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THOUGHTS ON JETON KELMENDI

Kelmendi is an extraordinary baptizer of the word and the powerful artistic thought.
Dr. Richard A. Brosio, University of Michigan
Professor Emeritus, USA

The poetry of the Kosovar poet Jeton Kelmendi embodies this kind of expression. On one hand,
he has endured the sorrowful history of his country and family. On the other, he has achieved
significant academic success, enabling him to explore the essence of life, the meaning of love,
and the vision of the future. His love encompasses his homeland, birthplace, relatives, and
friends. His poetry reveals that the Kosovo conflict at the end of the 20th century caused a tur-
moil of war and post-peace reflection, recalling the sorrow of that period.

Prof. Dr. Lee Kuei-shien, Taiwan

Nobel Prize Candidate

Certainly, Jeton Kelmendi is a testament to destiny, rooted in the biography of words, which
is the soul of the poet, a bearer of fate. Yet, there is a tension between him and the external
world—a collision, judgments that the son of Illyria does not shy away from, for whom the
homeland is earthly admiration.

Suren Abrahamyan, Yerevan, Armenia

This poet encapsulates everything within himself so that it is not left to oblivion. For him, for-
getting comes from the outside, not from within.
Poet Heba Essam, Egypt

When reading Jeton Kelmendi’s poetry, one must pay close attention to grasp it, as it is the work
of a master—a leading European poet of our time.
Poet and Literary Critic Rasem Al-Madhoon, Syria

Jeton Kelmendi begins poetry with the power of silence. Reading his work gives the impression
that his poetic universe does not align with our enthusiasm; it cannot be supported by our
preconceptions. The reflection in his swift verses prompts a phenomenological agreement with
his eloquent lines, compelling us to interpret them within ourselves before translating them.

Dr. Saso Ognanovski, Macedonia

The poet Kelmendi impresses with his ability to speak of one thing and then, by the end of the
poem, reveal it to be about something else entirely. This approach pervades his collections,
giving his poetry a distinctive character.

Academic Prof. Dr. Khazal Almajidi, Iraq

Currently, Jeton Kelmendi is the most translated Albanian poet into foreign languages. He
smiles with others’ lips, cries with others’ tears. His poetry seems to address a singular reader, as
if speaking to the world about his time, his experiences, and his beloved since the beginning of
existence or for centuries to come.

Academic Prof. Dr. Nicolae Dabija, Moldova



Profoundly lyrical, Kelmendi’s poetry strives to recreate an epic universe, capturing a time
rediscovered and connected with spiritual yeast, inundated by words. Jeton Kelmendi is a
distinguished European author of our time, whose poetic creativity is complex yet distinctly
stands apart from postmodern intellectualist tendencies. His poetry highlights a robust ethos of
folk traditions, an existential morality, and a transcendence of the Self, creating an imaginary
homeland outside time and an ideal yet melancholic woman, culminating in the Word itself.
Prof. Dr. Dmytro Tchystiak, Kyiv, Ukraine

“Jeton Kelmendi embraces a ‘Direct’ poetry that avoids over-reliance on metaphors or obscure
sources to express its meaning. Perhaps due to his experiences in Kosovo’s struggle against
Serbia at the end of the last century, his poetry ferments a profound sense of humanism and
dignity. In summary, it’s a poetry that requires no erudite decryption or esoteric interpretations—
just read and enjoy.”

Jorge Oscar Bach, Argentina

Jeton Kelmendi is a poet of unending desire, love, and hope. The people and things he cherished
most have been lost, yet his longing for them is so intense that they permeate his dreams.
Craig Czury, USA

Kelmendi’s world of love is filled with symbols. The poet dwells more in the abstract than the
concrete, in space rather than constructed reality. He is a modern Odysseus who explores the
depths of life and love. Kelmendi constantly remembers an immense beauty, expanding and
eternalizing it.

Stanistaw Stanik, Poland

On the threshold of his artistic maturity, Jeton Kelmendi has enriched Europe’s poetry—so
often selfish and globalized—with his exquisitely chiseled verse, interrogative meditations on
humanity and the planet, and a celebration of love, emotion, and beauty. These qualities reside
in each of us, waiting for the poet to bring them into the light through words born of his flesh
and blood.

Academic Ion Deaconescu, Romania

It can be said that Jeton Kelmendi’s poetry is one of duality, navigating between two waters: the
self and its double, feelings and rhetoric, reason and its absence, love and war. This linguistic
endeavor seeks to reconcile these oppositions.
Nicole Laurent-Catrice, France
Writer and Translator

While Jeton Kelmendi is distinguished for his prolific and multidimensional artistic creativity,
poetry remains his most cherished discipline. His verse combines authentic poetry with inven-
tive expressions that transmute social events into verbal art, enhanced by the picturesque land-
scapes of Rugova and the mesmerizing echoes of waterfalls cascading from the towering peaks
of the Accursed Mountains.

Prof. Shyqri Nimani, Pristina



Dr. Jeton Kelmendi’s poetry possesses freshness, sensitivity, and rich creativity, offering a liberating
image of the

indomitable human spirit and resilience. His sensitivity toward love is remarkably extraordinary.
Pramila Khadun, Mauritius

Creativity knows no bounds, no hesitation, and no predetermined reliability. It offers only clarity amidst
existing pessimism. I am thrilled to write my thoughts about Dr. Jeton Kelmendi, a distinguished poet
based in Brussels, Belgium.
Dr. Rajdeep Chowdhury
Academic, Writer, and Editor, India
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A PRAY FOR THE WORLD, PEACE

Every time a person dies, the earth trembles in pain,
A life departs, and humanity shrinks a little more.
It’s not just hearts that are left wounded,

It’s the shared spirit of people that falters.

Oh world, don’t close yourself in forgetfulness, give us more light.

Please, world, love peace more, do not give in.

War divides you, wounds you, destroys you mercilessly.
True heroes don’t hold weapons in their hands,

They hold words, hope, and stop the evil.

They are the ones who sow calm, not the fire that kills.

Why don’t you follow the example of Mother Teresa, oh world?
She sowed peace and reaped only love.

Not war, because war only sows pain,

And the earth becomes an arena of tears, lost souls.

Cultivate kindness, not the division that destroys being.

Please, stop the wars in Gaza, in Ukraine,

In every corner where flames burn innocent lives.
Stop the bombs, stop the hatred that feeds destruction,
Do not let the tears become an endless river.

You have the power to be the beginning of new hope.

12



NJE LUTJE PER BOTEN, PAQE

Saheré q€ vdes njé njeri, toka dridhet né dhembje,
Njé jeté shkon, e njerézimi zvog€lohet pér pak.
Nuk jané vetém zemrat qé mbeten té plagosura,
Eshté fryma e pérbashkét e njerézve qé lékundet.

Oh boté, mos u mbyll né€ harres€, na jep mé shumé drité.

T€ lutem boté, duaje mé shumé pagen, mos u dorézo.
Lufta t€ ndan, té 1éndon, té shkatérron pa méshiré.
Heronjté e vérteté nuk mbajné armé né larté,

Ata mbajné fjalén, shpresén, e ndalin té keqen.

Jané ata q€ mbyjellin getésiné, jo zjarrin q€ vret.

Pse nuk merr shembull nga Néna Terezg, o boté?
Ajo mbolli paqe dhe korrte vetém dashuri.

Jo lufté, sepse lufta mbjell vetém dhembje,

E toka béhet arené lotésh, shpirtash té€ humbur.

Kultivo mirésinég, jo ndarjen qé vret genien.

Té lutem, ndali luftérat né Gaza, né Ukrainé,

Né ¢do cep ku flaka djeg jetét e pafajshme.

Ndali bombat, ndali urrejtjen q€ ushqen shkatérrimin,
Mos lejo qé lotét t& béhen lumé pa fund.

Ti ke forcén té jesh fillimi i shpresés sé re.
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1, who have seen the shadow of death and the taste of war,
I know what loss means, I know what fear is.

But peace too has a fragrance that no one forgets.

Please, become a world with a gentle and calm heart,

Amen to a tomorrow filled with light, not darkness.

Pristina November 24, 2024
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Uné, q€ kam paré hijen e vdekjes dhe shijen e luftés,
E di ¢far€ do té thoté humbja, e di ¢’Eshté frika.

Por edhe paqja ka njé aromé q€ askush s’e harron.
T€ lutem, b&hu boté me zemér t€ buté e té qeté,

Amin pér njé t&€ nesérme me drité, jo errésiré.

Prishtiné me 24 Néntor 2024
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THE PATH OF DESIRES

Within me lies a path, a hidden road,

Where life’s events pass like the wind.

The eye of this man, a silent witness,

Sees stories that speak, that fade, that leave traces.

Dreams once made their nest there,

Breezes of courage and storms of fear

Crossed the roads of this vibrant life,

Like the invisible footsteps of time moving forward.
Along this path, every day they pass—

Desires tied to the fate of the homeland,

Others tangled in the map of pain,

Stories that never fade, wounds that never heal.
To the path of this brow, they come and go,
Thousands of thoughts birthing endless questions.

Mine is to gather them, like autumn leaves,

Equations with the unknowns of life.

What is the path if not a journey within?

A gallery of desires flowing like a stream.

And I, the silent guardian, gather shards of light,

To weave destinies, to find the meaning of it all.
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SHTEGU I DEESHIRAVE

Né mua ka njé shteg, njé udhé té fshehtg,
Ku ndodhité e jetés kalojné si era,
Syri 1 kétij njeriu, déshmitar i heshtur,

Sheh ngjarje qé flasin, q€ ikin, q¢€ [éné gjurmeé.

Endrrat, aty kishin folené e tyre,
Fllade guximi dhe stuhira frike,
I rané rrugéve t€ késaj jete té gjallé,

Si hapat e padukshém t& kohé&s né shkelje.

Népér kété shteg kalojné ¢do dité,
Déshira té lidhura me fatin ¢ atdheut,
Té& tjera, t€ ngatérruara né hartén e dhimbjes,

Histori g€ nuk shuhen, plagé qé nuk mbyllen.

Shtegut té kétij balli vijné e ikin,
Mijra mendimesh gé lindin pyetje pa fund.
Imja éshté t’i mbledh, si gjethe né vjeshté,

Ekuacione me té panjohurat e jetés.

Cfaré éshté shtegu ve¢ njé udhétim brenda?
Njé galeri déshirash qé 1€vizin si rrjedhé,
Dhe uné, rojtari i heshtur, mbledh copa drite,

Té lidh fatet, té€ gjej kuptimin e gjithgkaje.
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EVA

Like a slow tale drifting through the mist,
Your words fade, moving without a sound.
I saw a voyage on the silent sea,

Memories, like light, ignited the paths of my soul.

I see you as a wave crashing on the shore,
A spring that is born, its waters erupting.

A breath between the sun and the moon,

Here, where my soul is emptied, yet none can fill it.

I feel the wind that came from afar,
I recall your eyes, your gaze that speaks,
A light that shines on every silent dawn,

A world unseen but known to exist.

In your arms, every suffering dissolves,
A peace that births every ray of light.
Better to die in the explosion of a second

Than to lose all the time we have to love.
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EVA

Si njé rréfim 1 ngadalshém népér mjegull
Fjalét e tua shuhen, 1évizin pa z&.
Njé lundrim e pashé né detin e heshtur,

Kujtimet, si drita, ndeznin rrugét e shpirtit tim.

T& shoh si dallgé qé pérplaset né breg,
Njé gurré qé lind, dhe uji i saj shpérthen.
Njé frymé mes diellit dhe hénés,

Kétu ku shpirti im éshté zbrazur, e askush s’e mbush.

E ndjej erén qé erdh nga larg,
1 kujtoj syté e tu, shikimi yt qé flet,
Njé drité qé ndrigon mbi ¢do agim té heshtur,

Njé boté q€ nuk shohim dot, por e dimé se ekziston.

NEé krahét e tu, shpérbéhet ¢do vuajtje,
Njé qetési qé bén té lindé ¢do rreze drite.
Mg miré t€ vdesim né shpérthimin e njé sekondi,

Se sa t€ humbasim t& gjithé kohén qé kemi pér té dashuruar.
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MISSES REASON AND THE HUMAN

Human once asked Reason for a favor,

"Justify my purpose, as Machiavelli once said."

And Reason, a loyal lady, obliged,

Shining through the darkness of inexplicable intentions.

The man asked:

"Help me rise above others,

Even when I am wrong,

Even when the weight of truth crushes me."
And Reason, silently, granted his wish.

"My lady, one more favor,

Provide justification for every step I take,
Even when I err,

So I may force the world to bow before me."
Reason remained silent,

But beneath her silence, chaos grew even more.

When all seemed fulfilled,

Man remembered one more thing:

"Ah, I forgot, you must dissolve for me.
No voice, no soul,

Only an invisible shadow to face my tasks."
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ZONJA ARSYE DHE NJERIU

I kérkoi njeriu njéheré Arsyes njé gjé,
"Arsyetom qéllimin, si¢ thoshte Makiaveli."
Dhe Arsyeja, zonjé e bindur, ia béri,

shkélgeu né errésirén e géllimeve t€ pashpjegueshme.

1 kérkoi njeriu:

"Ndihmom té ngrihem mbi té tjerét,
edhe kur s’kam té drejté,

edhe kur pesha e sé vértetés mé shtyp."

Dhe Arsyeja, me heshtje, ia plotésoi deshirén.

"Zonja ime, njé favor tjetér,

meé jep arsyetim né ¢do hap,

edhe kur gaboj,

qé t€ detyroj botén té pérkulet para meje."
Arsyeja heshti,

por nén heshtjen e saj lindi edhe mé shumé kaos.

Kur gjith¢ka dukej e pérmbushur,
njeriu kujtoi dicka tjetér:

"Ah, harrova, pér mua duhet t€ tretesh.
Jo mé z¢€, jo mé shpirt,

por mee hijen e padukshme qé pérballet vetém me detyrat e mia."
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And Reason, laughing with a bitter restraint,
Replied:

“Why do you wish to extinguish me twice, oh man?
With all you have compelled me to endure,

I am but a small flame burning,

Leaving you to be blinded.”
And so,
Reason faded, but not entirely,

She left a shadow over the world,

A shadow that still walks with man,

Illuminating a little, but wounding much more.
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Dhe Arsyeja, duke geshur me njé hidhérim t&€ mbyllur,
iu pérgjigj:

“Pse kérkon té shuhem dy heré, o njeri?

Me gjithé kéto qé mé detyrove,

uné jam vegse njé flaké e vogél qé digjet,

pra jam shuar njé here,

ndérsa ty t€ lashé t€ verbohesh.”

