

C Mucaume npecudam Kocmoca.
3eMHUAM MazHemu3omMm
me Bpouwia.



On the window
A frozen flower.
As | touch it a tear streams down.

| quiver.
You're passing by.
A door slammed somewhere.

Gloomy thoughts.
Fleeing clouds.

A hot desert wind.

Ha npo3opeua
3aMpb3Hano uBeme.
NlokocBam 20 — nomuua coasa.

TpenBam.
OmmuHaBaw.
Hakobge Bpama ce xaonHa.

Texkku Mucau.
bazauwu obaauu.
lopew nycmuneH Bamop.
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The city lights | CBemauHume Ha 2paga
The rain is washing away. | gokgom pasmuBa.
Images in a distorting mirror. | O6pa3u 8 kpuBo ozregano.

I'm coming home. | Mpubupam ce y goma.
I‘'m in a hurry. | Bop3am.
Mum is no more at the window. | Ha npo3opeua mama a HAMa.

So much loneliness | ToakoBa camoma
In the world. | 8 cBema.
Where on earth could it go into? | Kege Au ce nobupa?

11



| touch the reminiscence.

A war cemetery.
Orderly crosses.
Hopes undone.

A gloaming stretched.
A wearied tram.
Creaking wheels.

I want to touch you.

BoeHHoO 2pobuwie.
CmpoeHu kpocmoBe.
Mozy6eHu Hagekgu.

PasnbHam 3gpau.
YMopeH mpamBau.
Ckopuawiu konena.

Wckam ga me gokocHa.
HokocBam cnomeHa.

It burns me.

OnapBa me.
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A cosmos angered.
Thunder-clouds.
Rivers overflowing.

An olden lake.
A glossy surface.
A bold-headed wisdom.

Yellow shrubs.
Fires ablaze.
A vernal reverie.

PaszzHeBeH kocmoc.
BypeHocHu obaayu.
Mpeaeau peku.

Cmapo e3epo.
NockaBa noBopxHocm.
OnaewuBsara Mmogpocm.

Moamu xpacmu.
INAaMHaAu 02HboBe,
NMpoAemHO Meumanue.
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Frosted branches.
Silver filigree.
Dream of spring.

DNA
A promised immortality.
Past and future in one.

To stop the moment | couldn‘t do it.
The sand
Is running off between the fingers...

3ackperkeHu KAOHU.
CpebopeH puauzpaH.
CoH 33 npoaem.

OHK
ObewaHo bescMopmue.
MuHano u Bogewe 8 egHo.

Oa cnpa Muza He Moza.
Macokom

usmuya MeXgy npoecmume ...
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Maze. | besanomuua.
The temple | walk in. | B xpama Bauzam.
I'm waiting for insight. | Yakam npo3peHue.

With a look I'm traveling over | C nozaeg o6xokgam
The sky. I'm looking for | He6emo. Topca
My lost dream. | uszybeHama cu meuma.

The sun | CAbHUemo
Is cutting through the shadows. | pascuva ceskume.
It dawns. | ComBa ce.

15



Your image'
The moon is kissing,’
bkiss your picture.’

=LA coin antique.
How many fates
" Has it sold up...

White stones.
Birds flying past.
Eternal silence. !

Aukom mu
AyHama ueayBa,
a3 tHumkama mu.

CmapuHHa MoHema.
KoAko 'usmopayBaHu
cogbu ...

beau ‘kamMmoHuU.

Mpeaumawu nmuuu.

BeyHO MoAvaHue.
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A prayer to the vaults of heaven. | MoaumBa kom BucuHume.
Cracked | HanykaHa
The earth is waiting for the rain. | 3emama uaka goXkg.

Fire-dancers’ ring dance. | HecmuHapcko xopo.
Ambers hot — | BozaeHU 2opeuuu —
My thoughts. | MucaAume mu.

I'm wandering in the maze | Aymam ce 8 AabupuHma
Of time. | Ha Bpememo.
I'm looking for your hand. | Topcsa pokama mu.
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In the h_eart of the city —
A sharp spear.
A street.

I'm coming down
The swirl of time.
Dinosaurs at the bottom.

A long-haired willow
Is swaying its branches.
A flirt with the wind.

B copuemo Ha 2paga —
ocmpo konue.
Yauua.

Cauzam no
cnupanama Ha Bpememo.
Ha goHomo — guHo3aBpu.

Ooazokoca Bopba
Alonee KAOHU.,
®aupm ¢ Bamuopa.
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A meadow mowed down. | OkoceHa AuBaga.
A smell of grass. | Mupuc Ha mpeBa.
Pain of-parting. | boAka om pasgsana.

‘A car and the wind — | Koaa u 8amvop —
A wild rush. | Ayga HagnpeBapa.
Shall they catch up with each other?.. | LLle ce gozoHam aAu 2 ...

Autumn — | EceH = ;
Daisies in blossom. | ubdHaAu Mapzapumu.
Belated spring. | 3akocHaaa nporem.
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A café. | KagpeHe.
Worn-out chairs. | UsmopkaHu cmoaoBe.
Moments slipped by. | MuzoBe omaumHaau.

Midnight. | CpegHow,
Waking up. ' MpobyXkgaHe.
The hands are sticky with the dark.  Mpak no poueme AenHe.

Glass small balls. | CmvkaeHU monyema.
A play. | Uzpa.
A recollection from the childhood. | ChomeH om gemcmBomo.
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A dinner.| Beueps.
A word let out. | U3nycHama gyma.
The morsel stuck. | 3anokom npucaga.

