
Azemina

Dokaza Klobodanovic

Emotion Gallery

Galerija Emocija

Copyright © 2023

All rights reserved


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Emotion Gallery: Galerija Emocija

A child's smile

A fool in love

A habit

A message in the poem

A poem for you

A poet

A seamstress

Be a good man and say No

Believe in yourself

Darkness dwells within me

Don't destroy children's dreams

Don't forgt me

Don't leave before me

Don't let me go just like that

Don't warry and don't regret

Doubt

Drops of my dreams

Early autumn

Father's love

Fear

For birthday

For my daughters

He lived life

Help someone who is suffering

Here my heart lives

I beg for love

I could, but I didn't

I know everything about you

I know whom I love

I miss you, my mother

I need you

I paint with verses

I stopped dreaming

I wait my spring

I want to live

I wamted to

I was looking for you tonight again

I wonder do I still exist

I would like to be a bird

I  would like to be gone

If sadness was not sadness

I'm guilty only of  this

In the pain you call only mother

It's mother

It used to be my home

Kiss me on the forehead

Leave a right trace behind

Looking for me

Love or something else

Love or trap

Love that hurts so much

My country

My memories

Once when I gone

One a New Year

Sadness is my companion

Sing to me tonight

The book of my life

The day will come

The magic words

The prayer

The silence and me

The way of our love

There is a soul in the poem

There is someone who hears you

To you for Valentine's Day

Two worlds

Ww will stay together in my poems

When I'm gone

When the years pass

When a woman thinks she is loved

While I still exist

With a poem I erase my pains

With a poem it's easier to say

You are my everything

You don't know this about me

You have no idea

You were my love

You

Your gift to me

The Bosnian version

Dječji osmijeh

Zaljubljena budala

Navika

Poruka u pjesmi

Pjesma za tebe

Pjesnik

Krojačica

Budi čovjek i reci Ne

Vjeruj u sebe

U meni tama stanuje

Ne uništavajte djeci snove

Ne zaboravi me

Ne odlazi prije mene

Ne dozvoli da odem tek tako

Ne tuguj i ne žali

Sumnja

Kapi mojih snova

Rana jesen

Očeva ljubav

Strah

Rođendanska čestitka

Za moje kćeri

Živio je život

Pomozi onom koji pati

Tu mi srce stanuje

Prosim ljubav

Mogla sam, a nisam

Sve o tebi znam

Znam koga volim

Fališ mi mati

Meni trebaš ti

Stihovima ja slikam

Prestala sam da sanjam

Čekam svoje proljeće

Hoću da živim

Željela sam

Tražila sam tebe i noćas ja

Pitam se dal' me još ima

Ja bih da sam ptica

Ja bih da me nema

Da tuga nije tuga

Kriva sam samo za ovo

U bolu samo majku zoveš

Mater je to

Nekad je to bio moj dom

Poljubi me u čelo

Ostavi iza sebe pravi trag

Potraži me

Ljubav il' nešto drugo

Ljubav il' zamka

Ljubav koja silno boli

Zemljo moja

Moje uspomene

Jednom kad odem

Jedne Godine Nove

Tuga je saputnik moj

Noćas mi pjevaj

Knjiga mog života

Doći će dan

Čarobne riječi

Molitva

Тišina i ja

Put naše ljubavi

U pjesmi je duša

Ima neko ko te čuje

Tebi za Valentinovo

Dva svijeta

Ostaćemo zajedno u pjesmama mojim

Kad me više ne bude

Kad godine prođu

Kad žena misli da je voljena

Dok me još ima

Pjesmom svoje boli brišem

Pjesmom se lakše kaže

Ti si moje sve

Ti ne znaš ovo o meni

Nemaš ti pojma

Bio si ljubav moja

Ti

Tvoj dar meni

O autoru
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You know, the bitterness we carry inside us marks us forever, we can never erase or soften them. We can pretend that we have forgotten about them, but they remain an integral part of our personality until death.

All my life I fought to build the self-confidence that was denied me from the start... I built it on the ruins of my soul that suffered and is suffering because of the knowledge that I was an unwanted child, primarily to my father, a child who was an orphan next to the living father, at least in the beginning, and when I was only ten years old when he moved to a better world, I became an orphan in the true sense! Yes, I'm the one they didn't want, the one they forcibly loved, the one who was redundant... It's no wonder then that my songs, which I started writing in my later years, are filled with sadness...