Dhe késhtu,

Arsyeja u tret, por jo plotésisht,
1€shoi njé hije mbi botén,

njé€ hije q€ ende ecén me njeriun,

duke ndriguar pak, dhe duke vraré pak mé shumé

Konstancé Rumani me 21 Shtator 2024
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THE DREAM DOES NOT DREAM

In the long night of creating the laws of nature,

When the sky is silent and the moon is wrapped in clouds of sorrow,
Above the heads of happenings,

Autumn melts into a symphony of colors,

Filled with multicolored voices,

Like endless signs of a lost time.

Dreams, those resting in every corner of souls,
I laid them to sleep,

Under the dense weight of silence,

Under a light darker than darkness itself.

They do not dream.

The falling leaves became a mark of silence,
And as dawn seemed like a lost promise,
My dreams remained unmoved,

Like stones passing without feeling,
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ENDRRA NUK SHEH ENDERR

NEé natén e gjaté t€ krijimit t€ ligjeve t€ natyrés,

kur qielli hesht dhe hénén e mbéshtjellin re té trishtimit,
pérmbi kokat e ndodhive,

vjeshta shkrin njé simfoni ngjyrash,

e mbushur me zéra shuméngjyrésh,

si shenja té pafundme t€ njé kohe t& humbur.

Endrrat, ato qé flené né ¢do kénd té shpirtrave,
i vura né gjumé,

nén peshén e dendur té heshtjes,

nén dritén qé &shté mé e errét se errésira veté.

Ato nuk shohin endrra.

Rénia e gjetheve u bé shenjé heshtjeje,

dhe ndérsa agimi ngjante si njé premtim i humbur,
endrrat e mia ngelén té palévizura,

si gurét q¢€ kalojné pa ndjenjé,

népér rrugét e krijimit,

népér natén qé nuk ndalet kurré.

Né kété boté t€ ndryshimeve té pashpjegueshme,
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Through the paths of creation,
Through the night that never ends.

In this world of inexplicable changes,
Something new occurred:

The dream dreams no longer,

But hopes in the darkness,
Where no voices remain,

Where time itself is silent.
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ndodhi digka e re:

Endrra nuk sheh mé enderr,
por shpreson né errésiré,
ku nuk ka mé zéra,

ku veté koha hesht.
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AM I READING IT, OR IS FREEDOM READING ME?

With sunlit eyes, I try to read

My freedom, the freedom of my people.
Letter by letter, I trace the text of life,
To know what it writes about freedom,

Whether it has something to give me, or to give my people.

But this...

Either it is unreadable in my land,

Or we simply do not know how to read it.
To have freedom

Perhaps means not knowing how to understand it,

Or maybe freedom is reading me,
Reading all of us.

It watches as we stumble

Within its invisible boundaries.

It asks us:

"How far do you extend?

Where do I begin?"

And we remain silent...

Like the blind in its blinding light,

Afraid to touch its true horizons.
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PO E LEXOJ UNE, APO PO ME LEXON LIRIA?

Me sy té diellit pérpigem ta lexoj,

liriné time, liriné€ e popullit tim.

Shkronjé pér shkronjé i shkoj tekstit té jetés,

té di ¢’shkruan pér liring,

a ka pér t€ mé dhéné, a ka pér té€ dhéné njerézve té mi.
Por kjo...

ose tek genka e palexueshme né vendin tim,

ose s’po dimé ta lexojmé dot.

Té kesh liri,

ndoshta i bie t€ mos dish ta kuptosh,
ose, ndoshta, liria po mé lexon mua,
po na lexon té gjithéve.

Po na shikon si ngatérrohemi

mes kufijve té saj t€ padukshém.

Ajo na pyet:

“Deri ku shtrihesh ti?

Ku filloj uné?”

E ne heshtim...

si t€ verbér né dritén e saj té forté,

pa guxuar té prekim horizontet e vérteta.
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And I ask myself:

Should we read freedom with our hearts?
With courage, responsibility, and love?
For freedom is not merely a gift,

It is a trial, a call

That demands an answer every day.
Am I reading it,

Or is freedom reading me?

An open book, vast and unclear,

Or perhaps a script we never learn.

Prishtina, February 15, 2021
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E uné pyes veten:

mos duhet ta lexojmé lirin€ me zemér?
Me guxim, me pérgjegjési e dashuri?
Se liria nuk éshté vetém dhuraté,

ajo éshté prové, ajo éshté thirrje

qé kérkon pérgjigje ¢do dité.

Po e lexoj uné,
apo po mé lexon liria?
Njé libér 1 hapur, i madh e i paqarté,

ose ndoshta njé shkrim qé kurré s’e mésojmé.

Prishtiné me 15 shkurt 2021
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UKRAINE, THE LAND WHERE LIFE AND DEATH FIGHT

(To my friend Dmytro Chystiak in Kyiv)

There, where the earth weeps every morning like a child,
And the ash-colored sky falls silent over wounds, over pain,
Ukraine, you are a song of sorrow,

But also a hymn of freedom that never dies.

My poet friend, verses are not just words,

They are white bullets for darkened hearts,

They are sunlight breaking through black clouds,
They are voices that bombs cannot drown.

How powerfully you have survived all these deaths.

Some of my friends are still there,

Beneath the shadows of trees that no longer grow,
Some have gone, somewhere into nowhere,

And their footprints were erased by the desires of war.
War is cruel, this I know,

War brings death, but in the end, it also brings freedom.

What does life taste like when bombs fall like rain,
When blood turns into unstoppable streams?

But you, Ukraine, you do not surrender,

For freedom never dies, my friend Dmytro Chystiak.

I too have seen the face of death,
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UKRAINA, VENDI KU JETA DHE VDEKJA LUFTOJNE

(Mikut tim Dmytro Chystiak né Kiev)

Atje ku toka qan ¢do méngjes, si fémiu
dhe gielli ngjyré hiri hesht mbi plagé, mbi dhimbje
Ukraing, ti je njé kéngé trishtimi,

por edhe njé himn lirie q€ kurré s’vdes.

Miku im poet, vargjet s’jané vetém fjalé,
jané plumba t€ bardhé pér zemrat e erréta,
jané diell qé ¢an reté e zeza,

jané zéra q€ s’mbyten nga bombat.

Sa fugishém u mbijetove gjithé kétyre vdekjeve.

Disa miq té mij akoma jané aty,

nén hije t& druréve q€ mé nuk rriten,

disa kané shkuar, dikund te askundi

dhe gjurmét e tyre i fshin€ déshirat e luftés.
Lufta éshté e keqe, keté e dij uné,

lufta sjelle vdekje, por né fund edhe liri.

Cfaré shije ka jeta kur bien bomba, si shi
kur gjaku shndérrohet né rréke qé s’ndalet?
Por ti, Ukraing, ti nuk dorézohesh,

se liria nuk vdes kurré, miku im Dmytro Chystiak
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Have shattered its teeth with resilience,

Have remained silent when guns spoke,

But the voice of the soul could never be silenced.

Freedom, my friend, is precious,

But only it makes us immortal.

Defend yourself from the enemy with verses,
Defeat them with the power of righteous words.
There, where life slowly drifts away

From the darkness,

We plant hopes that never die.

And Ukraine, one day,

Will be a song sung in peace.

Prishtina, October 10, 2024
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Edhe uné kam paré fytyrén e vdekjes,
ua kam thyer dhembét durimeve,
kam heshtur kur flisnin pushkét,

por z€ri i shpirtit s’mund t€ shuhe;j.

Liria, miku im, éshté e shtrenjté,
por vetém ajo na bén té pavdekshém.
Mbroju prej armikut me vargje,

vraje me forcén e fjalés s€ drejté.

Atje ku jeta pak nga pak largohet

nga errrésiora,

mbjellim shpresa qé nuk vdesin kurré.

Dhe Ukraina, njé dité,

do té jeté kéngé qé kéndohet né paqe.

Prishtiné me 10 Tetor 2024
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WHEN THE GAZE HEARS

Understand,

If I come into your dreams,
Like a light that never fades,
You need my archaeology,

To dig into the depths of forgotten hopes.

Know,

Each wise question resembles its answer,

Like the shadow of the sun embracing the earth,

Like the word that finds its place

In the emptiness of a thirsty soul.

That strategist of reading,

A silent traveler in the temple of earthly hopes,
Cuts across the lines briefly, through the body,
With a shaky faith,

So as not to lose the form of being.

When the gaze hears,

Words turn into windows,
Opening toward the unknown,
To witness a world

Where silence speaks louder than noise.
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KUR DEGJON SHIKIMI

Kuptoje,

nése vij né éndrrat tua,

si njé drité qé nuk shuhet kurré,
ke nevojé pér arkeologjiné time,

pér t& gérmuar né thellésité e shpresave té harruara.

Dije,

secila pyetja e mengur i ngjan pérgjigjes,
si hija e diellit q¢ pérqafohet me tokén,
si fjala q€ z& vend

né boshllékun e njé shpirti t& etur.

Ai strategu i leximit,

njé udhétar i heshtur né tempullin e shpresave laike,
i bie terthoreve shkurt e trupit,

me njé besim t& lékundur,

se mos humbi formatin e qénies.

Kur dégjon shikimi,

fjalét shndérrohen né dritare,
hapen drejt té panjohurés,
pér té& déshmuar njé boté

ku heshtja flet mé shumé se zhurma.
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Do not strip away your belief,

For in the heart of every drop of darkness,
A lightning bolt of light hides,

A trace that your gaze

Will follow to eternity.

Como, Italy, April 2022
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Mos u zhvesh nga besimi,

se né zemrén e ¢do pike té errésirés,
fshihet njé rrufe drite,

njé€ gjurmé qé shikimi yt

do ta ndjeké deri né pérjetési.

Como, Itali, Prill 2022
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HOW TO LIVE WELL IN PRISHTINA

In Prishtina, you live the universe,

but to live well requires mastery,

not necessarily knowledge, nor a pure heart.
You must be a vassal of power,

know how to bow to its shadow,

nod your head, even when you disagree.

As if to say, "It's all fine."

It’s enough to know how to lie beautifully,

to sell yourself as sincere and then

watch them believe you.

Words are the passport to success;

truth remains caged,

and if you don't know how to reshape yourself,

you become your greatest enemy.

Living well in Prishtina isn’t too heavy a burden.
All you need is a short lesson:

forget who you are, take their form,

learn the language of curses,

and transform into a reflection of emptiness.

If you don’t believe it, come and try for a week.
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SIJETOHET MIRE NE PRISHTINE

Ng Prishtiné jetohet gjithési,

por t€ jetosh miré kérkon mjeshitri,

jo domosdo dije, jo patjetér shpirt t& pastér.
Dubhet té jesh vazal i pushtetit,

té dish si t’i pérkulesh hijes sé tij,

t& 1ékundésh kokén, edhe kur s'té pélgen.

Né shenjé se pajtohesh, si ¢ke me té.

Mjafton té dish t& génjesh bukur,
té shitesh si i singerté dhe pastaj
t& shohésh sesi t& besojné.

Fjalét jané pasaporta e suksesit,
e vérteta mbetet né kafaz,

nése s'di ta tjetersosh veten,

ti veté béhesh armiku yt mé i madh.

NEé Prishting, t€ jetosh miré nuk éshté fort e réndé.

Duhet vetém njé leksion i voggl:
t& harrosh kush je, t€ marrésh formén e tyre,
t&€ njohésh gjuhén e t&€ sharave,

dhe t€ shndérrohesh né reflektim té zbrazétisé.
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Don’t ask for instructions,

just watch the media screens

teaching how to become a “good” degenerate.
They’1l teach you to spit without hesitation
on those who think differently,

to cheer on the hollow axes of hatred,

simply to join the chorus of ignorance.

In traffic, everyone rushes,

not to achieve anything, but to leave you behind.

At the theater, only the actors and a few strangers attend,
while others protest from afar.

Culture here is crafted by the uncultured,

and art is made by those who know not what art is.

Believe it or not, all the ignorant have become artists...

Your future is governed by thieves,
because that’s how those who lead treat one another.
A grotesque spectacle where the title is:

“How to bring another down to raise yourself.”

If you want to live well in Prishtina,
master the school of curses,

start praising ignorance,

choose empty words with firm resolve,
and when election time comes,

vote out of spite, never out of conviction.
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Nése s'beson, eja dhe provo njé javeé.

Mos pyet mé pér ményrén,

shiko ekranet e mediave

qé edukojné si t& béhesh degjenerues i "miré".
T€ mésojné t’1 péshtysh pa médyshje

ata q€ nuk mendojné si ti,

té brohorasésh boshtet bosh t& urrejtjes,

thejshté, t€ jesh pjesé e korit t€ injorancés.

Né trafik, ngutet secili,

jo pér té arritur digka, por pér té té 1éné pas.

NEé teatér, shkojné vetém aktorét e ca t€ panjohur,
kurse t€ tjerét, nga larg, protestojné.

Kultura kétu béhet nga ata qé s’kané kulturg,

e artin e b&jné ata qé€ s’diné€ ¢faré éshté arti.

beso ose jo, krejt injorantet jané béré€ artista. ..

Te ardhmen ta qeverisin hajdutét,

sepse késhtu e trajtojné njeri-tjetrin ata qé udhéheqin.

Njé spektakél grotesk ku titulli éshté:

“Si té rrézosh tjetrin pér t€ ngritur veten.”

Nése do té jetosh mir€ né Prishting,

méso miré shkollén e té sharave,

fillo lavdérimin e injorancés,

zgjidh fjalét e zbrazéta dhe ngulmime té forta,
dhe, kur té vijé koha pér zgjedhje,

voto pér inat, kurré pér bindje.

43



In Prishtina, the future is fragmented

in the hands of those who thrive on gossip,
treading their own steps over others’ memories.
Twenty years of destruction, as if

before these years we had been

a paradise.

But anyway,

what matters is knowing how to live well,
and as for the rest, it doesn’t matter.

If someone ever asks you,

“How do you live well in Prishtina?”

say nothing.

Look them in the eye and remain silent.

In that silence, perhaps, you’ll find the lost truth.

But, how does one not live well in prishtina

If you are honest, woe to you;

life here awaits with sharpened swords,

where every righteous step makes you the mob’s enemy.
Add to this a small sense of pride,

and every day becomes a battlefield.
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NEé Prishting, e ardhmja éshté thérrmuar

né duart e atyre q€ i japin jeté thashethemeve,
qé ndjekin hapat e tyre mbi kujtimet e tjetrit.
njézet vjet shkatérim, thua se

para kétyre viteve paskemi qené

parajsé.

Po, nejse ma,

me rendési éshté t& dijsh té jetosh miré,

e pér kéto tjerat, s’ka réndési.

Nése té pyet dikush ndonjéheré,
“Si jetohet mir€ né Prishting?”,
mos thuaj asgjé.

Shikoje té drejtén né sy dhe hesht.

Né kété heshtje, ndoshta, gjen té vértetén e humbur.