The action was over. | EkwoHbm cBopuiu.
On the screen —| Mo ekpaHa —
Traces of blood. | kopBaBu caegu.

Affection. | O6uu.
I'm sinking | MomoBam
Moments I'm taking off. | MuzoBe omkpagBam.
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A white building. | bana czpaga.
A white silence. | Bano MoavaHue.
Hopes subsided. | MpumuxHaau HageXkgu.

A danger on the road. OnacHocm Ha noma.
Auto-saur. | ABmosaBop.
I'm hiding myself. | CkpuBam ce.

Hatred blown up. | B3puBeHa ompasa.
A burning airplane. | fopauwi camoaem.
Innocent victims. | HeBuHHU XkepmBu.
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I'm waiting outside ydur Yakam npeg mBoama
Door. You invite me. | Bpama. KaHuw me.
The tea is cold. | Yasm e cmyge-.

A painting on the wall. | Ha cmeHama naHo.
Intransient portraits. | HenpexogHu o6pasu.
The transient is me. | MpexogHama com a3.

With the time machine | C MmawuHama Ha Bpememo
| reach the beginning. | cmuzam Havaromo.
There are the words. | Tam e caoBomo.
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Raindrops | Kanku goXg
Down my face. | no Auuemo mu.
A wet kiss. | Mokpa munyBka.

Autumn. | EceH.
A bird is flying off — | Mmuua usremsBa —
It's coming up with the flock... amomo gozorBa ...

A fence. | Ozpaga.
Children hung all over. | HakaueHu geua.
Ripe peaches. | Y3peau npackoBu.
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A cup of coffee.| Yawa kade.
A friendly hand. | MNpusameacka poka.
Warmth in the dusk. | Tonauta 8 3gpaua.

Eyes to eyes.| Ouu 8 ovu.
One pair of them lies. | EQHUMEe Avkam.
The sun is going down. | CAbHUuemo 3ana3Ba.

Noise and clamour. | LLym u 2a04.
A crowd. | ToAna.
Good Lord! How much loneliness! | focnogu, koako camoma!
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A quarrel.
The bed is giving us shelter.
A curious moon.

Where am | —
Does it matter?
The planet is my homel!...

Blossoming sunflowers
A golden river
Near the horizon.

KaBaa.
Ae2nomo Hu npulomsBa.
AloBbonumHa AyHa.

Koge ce Hamupam —
uMa AU 3HaveHue.
MAaHemama e moam gom!...

LlvdHanu canoHYOAEgU —
3namHa peka
go XOpu30oHMa.
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A sky.
A slop of ink.
A countless number of books written.

Seashore.
The child in its pail
Is gathering the sea.

Naked bodies.
Covert souls.
The sea heaves a sigh.

The season is over.
The beach became deserted.
The sea heaves a sigh of relief.

Hebe.
Pasaamo macmuno.
be3bpol HanucaHu kHuau.

Mopcku 6psz.
flememo 8 koduukama cu
Mopemo Cobupa.

Pasaer_Hu mena.
MomadHu gywu.
Mopemo Bo3guwa.

Ce3oHom cBopwiu.
Maakom onycma.
Mopemo cu omgoxBa.
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To Emanuil Darev
On a lotus leaf
Down the river
Sailed away for ever.

To Yavor Dechev
You went away.
Stillness.
Your clock is ringing again.

Ha Emarnyun dapeB
Ha aucmo om aomoc
no pekama
3aBuHazu omnayBa.

Ha ABop [eyeB
3amuHa.
TuwuHa.
YacoBHukom mu nak 38vHu.
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Dr. Viktoria Kabadelova
graduated medicine in Sofia. She had
been working as a doctor - infectionist
in Bulgaria, the town of Kubrat, in the
Hospital of Infectious Diseases - Sofia
and in Africa for a long time.

In 2000 she recognized the "Haiku”
poetry. Many of her poems are
published in the anthologies “The
Flower”, “The Rose”, "The Birds” (2003)
and "The Road” (2004).

Her first "Haiku” book of poetry
"Constrained Moan"” is printed in 2003.
D-r Kabadelova is a member of the
Bulgarian "Haiku" Club and the Worlds
Haiku

Association. These organizations have
published many of her poems in their
editions.

"The Universe in Me" is her second book
of poetry.

O-p Bukmopua Ka6agenoBa
e 3aBopwuna MeguuuHa 8 Cogdus.
Ooazu 20guHU e pabomuaa kamo
uH$pekuuoHucm B8 Aygozopuemo - 2p.
Ky6pam, 8 Appuka u 8 UHpekuuosHa
6onHuua — Codua.

Mpe3 2000 2. ce 3ano3HaBa ¢ Xaaky-
noesuama u HeHU cmuxoBe ca
ny6aukyBaHu 8 aHmoAozuume
"LIBememo”, "Pozama”, “lNmuuama”
(2003 2.) u B8 CBemoBHo xauky "MNMomam”
(2004 2.).

MopBama cu cmuxocbupka ¢ xatky-
cmuxoBe "CnogaBeH cmoH” u3zgaBa B8
2003 2.

[-p KabagenoBa e uaeH Ha boazapckus
xalUky kayd u Ha CBemoBHama xadky
acouuauus, 8 yuimo u3gaHusa ca nyoau
kyBaHu u HeGHU cmuxoBe.
"BceneHama B MeH” e Bmopama u
cmuxocbupka.
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o C noeneg gokocBam,
B Hebemo u 3emama,
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Bcenenama B cebe cu ycewam.
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