This is my second book of poetry, now written bilingually, in the English-Bosnian language, for a reason. In this way, even those who don't understand the Bosnian language will be able to read it. This book also contains poems for which I received many awards and recognitions, and were published in joint 

international collections of a group of authors, including my name. They have traveled and are still traveling not only in my country but also in dozens of other countries, thus bringing people together across our planet.

The poems arranged between the covers of this book are poems from the heart and soul, and they talk about love and jealousy, longing and fear, joy and sadness, secrets and fears, what I threw out of myself, and what each of you more or less keeps in himself. There comes a time when you want to enjoy discovering what you feel, what is buried deep in your heart. Here, my dear readers, I opened my soul to you, totally honestly, bravely, and painted with verses what I feel, what I love, what hurts me, what I dream about, just like a painter does with a brush on a canvas. Yes, there are not only poems that talk about my emotions but also about the emotions of others, and what lies in their soul.

Poets try to weave into their poems the best silken threads that their imagination can offer. Instead of letting those silk threads get tangled and make a mess in their heads, they send their hidden emotions through 

indelible words, through verses, and I am one of them!

The author
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A child's smile


[image: ]


A smile should adorn the face

Every child from the street

All the other kids always wear it

Because they don't beg for love and attention

They don't dream of those little things

Because everything 

will certainly come true for them. 

Make every child be satiated

To wake up with a smile

To feel love and happiness

Every morning, day, and night

Don't let tears caress their faces

Especially those kids off the street.

Give a smile instead of tears

Give them a little gift

Which might fit in a fist

Don't look at who they are

Are they black, yellow, or white

All of them will be grateful to you.

Children's tears hurt a lot

Children are born to be looked after and loved

Don't let sadness follow them

For your goodies, less or more

Their smile will return you much more!
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A fool in love
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You suffocated me with your love

I couldn't shake you off

Choose a different path

You spoke sweet words to me

And then you became a different person

Unknown and cruel to me!

You made a fool out of me

Hugged and kissed the other in me

You didn't appreciate my love

You quenched your thirst at my springs

In your mind, you caressed someone else

While you were treading on my love!

In the end, I came to my senses

From that naive girl 

Crazy in love

Not a trace remains

I became a very strong woman 

Very dear to someone else

It was so easy to forget you

Anyone wouldn't like you even as a friend!
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A habit
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You get used to breathing as soon as you're born,

you get used to your mother, your father...

You get used to being loved and you love,

and later you beg for a handful of attention,

for a nice gaze and nothing more.

You get used to living in two, then in four,

so again, there are two of you, and you alone...

You get used to tears and pain,

for a little bit of joy, for a lot of it,

you get used to being happy even when you are alone.

Out of habit, almost every morning

quietly inside that, no one can hear, you suffer and pray:

At least sometimes stops in the days of our youth,

surprise and love me as you did at that time,

caress me with a warm look at least sometimes!

You would so love to tell him:

Let this love become a habit

this morning, today, and tomorrow,

get used to it you

loneliness is mine and yours, but know one thing,

I'm yours and you're mine, though you be own!
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A message in the poem 
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When once all the clocks stop

When the stars in the sky stop shining

When the rains stop falling

And when there will be no more of us

This is for you, our daughters

A message to your children and theirs...

When we leave, when we disappear

When we stop living life

Tell the children to have sweet dreams

Teach them not to dream anything bad

Help them dream real dreams

Don't let them stop dreaming.

Help your children to dream better than us

At least let them dream their dreams

Make them dream all the time...
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A poem for you
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I was born with a heart, sensitive and fragile

my soul is tender and knows to love faithfully.

If I am ever born again

I would like to be born without a heart, and who knows,

maybe then my soul will not be born either.

When someone hurts me, my soul hurts a lot

and especially when he hurts me

the one who claims to love me very much.

I can only live if I am truly loved

therefore, go freely, lest my soul is broken.

I love the blue sky and the sea, I love the flight of seagulls

I love the stars in the sky, the moon, and the sunshine

I love the rose and its fragrance, I love every flower

I like to write poems, I breathe with them

I also love this poem that I am writing for you now.

I write poems from my soul, about love and pain...

I love sincerely and deeply from my soul.

If I'm ever born again, heartless and soulless

I will stop writing poems

and I will never love you again!

I also know sincerely to love with my soul.

If I am ever born again, without heart and soul

I will stop writing poems and I will never love you again!
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A poet
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A poet is a person of a special breed

When he opens the fountain of his soul

His words flow like water

Flowing lower words of strength

And so they made a big river

So they water everyone's thirsty soul.