Por, si nuk jetohet miré né Prishtiné

Nése je i ndershém, vaj halli pér ty,

jeta kétu té pret me shpate té mprehta,

ku ¢do hap i drejté t€ bén armik t€ turmés.
Shto késaj faktin e njé krenarie t€ vogél,
dhe ¢do dité béhet fushébetejé.

Ata g€ ecin drejt, kétu nuk ecin gjaté.
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Those who walk straight don’t walk far here.

If you don’t become like them—

in media, politics, culture, or business—

you are simply forgotten, as if you never existed.
A ghost in a blind city,

where values are auctioned off,

and a person is weighed by their deceit.

In Prishtina, to be righteous is a burden;

to have integrity is a curse.

All those who don’t dirty their hands with mud
remain in the shadow of oblivion,

for here, only those who know how to act,

to bow and smile falsely,

gain the keys to “success.”

Here, a person has two alternatives:

to live well in the masquerade of modernity,

or not to live well but preserve their soul.

But is this sacrifice worth it when everything around you

kills every grain of hope daily?
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Nése nuk béhesh si ata—

né medie, né politiké, né kulturé, né afarizem—
thjesht té harrojné, sikur s’ekzistoke kurré.

Njé fantazmé né njé qytet té verbér,

ku vlerat jané 1éshuar né ankand,

dhe njeriu matet me peshén e poshtérsisé.

NEé Prishting, t€ jesh 1 drejté éshté barré,
té kesh ndershméri éshté mallkim.

T¢ gjithé ata qé nuk lyejné duart me balté,
mbeten né hijen e harresés,

sepse kétu, vetém ata qé diné té shtiren,
té pérkulen e t&€ buzéqeshin rrejshém,

marrin ¢elésat e "suksesit".

Kétu njeriu ka dy alternativa:

té jetosh miré me maskaradén e kétij moderniteti,
apo t€ mos jetosh miré, por té ruash shpirtin ténd.
Por a ia vlen kjo sakrific€, kur gjithgka rreth teje
vret pérdité ¢do grimé shprese?

Njerézit zgjedhin njé rrugé té treté;

Emigrojné, largohen nga vendi.
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People choose a third path:

They emigrate, leave the land behind.
You cannot live well in Prishtina,
when the dignity of men and women

is sold for a bit of comfort and hollow glory.

When the worst triumphs over the best,

and pure thought drowns under waves of gossip.
In Prishtina, those who silence their pain

have no place in this noisy city.

Those who see beyond narrow interests

stand as immovable stones in a river,

while murky waters pass by, washing over them.

But still, how does one not live well in Prishtina?
When the heart seeks to preserve a grain of purity,
when it refuses to join, to sell the soul,

when you choose to walk alone on simple paths,

then you understand that happiness is not measured here.

In this city, where wealth and glory
are crowns for heartless kings,
you cannot live well if you see clearly,

you cannot live well if you speak truthfully.
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Nuk jetohet miré€ né Prishting,
kur dinjiteti i burrave e grave
shitet pér pak rehati dhe lavdi boshe.

Kur mé e keqja ngrihet mbi mé t€ mirén,

dhe mendimi i pastér mbytet nén valét e thashethemeve.

NEé Prishting, ata qé heshtin dhimbjen e tyre,
nuk kané vend né kété qytet t& zhurmshém.
Ata qé€ shohin pértej interesave té ngushta,
mbeten si guré té palévizshém né lumé,

ndérsa uji i turbullt kalon duke i shpérlaré.

Por prapé, si nuk jetohet miré né Prishting?

Kur zemra kérkon té ruajé njé grimé délirésie,

kur nuk pranon t’u bashkohesh, té shesésh shpirtin,
kur zgjidh té ecésh vetém, né rrugé té thjeshta,

atéheré kupton se lumturia nuk matet kétu.
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But perhaps, precisely here,
you begin to realize another light:
a well-being not measured by riches,

but by the peace that lives within the soul.

In Prishtina

In this city where no newspapers are printed anymore,
where you read but are not read,

intellectuals wrap fear in silence,

and their interests make them speak incomprehensibly.

Portals are like morning mist—

click counts, news without importance.
If you’ve graduated in cursing

or mastered in insults,

clicks rise, while truth falls.
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Né kété qytet, ku pasuria dhe lavdia
jané kurora pér mbretér pa zemér,

nuk jetohet miré nése sheh drejt,

nuk jetohet miré nése flet drejt.

Por ndoshta, pikérisht kétu,

fillon té€ kuptosh se ka njé ndrigim tjetér:
ajo mirégenie qé nuk matet me pasuri,

por me page qé jeton né shpirt.

Né Prishtiné

Né kété qytet ku asnjé gazeté mé nuk shtypet,

Ku i lexon né telefon té gjitha dhe asgjé s’lexohet mbarg,
Intelektualét frikén mbéshtjellin me heshtje,

E interesat e tyre béjné té flasin pakuptueshém.

Portalet jané si mjegulla e méngjesit,

Numra klikimesh, lajme pa rendési.
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Alright then,
what matters is
how to “break your neck” beautifully.

Big Brother teaches you everything, the lesson of crime.

Across the screens, what do eyes see?

Electronic media knows no truth.

Sir, they make anyone famous,

while the ladies are left voiceless. Majestic...

A real world where clicks reign,

in a city where thought doesn’t rise, it merely flows.

Prishtina, November 18, 2024
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Nése ke diplomuar né sharje

apo ke magjistruar né fyerje,

Numri i klikimeve rritet, e vérteta zbret.
né rregull, me rendési éshté

Si ta thyesh qafen ‘bukur’,

Big Brother té méson gjithgka, mésimi i krimit.

Népér ekrane, ¢faré shohin syté,

Mediet elektronike, nuk njohin asnjé té vérteté.

Zotéri, kurkushin e béjné t€¢ famshém,
Zonjushen asgjé, as njé fjalé. Madhéshtore. ..

Njé boté e vérteté ku klikimet mbretérojné,

NEé qytetin ku mendimi nuk ngrihet, vetém rrjedh.

Prishtiné me 18 Néntor 2024
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THE PAIN OF MEMORY

1t rests on the shore of sorrow

This poem has roots in pain,
deep in the soil where history weeps,
where its trunk rises toward the sky,

and its branches embrace memories that burn.

I marvel at the genius of mankind—

how can one desire the erasure of their own kind?
This, then, is the human essence:

How is it possible to sow the seeds of terror

in the garden where peace was meant to grow?

Meja and Korenica, names that ache,
two villages where a tragedy was conceived,
where pain found shelter in every stone,

and the shore of sorrow became an altar of memories.

On April 27th, the sky shattered into 376 pieces,
376 souls torn from life in a single day.
How can so much grief be confined

to such a brief span of time?

54



DHIMBJA E KUJTESKS

Ruhet té bregu i pikéllimit

Kjo poezi ka rrénjé né dhimbje,

thellé né tokén ku historia qan,

ku trungu i saj ngrihet drejt qgiellit,

dhe degét pérqafojné kujtimet qé djegin.
Habitem me geniné e njeriut,

si ka mundési té€ dojé zhdukjen e té ngjashméve?
kjo pra, genja njerézore

Si ka mundési t€ mbjellé farén e tmerrit

né kopshtin ku duhej t€ rritej paqja?

Meja dhe Korenica, emra qé dhembin,

dy fshatra ku u projektua njé tragjedi,

ku dhimbja gjeti strehé né ¢do gur,

dhe bregu i pikéllimit u bé altar pér kujtimet.
Mg 27 prill, gielli u thye né 376 copa,

376 shpirtra qé u ndané nga jeta pér njé dité.
Si mund té€ pérmblidhet kaq shumé dhimbje

né kaq pak kohé&?
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There, on the shore of sorrow,

whenever [ visit, I feel a weight upon my soul,
as though 376 spirits have turned into flowers,
growing in the garden of freedom,

with roots deep in our pain,

and petals washed by the tears of the survivors.

My friend, Engjéll 1. Berisha,

has gathered all the facts—the pains,
wrapping them in eternity,

as if to raise a silent monument,

an open page of history that will never close.

He knows how to give voice to the voiceless,
to turn pain into a memory that grows,

like a tree that defies oblivion.

In Meja, in Korenica,
the earth still bears the marks of that day,
grass still grows over unhealed wounds,

and the wind whispers the names of those who are no more.

Can we forget? No, never!
In our veins flows the blood of memory,
and pain becomes a hymn sung

for those who perished but were never lost.
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Aty, né bregun e pikéllimit,

saheré shkoj, ndiej njé peshé mbi shpirt,
sikur 376 shpirtéra jané béré lule,

dhe rriten né kopshtin e lirisé,

me rrénjét thellé né dhembjen toné,

me petale t€ laré nga lotét e t€ mbijetuarve.

Miku im, Engjéll I. Berisha,
ka mbledhur té gjitha faktet-dhimbjet,
i ka mbéshtjellur me pérjetési,

si t€ donte té ngrinte njé monument t€ heshtur,

njé faqe t€ hapur té historisé qé nuk mbyllet kurré.

Ai dit’i japé z€ asaj q€ s’flet mé,
té kthejé dhimbjen né njé kujtesé q¢ rritet,

si njé pemé q¢ i reziston harresés.

Né Mejé, né Korenicé,

toka ende mban shenjat e asaj dite,

bari ende rritet mbi plagét e pashéruara,

dhe era i péshpérit emrat e atyre q€ s’jané mé.
A mund t€ harrojmé? Jo, kurré!

Né damarét tané rrjedh gjaku i kujtesés,

dhe dhimbja béhet njé himn qé kéndohet

pér ata qé€ u shuan, por kurré s’u zhdukén.
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376 hearts, now eternal beats of freedom,
376 flowers, blooming in the garden of humanity.
Where pain meets hope,

there memory rises like a silent mountain

It neither forgets nor forgives,
but endures, to ensure that evil

is never sown again in our land.

Remember Meja, remember Korenica,
remember April 27th as a dark hour,

but also as a beacon that lights the way
toward a future where humanity finally

becomes human to humanity.

Meja 2002 — Prishtina 2024
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376 zemra, tani rrahje e pérjetshme e lirisé,

376 lule, t€ hapura né€ kopshtin e njerézimit.

Aty ku dhimbja takon shpresén,

aty ngrihet kujtesa si njé mal i heshtur.
Ajo nuk harron, nuk fal,

por pérjeton, pér t€ mos lejuar qé e keqja

té mbillet sérish né tokén toné.

Kujtojeni Mején, kujtojeni Korenicén,
kujtojeni 27 prillin si njé oré té errét,

por edhe si njé fener qé ndrigon rrugén
pér njé té ardhme ku njeriu mé né fund

do té jeté njeri pér njeriun.

Meje 2002- Prishtiné 2024
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WORDS WITH NUMBERS ARE SAFE

For my friend, Sultan Catto

In your eyes, the world takes precise forms,

Atoms that speak with the silent language of mathematics,
The waves of light uncover the secrets of the universe,
And you, with measured thoughts,

Weigh life with perfect precision.

What is the equation of the verse, my friend,
When the soul collides with thoughts?

Is it a formula that follows a rule,w

Or a beautiful chaos that finds its own order?

You know how to balance everything,

To unite light and shadow in harmony,

Like a physicist of the soul, carefully measuring,
In every word, every gesture, a new universe.
But I know the final balance:

When everything is separated, consumed by time,
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FJALET ME NUMRA JANE TE SIGURTA

Pér mikun tim, Sultan Chatto

NEé syté e tu, bota merr forma té sakta,

atome q¢€ flasin me gjuhén e heshtur t€ matematikés,
valét e drités zbulojné té fshehtat e universit,

dhe ti, me mendime té matura,

e peshon jetén me cikérr t€ pérkryer.

Cili éshté ekuacioni i vargut, mik i im,
kur shpirti pérplaset me mendimet?
A &shté njé formulé q€ ndjek rregullin,

apo njé kaos i bukur qé gjen rendin e veté?

Ti di si té barazosh té gjitha,
té bashkosh dritén dhe hijen n€ njé harmoni,
si njé fizikant i shpirtit, g¢ mat me kujdes,

né ¢do fjalé, ¢do gjest, njé univers té ri.
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In the end, the good always balances with you,
A friend who organizes the chaos of my world.
You are a formula of peace, a strategist of calm,
Where numbers and words, like stars, shine.

Thank you for seeing the world differently,

And through it, teaching us to see it too.

Rugova, October 17, 2024
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Por uné e di barazimin e fundit:
kur té gjitha ndahen, pérpihen nga koha,
né fund, e mira gjithmoné barazohet me ty,

nj€ mik qé rregullon kaosin e botés sime.

Ti je njé formul€ e paqes, njé strateg i qetésisé,
ku shifra dhe fjalét, si yje, ndizen.
Faleminderit qé shikon botén ndryshe,

dhe pérmes saj, na méson ta shohim edhe ne.

Rugové me 17 tetor 2024
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MEMENTO

For my friend, Lulzim Tafa

At the crossroads of memory,

The word “Memento” knocks,

Like an echo returning from the depths,

A voice that calls: Don’t forget!

It runs through the veins of the soul,

With light steps, but heavy,

As if reminding you of the light in the shadows of life,

And the darkness in its shine.

Don’t forget, my friend,

That the traces we leave

Are paths that return behind us,

A silent archaeology of being.

“Memento” knocks when the heart listens,
When thoughts are feathers and fly,

It comes to plant memories

In the soil of eternal forgetfulness.

But do we hear it?

Or do we just remain silent,

Hoping that the word

Will dissolve like a nameless memory?
“Memento” is a command, a plea,

An unstoppable run toward oneself.

64



MEMENTO

Mikut tim Lulzim Tafa

Né udhékryqet e kujtesés,
troket fjala “Memento”,
si njé jehoné q¢€ kthehet nga thellésité,

njé z€ qé€ thérret: Mos harro!

Ajo vrapon ndér damarét e shpirtit,
me hapa té lehté, por té réndg,
si t€ kujtonte dritén né hijet e jetés,

dhe errésirén né shkélqimin e saj.

Mos harro, miku im,
se gjurmét qé lémé
jané rrugé qé kthehen pas nesh,

njé arkeologji e heshtur e génies.

“Memento” troket kur zemra dégjon,
kur mendimet jané pendé dhe fluturojné,
ajo vjen t€ mbjellé kujtime

né tokén e harresés sé pérjetshme.

Por a e dégjojmé?
Apo vetém heshtim,
duke shpresuar qé fjala

té tretet si njé kujtim i paemér?



Don’t forget,
That every knock of it
Is a life calling you.

Memory...

Tirana, November 17, 2024
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“Memento” éshté njé urdhér, njé lutje,
njé vrap 1 pandalshém drejt vetes.
Mos harro,

se ¢do trokitje e saj

&shté njé jeté qé t& thérret.

Kujtesé...

Tirané me 17 Néntor 2024
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LIFE IS A LADY

I saw her in the silence of the last evening,
Facing the solitude of a dream,

She is simply a beautiful memory.

Remember, Lady!

She sparkled through the years of my life,
And [ walked, smiling,

Like a wave bursting near the moment,

Through the sun and rain of soaked-and-dried days.

Take heed, Memory!

The days flowed ceaselessly through seasons and months,

And desire found me by chance,

In the narrow streets of confession,

You, who smiled, and I, who watched you as if awake from a dream, life.
A simple, beautiful, and enigmatic sight,

A magical coincidence,

Two glances that had never touched each other.

I recall the comings and goings, life!

A desire leapt out the window of my views toward the world,
Called your name with a deep, resonant voice:

"O Jeton Kelmendi!"—and he, like joy startled by sights,
Departed with light steps,

Under the gray sky of Rugova,

Smiling and happy, like a dream in a temple
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JETA ESHTE ZONJE

E pashé né heshtjen e mbrémjes sé fundit,
Pérballé vetmisé sé éndrrés,

ajo €shté thjesht njé kujtim i bukur.

Mbaj mend zonjé!

vetetinte viteve té jetés sime,

E uné i geshur ecja,

Si njé dallgé qé shpérthen prané ngjarjes,

Népér diellin dhe shiun e lagie-terjeve.

Ki parasysh, kujtesé!

Ditét nuk kishin té ndalur stinéve dhe muajve,

E déshira mé gjeti rastésisht,

Né rrugét e ngushta té rréfimit,

Ti qé€ geshje, e uné qé té shihja zhgjéndérr, jetesé
Njé pamje e thjeshté, e bukur dhe enigmatike,
Njé rastési e magjishme,

Dy shikime qé s’kishin prekur kurré njéra-tjetrén.

Kujtoj ardhje-shkuarjet, jeté!

Njé deshiré doli nga dritarja e shikimeve té mia drejt botés,
Thirri emrin ténd me z€ té thellé, kumbues

“O Jeton Kelmendi!” — dhe ai, si njé gézim i hutuar nga pamjet,
Ishte larguar me hapa té lehté,

Nén qiellin gri t&€ Rugovés,

Iw geshur dhe i lumtur, si né njé éndérr né tempull.
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Do not forget Poetry,

Every step you take,

Every gaze you have not seen,

Every simple, pure gesture,

For me, who didn’t know you,

But felt as though I had always known you.
With unwavering belief, my Imagination,
And do not forget me when I call out,
Even if [ am far away,

Even if [ will not return again,

You, my life.

Remember a few things, too, Mr. Self!

On those days when the night’s rain grew heavier,
When the city was filled with forbidden lights,
When you held the smile that lit up everything,
And I gazed beyond thoughts,

At you, who opened a new world for me

Even if just for a few seconds.

Oh dream,

The rain of that time is but a memory,

Yet your steps are still with me,

Like another rain that destroys everything.
And as this sky drains and empties,

We are like two lights that never fade.
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Mos harro Poeziné,

Cdo hap qé bén,

Cdo shikim gé nuk ke parg,

Cdo gjest té thjeshté, té pastér,

Pér mua qé nuk té njihja,

Por qé ndjeja sikur t€ kisha njohur gjithmoné.
ME besim té fort, Imagjinata ima,

Dhe mos mé harro kur té thérras,

Edhe pse mund té jem larg,

Edhe pse s’do té kthehem mé

Ti jeta ime.

Mbaje mend edhe ca gjéra, Zotéri vetevete!

NEé ato dité kur shiu i natés béhej mé i réndg,
Kur qyteti ishte plot llamba té ndaluara,

Kur ti mbaje buzéqeshjen qé ndriconte gjithcka,
Dhe uné shikoja pértej mendimeve,

Te ti, g€ mé hape njé boté té re

Edhe pér pak sekonda.

Oh enderr,

Shiu i asaj kohe éshté vetém kujtim,
Por hapat e tu ende jané me mua,

Si njé shi tjetér qé shkatérron gjithgka,
Dhe ndérsa ky qiell shkon dhe shteron,

Ne jemi si dy drita q€ kurré nuk zbehen.
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In this world that has lost its paths,

Where there are no more trails for once-free souls,
Remember me, poetry,

For every word I wove with letters,

Every thought I poured upon you,

Every murmur that bound us,

In the rough, gentle, eternal verse.

Farewell, Lady; I will rest a while.
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Né kété boté qé ka humbur udhét,

Ku s’ka mé shtigje pér shpirtrat q€ ishin té liré,
ME kujto, poezi,

Pér ¢do fjalé qé thura me shkronja,

Cdo mendim qé zbraza mbi ty,

Pér ¢do belbezim qé na lidhi,

Né vargun e ashpér, té buté, té pérmotshém.

tung ti zonjé, po pushoj pak.
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IN THE SHADOW OF LOSS, BETWEEN LIGHT AND DARKNESS

I once found myself

In a lost shadow,

Amid the waves of the night kissing the earth,
And now, more than ever,

I am older for a salvation,

I see that souls have no color,

And even better,

When silence speaks more than words.

I once found

A lost smile,

Among the fingers of the night that were disappearing,
So much so that even the sun

Could no longer be seen,

Between the body and the mirror of truth,

Another path stretches,

A path that has lost desires

And promises that cannot be fulfilled.
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NE HIJE TE HUMBJES, MES DRITES E TERRIT

E gjeta veten njé heré

né njé hije t&€ humbur,

mes valéve té natés q€ puthnin tokén,
dhe tani, mé shumé se kurré,

jam mé 1 vjetér pér njé shpétim,

po shoh se shpirtrat s’kané ngjyré,
dhe akoma mé miré,

kur heshtja flet mé shumé se fjala.

E gjeta njé here

njé buzéqeshje t&€ humbur,

mes gishtave té natés qé po zhdukeshin,
aq shumé sa edhe diellin

nuk mund ta shohé mé,

mes trupit dhe pasqyrés sé té vértetés
po shtrihet njé tjetér udhé,

nj€ udhé q€ ka humbur déshirat

dhe premtimet q€ nuk mund t€ pérmbushen.
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Love,

Yes, it has no eyes,

But it has a depth that sucks you

Into its slow darkness.

When we see each other

Between flesh and bone,

Perhaps the moment has come

To embrace the end of the raging sea,

Hoping that every wave is an illusion.

Will we return,

Start again on the paths we once followed,
Or will we seek another place,

A place where we are not two,

But simply two shadows melting into one,
Or shall we continue —

As always, until the end of the old game,
Where there is no space, no time,

No chance to change.

Once one,

And nothing more.

Chalcida, May 20, 2022
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Dashuria,

po, ajo s’ka sy,

por ka njé thellési qé té thith

né errésirén e saj t€ ngadalté.

Kur shohim njéri-tjetrin

mes mishit dhe ashtit,

ndoshta ka ardhur momenti

té pérqafojmé fundin e detit té térbuar,

me shpresén se ¢do valé éshté njé iluzion.

A do té kthehemi,

t€ nisemi prapé né rrugét qé dikur kishim ndjekur,
apo do té kérkojmé njé vend tjetér,

njé vend ku t€ mos jemi dy,

po thjesht dy hije qé shkrijné né njé,

ose t&€ vazhdojmé —

si gjithmoné, deri né fund té lojés sé€ vjetér,

ku nuk ka mé as hapésiré, as kohé,

as mundési pér t€ ndryshuar.

Njé heré njé,

dhe asgjé mé shumé.

Khalkida me 20 Maj 2022
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I LOST MY SHADOW ONE DAY

I was searching for my shadow,

On a nameless path,

In the middle of the city that swallows darkness,
And among the souls that were far away,

I was searching even where I shouldn’t,

In mirrors that no longer reflected,

In the sky that had forgotten how to smile.

I searched among other shadows,
The shadows that weren’t mine,
And each step took me further,
Until I no longer knew

When or how,

I lost myself.

I found myself in a place without shadows,
And where my shadow once shone,

I was no longer there.

I no longer had the shadow that helped me see,
And I didn’t cast a shadow for anyone,
Because perhaps, others

Couldn’t even see their own shadows.



ME HUMBI NJi DITE HIJA IME

Po kérkoja hijen time,

népér njé udhé pa emér,

né mes t€ qytetit q¢€ thith errésirén,
dhe népér shpirtrat g€ ishin té largét,
po kerkoja edhe aty ku nuk duhej,
né pasqyrat qé nuk reflektonin mé,

né qiellin qé kishte harruar té qeshé.

Kérkoja ndér hije té tjera,

te hijet q€ nuk ishin t&€ mijat,
dhe ¢do hap mé conte mé larg,
saqé nuk e dija mé

kur dhe si,

me humbi vetja.

E gjetém veten né njé vend pa hije,
dhe aty ku hija ime dikur ndrigonte,

nuk isha mé.

Nuk kisha mé hijen q¢ mé ndihmonte té shihja,

dhe as nuk béja hije pér askénd,
se ndoshta, té tjerét

nuk i shihnin as hijet e tyre.
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I searched and searched,

But I was no longer who I once was,
Now, perhaps,

I am just a lost step,

A shadow that has learned

To vanish in the unclear light.

One day, my shadow left,
And I was left alone,
With nothing,

Without a trace that I ever existed.

Gjakova, November 10, 2024
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Kérkova dhe e kérkova,

por nuk isha mé ai qé dikur isha,
tani, ndoshta,

jam vetém njé hap i humbur,

njé€ hije qé ka mésuar

té zhduket né dritén e paqarté.

Njé dité, hija ime iku,
dhe uné mbeta vetém,
pa asgjé,

pa asnjé shenjé se ekzistova

Gjakové me 10 Néntor 2024
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THE JOURNEY OF AN UNRESTRAINED DESIRE

It broke away from itself and wandered the world,
A desire risen, spoiled by its creator,
This unnatural plea, a silent cry,

A verse, a mark tearing depth from the soul.

It went and didn’t go,

But when it returned, the body was left lost in place,
The author and the desire,

An agreement no one could explain,

A battle with no end,

A journey with no return, no map, no direction.

Desire began demanding of him,
To become what he could not,

To be someone he had never been,
Fixated on an incredible image,

On a hidden pain thrown outward.

He who was meant to be someone else,

To fill an emptiness that could not be filled,
Desperate, concealed from himself,

He sought a sign from beyond,

A turn that would help him have it all,

And become what he never could.
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SHETITJA E NJE DESHIRE TE SHFRENUAR

Duel nga vetja, dhe i ra rreth e pérqark botés,
Njé déshiré qé u ngrit, e llastuar nga autori,
Kjo kérkesé e panatyrshme, njé thirrje né heshtje,

Njé varg, njé shenjé qé ia shkulte thellésing shpirtit.

Se shkoj, e ka nuk shkoj,

Por kur u kthye, trupi mbeti i humbur né vend,
Autori dhe déshira,

Njé marréveshje qé s’dinte kush ta shpjegonte,
Njé lufté qé s’kishte fund,

Njé€ udhétim pa kthim, pa harta, pa otjentime.

Deshira nisi t’i kérkonte atij,

Té& béhej ai g€ nuk mundet,

Ai g€ nuk kishte gené kurré,

I fiksuar né njé imazh t&é pabesueshém,

Né njé dhémbje t€ fshehur q¢€ ishte hedhur jashté.

Ai g€ duhej té ishte dikush tjetér,

Pér té plotésuar njé boshllék qé s’mund t& mbushe;j,
I déshpéruar, i fshehur nga vetvetja,

Po kérkonte njé shenjé nga jashté,

Njé kthes€ qé do e ndihmonte té kishte gjithcka,

E t& ishte ai q€ s’kishte mundur asnjéher€.
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Desire was unrestrained,

It sought more,

Pushing ever further,

Transforming into a voice, a tumult,
A path that must be followed,

Yet posed endless questions,

What was the truth

In this infinite world of desires?

To become what he could not,
And perhaps never could,

But though lost in pursuit,
His desire had settled,

On a road of no return,

In the endless journey of the self.
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Déshira ishte e shfrenuar,

Po kérkonte mé shumé,

Duke e shtyré gjithnjé e mé tej,

Duke u shéndérruar né njé z€, njé rrémujé,
Njé udhé qé duhej ndjekur,

Por qé shtronte pyetje t€ pafundme,

Se cila ishte vértetésia

Né kété boté t€ pafund déshirash.

T& béhej ai qé nuk mundet,

E ndoshta nuk mundet kurré,

Por, edhe pse i humbur né kérkim,
Déshira e tij ishte shtruar,

Né rrugén qé nuk kishte kthim,

NEé shétitjen e pafund té vetvetes.
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POEM FOR MYSELF

Dear my own self,
You brought me here,
On this day, which remains

As a mark in the memory of prehistory.

I’ve crossed 46 winters,
I’ve seen just as many springs,
I’ve walked through 46 summers,

And the same number of autumns have passed me by.

At first, you gave me games to play,
Then you loaded me with books

To learn the directions of life,
Afterward, you led me near death,
Face to face with freedom,

And someone, only in a dream, could see me.

Dear self,

Why did you take me away from my homeland?
Why did you bring me back here?

Sooner or later,

You’ll realize you’ve wronged me,

When you teach me the rules of the game,

For life is a game of deceit.

November 27, 2024, Prishtina
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POEZI PER VETEN

I dashur vetja ime,
Meé solle deri kétu,
NEé kété dité, e cila mbetet

Si shenjé né kujtesén e parahistorisé.

Kaperceva 46 dimra,
Pércolla po aq pranvera,
Me pogen 46 vera,

Dhe mé velen po aq vjeshta.

Fillimisht mi zhgjidhje lojérat,

Pastaj librat mi ngarkove

Pér t& mésuar drejtimet e jetés,
ME pas mé ¢ove prane vdekjes,
Balle pér balle me liring,

E dikush, vetém né éndérr, mund té mé shihte.

I dashur vete,

Pse mé largove nga atdheu?

Pse mé ktheve pastaj kétu?

Herét a voné,

Do t€ kuptosh se m’ke hy né hak,

Kur do t€ m’i mésosh rregullat e lojés,

Se jeta éshté njé lojé me hile.

27 Néntor 2024, Prishtiné
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THE ART OF FORGETTING

Not all memories are good,
They tear the soul apart, and rip the heart,
Once behind us, they leave marks, deep,

Like heavy stones that never fade.

The art of forgetting is a secret healing,
A quiet ballad flowing like water,
It makes you close your eyes and stop remembering,

To leave behind every pain, every crack.

And the memories resemble dry trees,
Once they bloomed, now they are withered leaves,
But we will learn to forget them,

To free ourselves from the past that burdens us.

A hand that raises the comb of forgetting,
To wipe away every sorrow, every claw,
But slowly, with patience and silence,

We will manage to forget everything that hurts.

The art of forgetting is a deep gentleness,
A healing without words, without effort, without soul,
To close a door that never opens,

And to open a new window, unburdened.
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ARTI I HARRIMIT

Nuk jané t€ mira krejt mbamendjet,
Pérgajné shpirtin, e shkulin zemrén,
Dikur pas nesh 1€né shenja, té thella,

Si guré té réndé qé nuk shuhen kurré.