Don't say the drop is small

That one word is nothing

Real poets know that the best

Their words flow in sequence

So they let the torrent take them away

And then he takes them to the sea of similar ones.

Poets have a special power

They can make rivers

And to build bridges on them

Their bridges are not those

With which to walk on foot or by car 

The poem leads you over them.

These bridges are made from verses

Neither wind nor rain bothers them

Because a poet writes a poem with his soul

The poem travels from place to place

Just like a bee from flower to flower

And so it unites all the people of the world!
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A seamstress  
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I wanted to be a seamstress

Not one of those who make dresses

I wanted my life to be tailor-made for me...

Back in my childhood, in black and white

I had various schemes in my head

To tailor a fluffy, colorful life

There were mistakes big and small

Some were repaired immediately

Others left for better times.

And so, I was a tailor, sewing according to the style of others

Every day, years of my life

Instead of making it my own way

It would be tailored to my measurements

There would be no mistakes, no extra cuts

But it's over now,

For major corrections, it was possible only then.

It was bursting at the seams

Which is due to poorly used thread

Which is due to the wrongly used cut

Various repairs would follow, but

My hands could not fix everything

Together, it is much easier to overcome life's hardships.

My days in these years

Follow a long-established scheme

If I could, I would tailor my life now

In a different way, in his own way

I wouldn't follow what's trending

What colors do others paint their lives for themselves

But which colors suit me best!
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Be a good man and say No 
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Be a good man and say No to every war

to those there in Iraq, in Afghanistan

In Sudan, in Palestine, and to this one in Ukraine

In every country and province

Say NO to every war anywhere

All over our planet, everywhere!

Say NO to killing, abuse

Don't support those for whom war is a game

Who feed their souls with hatred

Who don't care about you and mine!

Only in peace and mutual respect

Every man can be happy

Live normally and raise children!

Therefore, be a good man and say NO to war!
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Believe in yourself 
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Maybe you think you're alone,

but you don't, know!

God is with you, with all of us

here and now, and again tomorrow.

They tell you you're nobody and nothing,

but don't forget, you are someone and something.

Listen to yourself, believe in yourself

fight, don't give up.

Find that tiny spark inside you

set your heart on fire with it

and you will discover the strength you will need.

Maybe they'll laugh at you,

to spend their strength on it

and while they are busy laughing

gather your strength and go with a smile.

Let them shoot lemons at you.

Pick up your lemons one by one

squeeze them and make lemonade from it.

Be strong because you can do it,

it's up to you, only if you want!

Remember well

God created you with a purpose,

He made you be something

it's up to you whether you want to be up

or find yourself down.

If you ever fall down

get up, believe in yourself

and you will be again up and

from top look to down!
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Darkness dwells within me  
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Darkness dwells under my skin

It's a constant battle here, a living hell

This is where demons lurk and fears live

The place where they collide

And the light and darkness in me often alternate.

I'm trying to fight with myself

To somehow destroy those overwhelming fears

But the darkness still creeps into me

It whispers lies and mocks my soul

I feel like I'm losing control and everything is suffocating me.

The darkness is sharp in me, it cuts me like a knife

I'm waiting for some light to drive it away

The scars of darkness are cut deep

They're squirming there under my skin

They are racing to be bigger and better

And it hurts, it hurts terribly...

A storm rages under my skin

A flame is burning, a fire is brewing

To burn everything inside me

And I rejoice in all that pain

That the scars of darkness in the ashes disappear

And the fears in me stopped forever.

I scream to myself so no one can hear

It hurts, and that darkness hurts me

I wonder if it will at least disappear now

I will be empty inside

Believe me, it hurts a lot less

from that darkness that fear creates.

Under my skin, the battle continues

Everything burns, turns to ashes

And I'm still fighting with myself

I will, I want to stay strong

I won't let it stay in me

To this heavy darkness destroy me!
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Don't destroy children's dreams 
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My people,

Do not harm your children

May they walk boldly through life

Forget about your customs

Forget about personal interests

Avoid easily earned money

At the expense of the child born!

Don't destroy children's dreams

Let them to play, to dream beautiful dreams

Don't interrupt their childhood

They are not fit for marriage

They are not for living in the dark

They are still ready for every play.

Give them your love

Let them enjoy their childhood

Let everyone look forward to a new day

Let the smiles shine on their faces

Tears are not for anyone's children

Let them play

Let them rejoice

Let them dream their dreams!
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“The best and most

beautiful cannot be seen

or even touched. It must
be felt with the heart"

Helen Keller
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