Arti 1 harrimit éshté njé shérim i fshehtg,
Njé baladé e geté qé rrjedh si ujé,
T€ mbyll syté dhe té ndalo t€ kujtosh,

T€ lesh pas ¢do dhimbje, ¢do plasaritje.

E kujtimet ngjajné si pemé t¢ tharé,
Dikur lulézuan, tani jané fleté t€ vyshkura,
Po ne, do t€ mésojmé t'i harrojmé,

T€ ¢lirohemi nga e kaluara qé na ngarkon.

Njé doré qé ngre krehérin e harrimit,
Pér té fshir€ ¢do brengg, ¢do kthetré,
Po ngadalé, me durim e me heshtje,

Do t€ arrijmé té harrojmé gjithgka qé dhemb.

Arti 1 harrimit éshté njé butési e thellg,
Njé shérim pa fjalé, pa mundim, pa shpirt,
Pér t& mbyllur njé deré€ qé nuk kthehet,

Dhe pér t€ hapur njé dritare té re, pa ngarkesa.



If T could turn love into flame,
I would light up the sky, the stars in the darkness,
You would be the sun, endless light,

In your soul, I would find every color.

I would turn the nights into a simple melody,
Kisses would be the muse of every verse,

All the sufferings I would turn into songs,

And every tear into the pearl of an endless dream.

If I could melt every beautiful word,
For you, my love, I would create a universe,
Where every soul would understand like the sun,

That love is a voice that never stops.

Massachusetts, USA 2022
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Sikur ta ktheja dashuriné né flaké,
Do t€ ndizja qiellin, yjet né errésiré,
Ty do té bé&ja diell, dritén pa fund,

NEé shpirtin ténd do t€ gjeja ¢do ngjyré.

Do t€ shndérroja netét né meloding e thjeshté,
Puthjet do té ishin muza e ¢do vargu,

T€ gjitha vuajtjet do t’i shndérroja né€ kéngg,

Dhe ¢do lot, né perlén e njé éndrre pa mbarim.

Sikur t€ mund t€ shkrija ¢do fjalé té bukur,
Pér ty, dashuria ime, do t€ krijoja njé univers,
Ku ¢do shpirt do té kuptonte si dielli,

Se dashuria €shté zéri qé nuk pushon kurré.

Massachusec ShBA, 2022
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LOVE ME TONIGHT, FOR TOMORROW WILL BE TOO LATE

This dark sky without you is an emptiness,
It goes every direction like the wind, and it grows weary.
In your love, like moisture in the earth,

You will surely love me!

In your eyes, the evening stars fade,
For you, I light up hope, even without light.
Good today, but how will I keep my heart tomorrow?

You will surely love me!

In your arms, I will fly toward the abyss,
In your hands, I will seek responsibility.
Yes, beyond the moon and beyond the stars,

You will surely love me!

Tonight, I close my eyes, and joy calls me for you,

I wait at every step that the morning brings.

Love me tonight, for tomorrow will be too late,

You will surely love me!

Venice, June 2021
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ME DUAJ SONTE SE NESER ESHTE VONE

Ky qiell i errét pa ty €shté njé zbrazéti,
Shkon ¢do drejtim si era, dhe ajo mérzitet.
Né dashuriné ténde, si njomési né dhé,

Ti do té€ mé dashurosh patjetér!

NEé syté e tu shuhen yjet e mbrémjes,
Pér ty ndez shpresén, edhe pa drité.
Mir€ sot, po si do t&€ mbaj nesér zemrén?

Ti do té mé dashurosh patjetér!

Né krahét e tu do té fluturoj drejt humnerés,
NEé duar tua do té kérkoj pérgjegjési.
Po, pértej hénés dhe pértej yjeve,

Ti do té mé dashurosh patjetér!

Sonte i mbyll syté, dhe pér ty mé thérret gezimi,
T€ pres né ¢do hap qé sjell méngjesi.
Me duaj sonte, sepse nesér do té jeté voné,

Ti do té mé dashurosh patjetér!

Venedik, qershor 2021
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I HAVE BECOME LIKE THIS ROAD

I have become like this road,

silent, endless, awaiting lost footsteps;
tomorrow, do not tell me

that times are sold for illusions, O lost friend.

I have no need for flowers

that wither in the middle of rain,

flowers untouched by hands, or a gentle caress—

I know nothing else.

This river will find

its own sea—

just for a single drop of water,
but that river,

it is cursed.

That’s how we are, my friend.
Don’t see it as something great;
I accept no other way—

I am no one’s refrain.

I tell you without hesitation:
wouldn’t it have been better

if we had never met,

so we wouldn’t curse ourselves later
when we fell asleep in cities?

We didn’t sleep together.
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JAM BERE SI KJO RRUGHE

Jam béré si kjo rrugé

qé hesht, e pa fund, pret hapat e humbur;

nesér mos mé thuaj

se kohét jané shitur pér iluzione, o mike ¢ humbur,
s’kam nevojé pér lule q€ thahen né mes té shiut,
lule q€ s’pané duar, as prekje

nuk njoh asgjé tjetér.

Ky lum do té gjejé

detin e vet—

pér vetém njé piké ujé,

po ai lum,

&shté i mallkuar.

Té tillé jemi, lum miku,

mos e shiko si digka té madhe,
nuk e pranoj ndryshe—
s’jam refren i askujt,

ta them pa ndrojtje:

a s’ishte mé miré

mos té takoheshim asnjéher€,
pér t€ mos sharé mé pas

kur u pérgjumem né qyete?

Fjeten se bémé bashké.



I have become like this road,

which carries the ambush of dew on its leaves,
only to fade,

the first to dry out.

So much do I wish to remember you,

without words, without promises,

like an autumn that will die,

expecting no one.

Budapest, Spring 2024
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Jam béré si kjo udhé,

qé né gjethe mban pritén e vesés,
pér t’u venitur,

e para ¢ do t& shterojé,

kaq shumé dua té t€ kujtoj,

pa fjalé, pa premtim,

si njé vjeshté qé do t& vdesé,

pa pritur asnjeri.

Budapest, Pranveré 2024
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THE FLOW OF EVENTS

I decided to confront myself,
and amidst the fog of worries,
I began to build bridges
leading to a day

not yet seen,

not yet arrived.

I believe, perhaps with a kind of blind courage,

that everything you await

has its hidden path,

an untrodden way,

under a light that says nothing to you,
except for its echo

and the rituals of an abstract faith.

My desire,

like a small flame in the night,

merged with memories and dreams,
leading me to the point of a new beginning,
where everything I’ve been

and everything I’ll become

meet and part ways.
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RRJEDHJE NGJARJESH

Vendosa t’i dal vetés pérpara,

dhe népér mjegullén e shqgetésimeve,
fillova t&€ ndértoj ura

qé€ ¢ojné drejt njé dite

q¢€ ende s’&shté paré.

Ende s’ka ardhur.

Besoj, ndoshta me njé lloj guximi t& verbér,

se gjithgka qé pret,

ka rrugén e vet t& fshehté,

njé udhé té pashkelur,

nén njé drit€ qé nuk té thoté asgjé,
veg jehonés s€ vet

dhe riteve t€ njé besimi abstrakt.

Déshira ime,

si njé flaké e vogél né naté,

u pérzie me kujtime dhe éndrra,

duke mé guar te pika e njé fillimi té ri,
ku takohen e ndahen

gjithgka qé kam gené dhe ¢’do t€ jem.
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When I tried to stop the clock,

to touch that eternal moment,

time began to erupt,

and the events that were meant to happen
came like waves upon my tranquil shore.
And there, in that clamor of change,
where everything begins and ends simultaneously,
I understood:

what must happen

is never just a small step,

but a new era,

born with every breath,

changing with every step.

The flow of a river of words into infinity.

Santorini, Greece, September 2023
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Kur u pérpoga té ndaloj orén,

té prek até gast t&é pérjetshém,
kohét filluan té shpérthejné,

dhe ngjarjet q¢é duhej té ndodhnin,

erdhén si dallgé mbi bregun tim té qeté.

Dhe aty, né até zhurmé ndryshimi,

ku gjithgka fillon dhe mbaron njékohésisht,
e kuptova:

ajo q€ duhet t€ ndodhé,

s’€shté kurré veg njé hap i voggél,

por njé epoké e re,

qé lind me ¢do frymé,

q¢€ ndryshon me ¢do hap.

Rrjedhje lum fjalésh deri né pafundési.

Santorini, Greqi shtatir 2023
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THE ARCHITECT OF WORDS

For Stanley H. Barkan

Stanley, friend of words that fly,
you dwell among verses, like a bird in its sky.
Your mornings, filled with the light of poetry,

awaken the world, resting with the smile of a new book.

In your hand, words become bridges,
from one continent to another,

from one heart to the next,

binding languages in silence

and love that needs no translation.

You, who drink coffee with the dreams of poets,
and quench the world’s thirst for beauty,

every verse you touch, every book you publish,
is not merely poetry—

it’s a piece of your soul, a new world.

With you, poetry is not just art,
it is breath, a journey,
a polar star for those seeking

meaning amidst the silence of the storm.
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ARKITEKTI I FJALEVE

Pér Stanley H. Barkan

Stanley, miku i fjaléve qé fluturojné,

jeton mes vargjeve, si zogu né qiellin e tij.

Méngjeset ¢ tua, t& mbushura me drité poezie,

zgjojné botén, e fle me buzéqeshjen e njé libri t& ri.

Né dorén ténde, fjala béhet uré,
nga njé kontinent né tjetrin,
nga njé zemér te tjetra,

duke lidhur gjuhét né heshtje

dhe dashuri gé s’ka nevojé pér pérkthim.

Ti, qé pi kafené me éndrrat e poetéve,
dhe shuan etjen e botés pér bukuri,
¢do varg qé prek, ¢do libér g€ boton,

nuk &shté thjesht njé poezi —

&shté njé copéz e shpirtit ténd, njé boté e re.

Me ty, poezia nuk &shté vetém art,
&shté frymémarrje, rrugétim,
yll polar pér ata q€ kérkojné

kuptimin mes heshtjes s€ stuhisé.
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Stanley, you who live in poetry,

who share words like a piece of bread
and nourish hearts that feel empty,
you are more than a publisher—

you are the creator of a universe,

where every verse has a place to belong.

My friend, as long as there is light in your eyes,
poetry will be there—

in your hands that hold the world

and turn it slowly, gently,

never waking it from its dream.

Brussels, July 20, 2024
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Stanley, ti g€ jeton né poezi,

q¢€ ndan fjalén si njé copé buké
dhe ushgen zemrat qé ndihen bosh,
je mé shumeé se njé botues —

je krijues i njé universi,

ku secili varg ka nj€ vend pér t€ géndruar.

Miku im, pér sa kohé té keté drité né sy,
poezia do té jeté aty —

tek duart e tua qé mbajné botén

dhe e rrotullojné ngadalé, me kujdes,

pér t€ mos e zgjuar kurré nga éndrra.

Bruksel, me 20 Korrik 2024
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WHEN SEPARATIONS UNITE

In the silence of the night,
two separated hearts collide with echoes

in the midst of a broken dream.

Every tear that falls carries the weight of words

that were never spoken, the sounds of a silenced melody.
When separations unite,

the invisible threads of memory knot in bitter tangles,
like a bridge built over rivers of pain.

The two sides of the same heart

find peace through fragments.

Paths diverged,
but the steps follow a familiar melody,
where every turn of hope revives a distant light,

dim, yet alive.

When separations unite,

it is not the end but a new beginning,

a silent accord between memory and forgetting,
letting the present feel

what was once lost.
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KUR BASHKOHEN NDARJET

NEé heshtjen e natés,
dy zemra té ndara pérplasen me jehoné

né mes t€ njé éndrre t€ prishur.

Cdo lot g€ rrjedh mban peshén e fjaléve

qé€ nuk u thané kurré, tingujt e njé muzike qé heshti.

Kur bashkohen ndarjet,
fijet e padukshme té kujtesés lidhen né nyje té hidhura,
si njé uré e ndértuar mbi lumenj dhimbjeje,

té dy anét e sé njéjtés zemér gjejné paqe pérmes copézash.

T€ ndara rrugét,
por hapat ndjekin njé melodi té njohur,
ku ¢do kthesé e shpresés rikthen njé drité t€ largét,

té zbehté, por té gjallé.

Kur bashkohen ndarjet,
nuk éshté fundi, por njé fillim i ri,
njé marréveshje e heshtur mes kujtimeve dhe harresés,

qé e tashmja ta ndjejé até qé dikur humbi.
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In the embrace of time,
separation is found, not as closure,
but as a hidden path where the journey of healing begins,

and the silent merging of what was once divided.

Naples, Italy, June 21, 2022
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Né pérqafimin e kohés,
ndarja gjendet, jo si mbyllje,
por si njé shteg i1 fshehur ku nis udhétimi i shérimit,

dhe bashkimi i heshtur i asaj qé dikur qe ndarg.

Napoli, Itali me 21 Qersjhor 2022
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I HAVE BROKEN TWO DEATHS, LIVED TWO LIVES

I have broken two deaths, lived two lives.
In the first, my heart brimmed with life,
like a river that knew no end,

turning every obstacle into song.

In that death, I lived without fear,
drinking every moment with thirst,

and when darkness seized the light,

the sun rose within me, unbidden.

In the second death, love saw me,
asked me to grow, to age with it,
showed me that strength is not eternal,

but a whisper dissolving gently, sweetly.

In my two lives, I planted seeds of hope,
and their roots, fragile yet stubborn,
dug deep into the soil of my emotions,

their branches reaching toward the sky of freedom.

In that first life, life carried me on its shoulders,
making me believe every step had meaning.
But it was in the second, when my soul grew weary,

that I understood the value of every moment, every breath.
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DY VDEKJE KAM THYER, DY JETE KAM JETUAR

Dy vdekje kam thyer, dy jeté kam jetuar,
né t€ parén, zemra ime gufonte plot jeté,
si njé lumé gé s’dinte t€ ndalonte,

e cdo pengesé e shndérronte né kéngé.

NE até vdekje, jetoja pa frike,
té gjitha castet i thithja me etje,
dhe kur errésira rrémbente dritén,

né mua lindte dielli, pa kérkuar leje.

NE té dytén vdekje, dashuria mé pa,
mé kérkoi t€ rritem, t&€ plakem me t€,
ajo q€ mé bindi se forca s’éshté pérjeté,

por njé péshpéritje qé tretet ngadalé, me Eémbélsi.

Késhtu né dy jetét e mia, mbolla bime shprese,
u ngulén né tokén e ndjenjave t€ mia,

dhe i rritén degét drejt giellit t& lirisé.

NE até jeté té par€, jeta mé mbante né krahé,
mé bénte t€ besoj se ¢do hap kishte kuptim,
por ishte né t&€ dytén, kur shpirti m’u lodh,

qé e kuptova vlerén e ¢do casti, ¢do fryme.
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And so, life trusts me, returns to me always,
because within me, I’ve sown a garden that never ages.
A place where hope breathes, where nothing dies,

and every death is a shadow, every life a sun.

In the first, I lived loudly;

in the second, love taught me silence.

I have broken two deaths, embraced two lives,

and still, life trusts me, because I trust it.

Bogotd, New Jersey, USA, November 2023
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Prandaj, jeta mé& beson, mé kthen pérheré,

se né thelbin tim, kam mbjell€ njé kopsht qé s’plaket.

Njé vend ku shpresa frymon, ku asgjé s’vdes,

dhe ¢do vdekje éshté njé hije, ¢do jeté njé diell.

NE t€ parén, uné jetova me zhurmé,
né t€ dytén, dashuria mé€ mésoi heshtjen.
Dy vdekje kam thyer, dy jeté kam pérqafuar,

dhe prapg, jeta mé beson, sepse uné e besoj até.

Bogota, New Jersy ShBA, Néntor 2023
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ODE TO MY SON: GUARD YOURSELF WHEN ANGER FINDS YOU

(A Testament for Noid)

You came from my heart like the first ray of morning,
wavering between the breath of life and hope.

Bright, pure, like a newborn star,

you sought the world, my son, with eyes searching for light,
to face every storm, every heavy shadow,

to swim through life with an echo of courage.

When anger finds you, guard yourself,

from the storm beating within,

from the fire that can turn words into lava,

from groans that pierce the sky of your soul.
Guard yourself, for there, in that searing feeling,

a new force is forged, undefined, raw.

In every disappointment, remember the boundless sea,
the one that teaches waves to rise and calm,

that in the clarity of deep waters,

the silent voice of forgiveness is born,

the path back to peace.

Find that cool breeze caressing your forehead,

when your mind seeks tempered justice.
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ODE PER BIRIN TIM: RUAJU NGA VETJA KUR TE HIDHEROJNE

(Testament pér Noidin)

Dole nga zemra ime si rreze e paré e méngjesit,
duke u Iékundur mes frymés sé jetés dhe shpresés,
i ndritshém, i pastér, si njé yll i ri,

kérkove botén, bir, me syté q€ kérkojné drité,

pér t& pérballur ¢do stuhi, ¢do hije t& réndé,

pér t€ notuar né jet€ me njé jehoné té€ guximshme.

Kur t€ hidhérojné, ruaju nga vetja,

nga furtuna g€ rreh né brendési,

nga zjarri g€ mund t€ shndérrojé fjalét né llave,
nga rénkimet q€ pérndajné qiellin e shpirtit.
Ruaju bir, se aty, né até ndjenjé t€ nxehté,

formohet njé gjé e re, njé forcé e papérkufizuar.

NEé ¢do zhgénjim, kujtoje detin e paané,

até qé t€ méson se dallgét ngrihen dhe getésohen,
se né kthjelltésiné e thellé t& ujit,

lind z&€ri i heshtur i faljes, i kthimit n€ paqe.
Gjeje até freski g€ ledhaton ballin,

kur mendja kérkon drejtési té pérmbajtur.
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Oh, my son, when your heart aches from sorrow,
cling to hope like a white rock in the sea,

where even in the midst of the storm,

birds sing of a morning to come,

full of rainbows and a pure world.

You are the legacy of flame and peace.
Greet the dawn with a free spirit,

spread your wings to the sky, find freedom,

the one that rises with every sun, that revives the soul.

Because you, my son, are the one who will illuminate

this vast, eternal world with new light.
‘When time reaches its zenith,

remember the strong sun defying sorrow,
rising above all, playing the melody

of infinity and the harmony of Creation.

Tirana, November 16, 2024
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O bir, kur t€ t& pérplaset zemra nga brenga,
mbahu pas shpresés, si shkémb i bardhé né det,
ku zogjté, edhe né mes té shtréngatés,
kéndojné pér njé méngjes qé vjen,

plot me ylbere dhe njé boté t& pastér.

Je trashégimia e flakés dhe e pages,
pérshéndeti agimet me njé shpirt té liré,
hap krahét drejt giellit, gjeje lirin€,

ajo g€ ngrihet me c¢do diell, g€ ngjall frymé.
Sepse ti, biri im, je ai qé do ta ndricojé,

me drité t€ re, két€ boté t&¢ madhe dhe té pérjetshme.

Kur koha t€ pérkryhet n€ orét e saj t& mesdités,
kujtoje diellin e forté q€ sfidon hidhérimin,
e ngrihet mbi gjithcka, duke luajtur melodiné

e pafundésisé dhe harmonikén e Krijimit.

Tirané me 16 Néntor 2024
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IT IS BETTER TO BE ABSENT THAN TO BE TOO MUCH

It is better to be absent, a word left unsaid,
than a presence that weighs more than enough.
To be a memory lasting beyond a single breath,
but not one that wounds or disturbs silences,

nor clashes against unspoken words.

To be too much is to burden the air,

to fill spaces with a voice that finds no echo.

To be there where no one expects to see you,

to overwhelm conversations, friends, and others,

where glances pause but no longer feel your essence.

Better to hide behind the pages of a forgotten day,
leaving a void filled with tender thoughts.

An emptiness that becomes a place for breath, for peace,
a lack teaching the heart how to yearn softly.

If such a thing exists, it is a noble absence,

a presence missed yet deeply cherished.

In absence, you are the echo left after music fades,
silent but still necessary.

You are an empty space speaking without words,

a place where memory blooms like flowers in stone,

a simple adoration awaiting someone's return.
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ESHTE ME MIRE TE MUNGOSH, SE SA TE JESH I TEPERT

Eshté mé miré t& mungosh, t& jesh njé fjalé e munguar,
sesa njé prani qé peshon mé shumé se e mjaftueshmja.
T& jesh njé kujtim g€ zgjat mé shumé se njé frymémarrje,
por gé nuk léndon, nuk pérdel temave

nuk pérplaset né fjalé t&€ pashprehura.

TE jesh i tepért, &shté t€ lodhésh ajrin,

t& mbushésh hapésirat me njé z€ g€ s’gjen jehoné.
Eshté t& jesh atje, ku askush nuk pret té té shohg,
U tepron bisedave, miqve dhe t€ tjeréve

ku shikimet ndalen, por nuk t& ndiejné mé.

ME miré t€ jesh i fshehur pas fletéve t€ njé dite t€ harresés,
t€ 1€sh njé boshllék q&€ mbushet me mendime t€ buta.

Njé zbrazétiré qé béhet vend pér frymé, pér paqe,

njé munges€ q€ méson zemreén si t€ kérkojé me mall.

nése ka dikund, kjo éshté mungesé fantastike, mungesé fisnike.

Né mungesé, je si tingulli g¢ mbetet pas njé muzike,
i heshtur, por ende i nevojshém.

Je njé vend i zbrazét qé flet pa fjalé,

njé vend ku kujtimi rritet si njé lule né gur.

Thjeshté, adhurim qé t€ pret dikush.
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Because it is better to be absent,
to be a breathing absence, gentle and light,

than to become a heavy shadow,

following every step, every attempt to escape.

If you seek a truer self,
better to be an untold story,
a blank page amidst the chaos of words,

than to be a presence too much,

leaving no room for breath or light to rest in peace.

New York, November 17, 2022
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Sepse &shté mé miré t€ mungosh,

t€ jesh njé mungesé g€ frymon lehté,

se sa t€ béhesh njé hije e réndg,

qé ndjek ¢do hap, ¢do pérpjekje pér té ikur.

po e deshe njé vete pér sé€ mbari.

ME miré t€ jesh njé histori e pa théné,

njé fage e bardhé né mes t€ rrémujés sé fjaléve.

Se sa t€ jesh njé prani e tepruar,

qé as frymén, as dritén, s’i I€ t€ jetojné t& geta.

New Yourk 17 néntor 2022
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I DO NOT WELCOME DOUBT

I do not welcome doubt.

Life calls me to guard my hopes.

I feel the weight of silence,

my heart collides with the darkness,
braving its way through courage

like waves searching for their shore.

Doubt in hope is a kind of exile,

and I refuse to wander away from myself.
I will not go to that mystic realm,

where dreams tangle with shadows,

where spirits speak in unclear tongues.

I will not trust dilemmas,
even if they seem fantastical.
Yet, from the strength doubt brings, yes—

from the paths lost between truth and untruth,

from transcending myself without leaving a trace.
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NUK E DUA DYSHIMIN,

Nuk e dua dyshimin,

Jeta mé thérret pér t’i ruajtur shpresat.
Ndjej peshén e heshtjes,

Zemra pérplaset me errésirén,

1 bije trup e térthorazi guximit

Si dallgé gé kérkon bregun e vet.

Dyshimi né shpresim &shté njé lloj ekzili,
Ndérsa uné nuk dua té€ largohem nga vetja.
S’dua té shkoj n€ até ané mistike,

Ku éndrrat ngatérrohen me hijet,

E ku shpirtrat flasin me gjuhé té paqarta.

Nuk dua t’u besoj dilemmave qofshin ato edhe fantastike,
Ama nga forca g€ dyshimi sjell po.
Nga rruga e humbur mes t€ vértetave dhe t€ pavértetave,

Nga kapércimi i vetvetes pa shénja kujtese.
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I wish to be everywhere and always,

in this fragile moment between light and dark,
to hear silence clash with murmuring voices,
to feel the earth’s pulse beneath my feet,

and savor the universe’s breath,

dripping like dew on the lashes of a new day.

When courage comes,

it will find me ready for life,

counting the blessings yet to arrive,

living the moments nearly erased.

And for a heartbeat, I will say:

"T am a believer; I have shattered doubt’s teeth."

Salem, Massachusetts, USA, November 18, 2022
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Dua té jem kudo dhe kurdo,

NE kété cast t€ brishté ndérmjet drités dhe terrés,

T i dégjoj pérplasjet e heshtjes népér zéra gumzhues,
T& ndjej pulsimin e tokés nén kémbeg,

E ta shijoj frymémarrjen e universit,

Qg pikon si vesé mbi gerpikét e dités.

Ndérsa guximi kur té vijé,

Do t€ mé gjejé t€ gatshém jeta,

Duke numéruar t&€ mirat g€ ende s’erdhén,
Duke jetuar castet gati sa s’u zhdukén.

E pér njé grimé, uné do té them:

"Jam shpresimtar, i kam thyer dhémét dyshimit."

Salem, Massachusec, ShBA 18 Néntor 2022
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YOU SHALL REMAIN WISE

(For Adem Shkreli)

You shall remain wise in the memory of the language,
You, the Shkreli of the Shkrel highlands,

a stone-strong word, a voice of gold.

At the blade of thought, where the spirit ignites,

your verses burn like fire at the threshold.

Born and raised in wisdom,

the essence of Shkreli flows in your hope’s core,
wandering across chasms where only sound dares tread,
awakening worlds, trembling with truth.

Wise you remain, a rose blooming in the wind.

The first joy of Ujkan Shkreli,

in endless fields where silence flares,

you stood carved as a living statue, unwavering.
With a pen as your soul, swearing to the stars,

you remain wise, in every heart and night’s threshold.

From this day forward, once again, you’re with Azem,
your brother, waiting all these years in eternity.

Every verse of yours, a prayer for the homeland,

for Shkrel’s land and love, bound to the earth.
Immortal in the flow of time,

from today and beyond eternity.
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DO TE MBETESH URTAK

Pér Adem Shkrelin

Do e mbetesh urtak, n€ kujtesén e gjuhés,

Ti Shkreliani i Shkreléve, fjalé e gurté dhe z€ i arté,
NE teh t€ mendimit, ku shpirti zgjohet prush,

Mes vargjesh té pérvéluara, si zjarr e prag.

Linde dhe u rrite urtak.

Frymé e Ashtes Shkrelit né brendésiné e shpresés,
Ecejake mbi honet ku ecén vetém zéri,

Q¢ ngjallte botén, g€ dridhej prej té vértetés,

Ti, urtak, né ¢do kohé je tréndafil n€ eré.

Ti gézimi i par€ i Ujkan Shkrelit.

NE fushén e paané, ku heshtja flakéron,

Ti u gdhende si statujé, e gjallg, pa luhatje,

Me penén si shpirt g€ né yje bén betim,

Do mbetesh urtak, né ¢cdo zemér e prag té natés.
Prej sot e tutje, serish jeni bashké me Azemin,

Yt vélla gé té priti kaq vite né pérjetési.

Cdo varg yt njé lutje pér atdheun, pér arein e shkreléve,

Pér dashuriné qé me tokén €shté ngjitur,
I pavdekshém je né rrjedhén e kétij moti,
Prej sot e tutje né pérjketési.

Dhe urtésia jote, kurré s’do t& shkulet nga froni.
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Your wisdom will never be uprooted from its throne.
You shall remain wise, eternal among your people.
Your words, keys to the doors of the soul,

and whoever reads finds themselves within,

under the shelter of your speech,

as beneath a brightly lit sky.

Rest now, rest from the fragile years,

and bid your dreams farewell.

Prishtina, September 27, 2022
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Do mbetesh urtak, i pérjetshém ndér njerézit tu,
Fjalét e tua, celés pér dyer té shpirtit,

Dhe secili g€ lexon, aty veten e gjen,

Nén hijen e fjalimit ténd, si nén njé qiell t& ndritur.

Pusho, pusho nga lodhja e viteve t& brishta

Dhe thuaju éndérrave miréupqfshim.

Prishtiné me 27 Shtator 2022
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IN THE BEGINNING, THERE WAS SILENCE

I climbed the peak of imagination,
Where thoughts wander nameless, without address,
Where the last light kisses the night’s darkness,

And silence becomes the witness of secrecy.

A voiceless stretch spreads in my memory,
‘Where dreams break to be reborn,
Until words shatter themselves, and time slips over memory

Like sand beneath a runner’s feet.

Then silence shatters; the word speaks.
There, truth sleeps with fear,

Stripped of heavy garments of words,
Until awakening resembles a gentle strike,

Shaping the unthought.

This is my opportunity.

Time’s steps tremble under the weight of the past;

Each second fractures tomorrow into fragments,

As I lean patience against the greying walls of a season,
Of a time that no longer recognizes seasons.

It no longer recognizes itself.
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NE FILLIMIN ISHTE HESHTJA

U ngjita n€ maje t&€ imagjinatés,
aty ku mendimet enden pa emér, pa adresé
ku drita e fundit puth errésirén e natés

dhe heshtja béhet déshmitare e fshehtésisé.

Njé shtrirje pa z€ shtrihet n€ kujtesén time,

aty ku éndrrat prishen pér t€ lindur pérséri,

derisa fjala thyen vetveten dhe koha rréshget mbi kujtesén
si réra nén kémét e vrapuesit.

Pastaj prishet heshtja, ligjeron fjala.

Atje, e vérteta flen me frikén,

e zhveshur nga veshjet e fjaléve té rénda,
derisa zgjimi t'i ngjajé njé goditje t€ buté,
gé i jep formé t& pamenduarés.

Kjo éshté mundésia ime.

Hapat e kohés dridhen nén peshén e t€ shkuarés,

¢do sekondé thyen t€ nesérmen né fragmente,

teksa uné mbéshteta durimin né€ muret e thinjura t€ njé stine
t€ njé kohe q€ nuk i njeh mé stinét.

Nuk e njeh mé as vetén.
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I rested in a troubled thought,
Where hopes dangle like untainted fruits,
Until the past becomes the pillow of a new inspiration.

I wake with dawn, which now holds no regrets.

At night, autumn swells with the Moon’s echo,
Thoughts drift like ships without sails,

Desires embark on a one-way journey

Across seas of a love that knows no rest.

Its helm rests in my hands.

I wait for the globe of silences to reverse,

Where every event is a reappearance of my first sitting,

And where sleep never again resembles waking.

132



Pushova né njé mendim té trazuar,
aty ku shpresat varen si fryte t& pakorruptuara,
derisa e kaluara t€ béhet jasték i njé frymézimi té ri.

Zgjohem bashké me agimin g€ s'ka mé pendim.

Natén, vjeshta fryhet nga jehona e Hénés,
mendimet lundrojné si anije pa vela,
déshirat nisin njé udhétim pa kthim

né detet e njé dashurie g€ nuk di t€ pushojé.

Timonin e saj e mbaj né duar.

Pres t€ praptohet rruzulli i heshtjeve,
ku ¢do ngjarje €shté njé rishfagje e uljes sime té paré,

e ku fjetjet s’ngjajné mé kurré me zgjuarjet.
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YOU AND ME, IN THE SILENCE OF TIMELESSNESS

I want to tell you something, but not with words,
nor with familiar sounds.

From the depths of my soul, thoughts emerge,
pure, impulsive,

somewhere between light and shadow,

like lost steps of another world,

one I feel but cannot touch.

My words are fragments,

less than the sum of any word, sentence, or dialogue,
a language never spoken,

never written, never heard.

But perhaps it exists, somewhere,

perhaps between you and me,

where life runs and tires, catching its breath.

Every conversation starts from a beginning,

but ours starts beyond,

within the depths of a timeless alphabet,

an island for those untouched by time.

Unspoken words reach the shores of my thoughts,
echoing in the chambers of my soul,

crossing the borders of the mind,

the limits of possibilities.
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TI DHE UNE, NE HESHTJE TE PAKOHES

Do té té them dicka, por jo me z¢,

as fjalé t€ njohura.

Nga thellésité e shpirtit mendimet mé dalin
té pastra, t&¢ hovshme

diku mes drités dhe hijes,

si hapat e humbur t€ njé bote tjetér,

qé e ndjej, por nuk e prek dot.

Fjalét e mia jané fragmente,

meé pak se pakti i ¢cdo fjale, fjalie, apo bisede
njé gjuhé qé s’ka gené asnjéheré e thénge,

e shkruar, e as e dégjuar.

Por ndoshta gjendet, diku

ndoshta mes meje dhe teje,

aty ku jeta vrapon dhe lodhet e mbushet frymé.

Cdo komunikim nis nga njé fillim,
por kjo joné nis nga pértej,

nga brendésia e paalfabetit té njé kohe,

njé ishulli g¢ mban ata qé€ nuk duan t’i z&ré€ koha.

Fjalé t& papérfolura mé viné né breg t&€ mendimeve,

béjné jehoné né pika té shpirtit,
derisa kapércejné kufirin e mendjes.

Kufirin e mundésive.
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I hide these thoughts from eyes,

from ears craving noise.

Thus, they remain hidden, wrapped

in what can never be revealed.

Some understand the languages without sound,
untouched by time.

We speak them unknowingly,

while meanings confuse us,

entangling us in a game without rules.

Perhaps that’s how they were meant to be,

arranged according to possibility.

When the game ends, everyone accepts silence.

Some feel the loss,

others claim victory,

though the opposite might have occurred.
Yet both remain in the same enigma,

in the silence of timelessness.

New York, 16 November 2022
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I fsheh kéto mendime nga syté,
prej veshéve g€ vetém zhurmime duan.
Késhtu, ato mbesin té fshehta, t¢ mbéshtjella

né até g€ s’shfaget kurré.

Dikush mé mir€ i njeh gjuhét qé nuk tingéllojné,
gé s’i peshon koha.

s’i peshon as pakohésia.

Ne flasim me to pa e ditur,

ndérsa kuptimet na ngatérrojné,

na mbéshtjellin né njé lojé pa rregulla.

Késhtu, mbase jané rregulluar, sipas mundésisé.

E kur loja mbaron, t€ gjithé e pranojmé njé heshtje.
Dikush e ndien humbjen,

dikush merr fitoren,

anipse edhe e kundérta mund t€ kishte ndodhur,
por t€ dy mbetemi né t€ njéjtén enigmé.

NE& heshtjen e pakohés.

New York, 16 November 2022
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BEFORE I WRITE

Before I write,

I must find the silence that outlives noise,

where words are born voiceless, and thoughts pulse like distant stars.
I need no mirrors or hollow reflections,

no surface that merely shines.

My writing seeks the depths that shatter the edges of infinity,
where words take their first breath.

How can I call myself a poet

if my silence is not rooted in the soil of thoughts,

in the earth of the unknown?

I cannot write with yesterday’s dreams;

they are fragments of a forgotten past.

Once,

on a pale winter morning,

when the wind thrashed branches like angry words,
I pondered the things that remain,

the indelible marks of life.

It’s not always the grand events that shape history,

but the small moments,

where silence gives voice to itself.
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PARA SE TE SHKRUAJ

Para se té shkruaj,
duhet t€ gjej heshtjen q€ i mbijeton zhurmés,

aty ku fjala lind pa z&, dhe mendimi pulson si njé yll i largét.

Nuk mé duhen pasqyra as reflektime t€ zbrazéta,
as pamje q¢€ shkélqejné sipérfagshém.
Shkrimi im kérkon ato thellési qé thyejné skajet e pafundésisé,

atje ku fjalét marrin frymé pér heré t€ paré.

Si té thirrem poet,

nése heshtja ime nuk ka rrénjé né tokén e mendimeve
né token e t&€ panjohurés?

Nuk mund t€ shkruaj me éndrrat e djeshme;

ato jan€ veg fragmente t€ njé t&€ shkuare té harruar.

Dikur,

né njé méngjes t€ zbehté dimri,

kur era pérplaste degét si fjalé t&€ zeméruara,

mendova pér gjérat q¢é mbesin,

pér shenjat e pashlyeshme té jetés.

Nuk jané gjithmoné ngjarjet madhéshtore ato qé béjné historing,
por momentet e vogla,

ku heshtja i jep z€ vetes.

139



Look at me now,
a blank page before me,
where every unwritten word bears its weight.

I cannot ignore what unfolds before my eyes,

as morning light weaves a new breath into poetry.

Your absent gaze, like an unwritten farewell,
reminds me that every line holds a hidden story,

moving between us like a journey without return.

And when I finish,

the word becomes silence, and silence,
another chapter.

Time leads time,

as [ lose myself in poetry that writes itself,
and lives for you,

rippling into eternity.

Barcelona, 24 March 2023
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Meé shih tani,

me njé fleté t&€ bardhé para,

aty ku c¢do fjalé qé s'éshté shkruar rri né peshén e saj.
Nuk e mbaj dot larg até q€ ndodh para syve,

kur drita e méngjesit i thur poezisé njé frymé té re.

Shikimi yt i humbur si njé pérshéndetje e pashkruar,
meé kujton se ¢do varg ka njé histori t€ fshehur,

qé 1éviz ndérmjet nesh si njé udhétim pa kthim.

Dhe kur pérfundoj,

fjala béhet heshtje, e heshtja,

njé kapitull tjetér.

Koha i prin€ kohés,

ndérsa uné mbetem i pérhumbur né poeziné qé shkruhet veté,
e jeton pér ty,

valévitet deri né pafundési.

Barceloné me 24 Mars 2023
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ENDLESS TIME

I wait for you, in the space between seconds,
where time is but a memory of timelessness.
The waiting has no end, no beginning

to be seen.

It is a circle that closes, yet has no exit.

I find you in unseen skies,
where stars are unwritten words.
I seek you in the silence of frozen mornings,

where hope and light clash like uncertain waves.

We walk together on the roads of fate’s divide,
leaving traces the wind erases.
Thus, thought waits for itself,

as memory belongs to another.

Forever I wait for you. Unarrived.

I can no longer speak,

for words have grown weary of their own weight.
It’s enough that I’ve reached the edge of truth,

where life returns, and you pass as a shadow of eternity.

Benidorm, Spain, 21 March 2023
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KOHE E PAFUNDME

Po t€ pres, né hapésirén midis sekondave,

aty ku koha éshté njé kujtim i pakohés.

Pritja s’ka fund, as fillim
qé ta shohésh.

Eshté njé rreth q¢ mbyllet, por gé s'ka dalje.

TE gjej né qiej té& padukshém,
ku yjet jané fjalé t&€ pashkruara.
Té kérkoj né heshtjen e méngjeseve t& ngrira,

atje, ku shpresa dhe drita pérplasen si valé té pasigurta.

Ne ecim bashké né rrugé té ndarjes sé fatit,
duke 1éné gjurmé qé era i fsheh.
Késhtu pret mendimi vetveten,

kur kujtimi i pérket njé tjetri.

Pérgjithmoné po t€ pres. E paardhur

Nuk mund té flas mé,

sepse fjalét u lodhén nga pesha e vet.

Mjafton qé kam arritur né njé cep t€ sé vértetés,

aty ku kthehet jeta, dhe ti kalon si hije e pérjetésisé.

Benidorm, Spanjé 21 mars 2023
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SOMEWHERE NEAR NOWHERE

It’s enough that I am somewhere,

in the space between two breaths,

where silence comes to life and stillness speaks.
I live there, in a corner of the day unknown,
where my shadow stretches nameless,

and thought, like a second shadow, embraces solitude.

I find myself in unwritten memories,
where voices are shadows and footsteps are ancient echoes.
Time, deceitful as ever, slips through my fingers like sand,

and I accept that my absence is my presence.

Once, when the wind carried your name,
it was enough to know,

to feel a light hidden in the curve of every evening.

No more questions remain.
Everything I sought

was in the first glance of a feeling that never dies.

It’s enough that you are somewhere, and thus, so am I.

Somewhere near nowhere, or

in a nowhere close to somewhere.

La Valetta, Malta, September 2023
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DIKUND PRANE ASKUNDIT

Mjafton gé jam diku,
né njé hapésiré mes dy frymémarrjesh,

ku getésia merr jeté dhe heshtja flet.

Jetoj aty, né njé cep té dités q€ nuk njihet,
atje ku hija ime shtrihet pa emér,

dhe mendimi, si hije e dyté, e pérqafon vetming.

E gjej veten né kujtime q€ s’jané shkruar,
andej ku zérat jané hije dhe hapat jané jehona té vjetra.
Koha, e pabesé si gjithnjé, mé rréshqet si réré nga gisht:

dhe pranoj se mungesa ime €shté prezenca ime.

Dikur, kur era sjell emrin ténd,
béhet e mjaftueshme t€ di,

t€ ndjej njé drité qé fshihet n€ kthesén e ¢do mbrémjeje

Nuk ka mé pyetje.

Gjithcka qé kérkoja

mbeti né shikimin e paré€ t€ njé ndjenje qé nuk vdes.
Mjafton gé je diku, dhe késhtu jam edhe uné.

Diku prané askundit, apo

né njé askund afér dukundit.

La Valeta, Malté Shtator 2023

at,
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AN UNCHANGING PORTRAIT IN THE SILENCE OF THE SOUL

(To my aunt, Shore, in eternity)

In the silence of time that flowed without return,
you, my aunt, departed,

with quiet steps beneath the weight of the unsaid.
The words you taught me — deeper than the ocean —
remain carved into the stone of memory,

from when the world stood still,

when breath ceased,

and thoughts were a rainbow hidden

behind the curtains of care.

I search for you in whispers of light,
where words become prayer,
where memory is a green leaf

that never falls from the branches of the soul.

Dramatic times surrounded us,

as I grew and you aged,

silent moments made us think

that freedom was just a forbidden dream.

But you, in that unreachable distance,

knew this world held more than it seemed.

I know, you knew

that pain is but a wave breaking on the shore,

and the life you left behind is the sea that remains,

a sea of goodness you left us.

146



PORTRET I PANDRYSHUAR NE QETESINE E SHPIRTIT

(Halles time, Shores né amshim)

NEé kohén e heshtjes ¢ rrodhi pa kthim,

ti, halla ime, ike,

me hapa t€ geté, nén peshén e asaj g€ s’thuhet.
Fjalét g¢ mé mésove — mé t€ thella se ogeani,
mbetén t€ skalitura né gurin e kujtesés,

né kohén kur bota rrinte e ngriré€,

kur fryma ndalej,

dhe mendimet ishin njé ylber i mbyllur

me perdet e kujdesés.

Té kérkoj né péshpéritjet e drités,
atje ku fjala béhet lutje,
ku kujtimi éshté njé gjethe e gjelbér

qé nuk bie kurré nga degét e shpirtit.

Kohé dramatike na rrethuan,

derisa uné po rritésha, e ti plakeshe

caste t€ heshtura g€ na béné t€ mendojmé,

se liria ishte ve¢ njé éndérr e ndaluar.

Por ti, n€ até largési té pakapshme,

e dije se kjo boté ka mé shumé se kaq.

E di, ti e dije,

se dhimbja €shté vetém njé valé qé thyen bregun,
se jeta g€ le pas €shté deti g€ mbetet.

Deté mirésité tua qé le.
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I am not afraid of sorrow,

nor of the silence that speaks of you,
for within it lies your gentle voice,
the voice that taught me to believe,

to see beyond what is lost.

My dear aunt,

you have become a speck of light,

a stone holding the temple of my words,
a breath that fills me,

when the days are long

and the nights ask me about you.

Rest in peace, steadfast as the stone of memory,
for us who dream,

for us who continue to call your name,

in the honor of a noble soul that never fades.

Rest in peace, dear aunt.

June 2021, Dukaj-Prishtina
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Nuk mé tremb hidhérimi,

as heshtja q¢ mé flet pér ty,

sepse brenda saj ka zérin ténd té buté,
até z€ g€ mé mésonte t€ besoj,

t& shoh pértej asaj q¢ humbim.

Halla ime e dashur,

ti je béré njé grimé drite,

njé gur g€ mban tempullin e fjaléve t€ mia,
njé frymé g€ mé mbush,

kur dita éshté e gjaté

dhe netét mé pyesin pér ty.

Pusho e geté, e forté si guri i kujtimit,
pér ne g€ éndérrojmé,

pér ne g€ vazhdojmé t€ té thérrasim

né emrin e njé fisnike q€ s'mbyllet kurré.

Pusho né paqe, hall¢ e dashur.

Qershor 2021, Dukaj- Prishtiné
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THE PATH LEADING TO MEANING

The meaning of living remains
a mystery paving our steps, a journey without a compass,
with an unquenchable dream; each of us begins,

yet no one knows how to arrive.

Such a light, so distant,
calls us to seek answers,
like the wind searching for invisible roots,

like a road that stretches but never ends.

There, among hesitant steps,
we encounter love, hidden like stars that shine without knowing why,

and we love it, but where is the road that leads to meaning?

Love is a question without an answer,

the wise exhaust themselves trying to grasp it with formulas,
with verses and poetry,

but one thing is certain — it, the origin,

remains an enigma for all time.
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KA I BIJE RRUGA Qi CON TE KUPTIMI

Kuptimi i t€ jetuarit mbetet,
mister q€ i hap rrugé hapave tané, udhétim pa busull,
me éndérr t€ pashuar, secili niset,

por asnjéri s'di t€ mbérrijé.

Njé drité e till€, aq e largét,
na thérret t& gjejmé pérgjigje,
si era q€ kérkon rrénjé té padukshme,

si rrugé qé shtrihet, por kurré s’pérfundon.

Aty, mes hapave t€ pavendosur,
na del dashuria, e fsheht€ si yjet qé shkélgejné pa e ditur pérse,

e ne e duam até, por nga i bie rruga g€ ¢on te kuptimi?

Dashuria éshté pyetje pa pérgjigje,

te mencurit lodhen ta kapin me formula,
me vargje e poezi,

por njé gjé dihet — ajo, origjina,

mbetet enigmé pér t€ gjitha kohét.
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The path begins in the silence of the soul,
from promises life makes but never speaks aloud.
Where gazes embrace, where footsteps halt,

is the beginning of an endless story.

When we tread the path of doubts,
and time challenges us to stop,

only love dares to guide us,

leading us back to Him who gave it,

to Him who knows its beginning.

Thus, on this long road,

where every turn is a mystery,

and every step — a new hope,

it is love that gives us direction,
and its meaning, like a hidden star,

remains with Him, who knows.

Manhattan, November 2022
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Rruga nis nga heshtja e shpirtit,
nga premtimet q€ jeta i bén por s’i thoté me z&.
Aty ku pérqafon shikimi, ku ndalen hapat,

éshté fillimi i njé historie pa fund.

Kur ecim mbi shtegun e dyshimeve,
dhe koha na sfidon té ndalemi,
veg dashuria ka guximin t€ na udhéheqg,

pér t'u kthyer tek Ai gé e fali, tek Ai g€ ia di zanafillén.

Ndaj, né kété rrugé té gjate,

ku ¢do kthesé €shté mister

e ¢do hap — njé shpresé e re,

éshté dashuria ajo g€ na jep drejtim,
e kuptimi i saj, si njé yll i fshehur,

mbetet tek Ai, g€ e di.

Manhatan, Néntor 2022
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WHERE DOES THIS HAZE ORIGINATE

Where does the road lead to meaning,
through the twists of thought,
where steps pause to question if the path taken

was true and correct?

One day, I understood
that every step is a hidden love,

a sweet awakening that reveals neither its origin nor its destination.

Its origin is a mystery,
like the air we breathe without seeing,

like a voice arriving without knowing which lips it departed from.

Love moves through us,
a feeling untethered by time or place;

it is eternity sleeping and waking.

When the wise wrote of it in books and poetry,

they tried to grasp it, but it only laughed and vanished.

Amid every season,
within every unspoken sentence,
it is there,

waiting for us to recognize it without expectations.
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NGA E KA ORIGJINEN KJO AMULLI

Ka i bijé rruga q€ qon te kuptimi,
népér kthesa té mendimeve,
ku hapat ndalen pér t€ pyetur nése ecja ka qené drejt

e sakté.

E kuptova njé dité
se ¢do hap éshté njé dashuri e fshehur,

njé zgjim i émbél gé nuk thoté se nga vjen as ku shkon.

Origjina e saj &shté mister,
si ajri q€ e thithim pa e paré,

si z&€ri g€ vjen e nuk di nga cila gojé ka dalur.

Dashuria léviz pérmes nesh,
njé ndjenjé q€ s’mund t€ lidhet as me kohé,

as me ndonjé vend; &shté pérjetési q€ fle dhe zgjohet

Kur t€ mencurit e shkruan né libra e poezi,

u pérpogeén ta kapnin por ajo vec geshi, u zhduk.

Né mes té€ ¢do stine,
mes cdo fjalie té pathéné,
ajo Eshté aty,

duke pritur g€ ta njohim pa pretendime.
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For the path leading to this haze is neither straight
nor winding, nor paved;
it is a fragile trail between soul and breath,

when you cannot find yourself.

Love,
then, is God’s gift,

its origin untouchable, eternal.

>

Only it knows where it came from and where it goes.

Dubrovnik, July 2024
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Se rruga g€ qon te kjo amulli nuk éshté as e drejté,

as e lakuar, as e shtruar,
por €shté njé shteg i brishté mes shpirtit dhe frymés,

kur se gjené dot vetén.

Dashuria,
pra, €shté dhurata e Zotit,
origjina e saj e paprekur, e pérjetshme,

vetém ajo e di nga ka ardhur dhe ku shkon.

Dubrovnik, Korrik 2024
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THE PATH OF THE UNKNOWN

In vain, I search for secrets in the shadows of noisy thoughts,
where words become shadows of themselves,

and silence weighs heavier than sound.

Meaning slips through my hands like the water of a restless river;
I feel it fleeing, defying time,

yet still, I remain here, searching.

With every step I take,

a new discovery; with every breath,
another light ignites.

Is this the end of the mystery,

or the beginning of another unknown path?

The truths I’ve grasped seemed like scattered fragments,
never whole, never certain,

but alive, shifting, and inexhaustible.

One day,
perhaps, when thought frees itself from its chains,
I will clearly see life’s face,

not as an end but as a beginning.
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SHTEGU I TE PANJOHURAVE

ME kot e kérkoj té fshehtén né hijet e mendimeve t&€ zhurmshme,

aty ku fjala béhet hije e vetvetes dhe heshtja peshon mé réndé se zéri.

Kuptimi rréshqet ndér duar si uji i njé lumi g€ s’ndalon,
e ndjej t€ iké, t& mposhté kohén,

por prapé mbetem kétu, duke kérkuar.

NEé ¢do hap gé béj,

njé zbulim i ri, n€ ¢do frymé,
njé drité tjetér ndizet.

A &shté ky fundi i misterit apo

fillimi i njé tjetér shtegu t€ panjohur?

TE vértetat g€ i kam kuptuar mé jan€ dukur gjysma t€ hutuara,
kurr€ té plota, kurré€ t€ sigurta,

por t& gjalla, t& 1évizshme, t€ pashtershme.

Njé dité,
ndoshta, kur mendimi t€ lirohet nga zinxhirét e vet,
do e shoh qartazi fytyrén e jetés,

jo si pérfundim, por si fillim.
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For life is a long tale,
where waking and dreaming entwine,
where dreams carve their own paths,

and revelations continue ceaselessly.

Thus, I walk my paths,
with questions left unanswered,

yet with a curious faith that every step brings me closer.

Revelation is the journey itself,

and there is no end to halt me,

only the quiet flow that persists,

like a song that never concludes.

Brussels, June 12, 2023
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Se jeta &shté njé pérrallé e gjate,
ku zgjimi dhe gjumi ngatérrohen,
ku éndrrat i marrin rrugét e tyre dhe zbulimet

vazhdojné pa u ndalur.

Késhtu uné ec népér rrugét e mia,
me pyetje q¢ mbeten pa pérgjigje,

por me njé besim t& ¢uditshém se ¢do hap mé afron mé prané.

Zbulesa éshté veté udhétimi,

dhe s’ka fund g€ t€ mé ndalg,

veg rrjedha qé vazhdon né heshtje,

si njé kéngé qé€ asnjéheré s’pérfundon.

Bruksel me 12 Qershor 2023
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THE JOURNEY OF TRUTH

In vain, I chase the secret in the shadows of noisy thoughts,
where words strive to become meaning,

while silence bears the weight of the unspoken.

Events slip like the waters of a river,
flowing yet never stopping.
I feel them receding, challenging time,

yet still, I persist in my search.

Truth journeys far.

Every step—a new discovery;
every breath—a hidden light.
Is this the end of the mystery,

or the beginning of an endless path?

The truths I’ve struggled to understand
seem like wavering, unseen fragments,
incomplete words, alive and elusive,

hiding from both eye and mind.

One day,
perhaps, when thought frees itself from its chains,
I will see life’s face clearly,

not as an end but as an origin.
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UDHETIMI I SE VERTETES

Kot e ndjek té fshehtén népér hijet e mendimeve t€ zhurmshme,
andej ku fjala kérkon t€ béhet kuptim,

ndérsa heshtja mbart peshén e s€ pathénés mbi supe.

Ngjarja rréshqet si ujé i lumit,
rrjedh, por kurré nuk ndalet.

E ndiej t€ largohet, té sfidojé kohén,
por prapé mbetem duke kérkuar

e vérteta udhéton largé.

Cdo hap — njé zbulim i ri,
Cdo frymé — njé drité e fshehur.

A &shté ky fundi i misterit, apo fillimi i njé shtegu t&€ pafund?

Té vértetat e kuptuara me mund,
mé jané dukur si lékundura e tépadukshmeve,

si fjalé t€ paplota, t€ gjalla, q€ i fshihen syrit dhe mendjes.

Njé dite,
ndoshta, kur mendimi liron veten nga prangat e tij,
do té shoh qarté fytyrén e jetés,

jo si fund, por si zanafillg.
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For life is an infinite tale,

or an end without a beginning,

where waking and dreaming merge into one,
where dreams follow their own roads,

and discoveries never cease.

I walk my paths with unanswered questions,

yet with an unshakable belief

that each step brings me closer to life’s meaning.

The journey itself is truth incarnate,

and no end can halt the road,

only the ceaseless flow,

like an unfinished melody, as life continues

weaving the threads of meaning.

Prishtina, November 18, 2024
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Se jeta &shté njé rréfim i pafund,

ose njé fund qé s’ka fillim

ku zgjimi dhe gjumi shkrihen né njé vend,
ku éndrrat ndjekin udhét e tyre,

dhe zbulimet nuk pushojné kurré.

Ec népér rrugét e mia me pyetje pa pérgjigje té prera,
por me njé besim t&€ pathyeshém

se ¢do hap mé afron me kuptimin e jeté.

Udhétimi éshté veté e vérteta laike,

e nuk ka fund qé ta ndalé rrugén,

vegse rrjedha e pandalshme,

si njé melodi e pambaruar, jeta vazhdon

té thur€ shtigjet e kuptimeve.

Prishtiné me 18 Néntor 2024
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COMING EARLIER OR LEAVING

I carry within me fear and hope,
with every step I take, every rise and fall,
in every day that dawns, I feel

how time melts and consumes man alone.

My path is paved with difficulty,

with ancient courage and newfound fear,
up to where faith revives

like an explosion of light, only to fade
with every choice that turns

into an uncertain road.

I try to find meaning in the space

of every movement,

but nowhere do I see words that heal,
only traces of time that slips away

and never returns.

11
In my heart, I hold distant memories,
bearing the weight of a life

that vanishes without leaving a mark.
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Mi HERET PO VIJNE, APO SHKOJNE

Barta né shpirt frikén dhe shpresén,

né ¢cdo hap qé marr, n€ ¢do ngritje e rénie,
né ¢do dité q€ zbardh, e ndjej

si ve¢ njeriu shkrin dhe pihet nga koha.
E kam udhén e shtruar me veshtirési,
me guxim t€ vjetér dhe friké té re,

deri aty ku besimi ngjallet

si shpérthim drite, vetém pér t’u fshiré
né c¢do zgjedhje qé shndérrohet

né udhé té paqarté.

Pérpigem t€ gjej kuptim né hapésirén

e ¢do lévizjeje,

po askund nuk shoh fjalé qé shérojné,
vetém shenja t€ kohés qé ikén

po s’kané kthim.

I

Né zemér mbaj kujtimet e larguara,
me gjithé ngarkesén e njé jete

qé ikén pa 1éné gjurmé.

Ndérsa lundroj né mendime,

njé hap, njé kthesé, njé shikim

dhe kohét pérsériten.

Krejt ¢cka po vijné, po shkojné,
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As I navigate my thoughts,
one step, one turn, one glance,

and time repeats itself.

All that comes, departs,
like a current whose destination is unknown,
and we continue

seeking a warm future.

Nothing is certain,

not love, not trust.

Only courage remains

as a sign of salvation

for those who wish to believe

that the sun sometimes follows the rain.

I

Everything passes, but we remain,
with love that we feel like a flag,
but which, in the end, rises only

when the winds of parting blow.

And just as one door closes,
another opens.

A path that takes us and leaves us
with no other option

but to follow roads

that lead us far away.
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si njé rrymé g€ nuk dihet ku t€ con,

dhe ne vazhdojmé

né kérkim t€ ndonjé té ardhmeje t€ ngrohté.

Nuk ka asgjé té sigurt,
as dashuri, as besim.
Vetém guximi mbetet
si shenjé e shpétimit,

pér ata q€ duan t€ besojné

qé ndonjéheré ka diell pas shiut.

I

Tg gjitha ikin, po ne mbetemi,

me dashuriné qé ndiejmé si flamur,

por gé, né fund, ngrihet vetém
kur fryn era e ndarjes.

Dhe ashtu si¢ mbyllet dera,
hapet njé tjetér.

Njé udhé g€ na merr e na 1&
pa na 1éné mundési tjetér
pérvecse t€ ndjekim rrugét

gé na ¢ojné larg.

Mund té ndodhin shkatérrime,
por jeta vazhdon té€ rrjedhé

pa pyetur pér asgjé.

Né ¢do kthesé, né ¢do ndalesé,
njé 1évizje e thjeshté qé thoté:
Edhe mé shumé friké,

edhe mé shumé guxim.

169



Disasters may come,
but life flows on

without asking for anything.

At every turn, in every pause,
a simple motion declares:
Even more fear,

€ven more courage.

For every beginning,
there is an end that always

moves further on.
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Pér ¢do fillim,
ka njé fund qé gjithmoné

do té shkojé tutje.
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TRUST DESIRE, DARE

The courage to trust desire,
like a flight that takes off without hearing

the grip of fear.

A step that moves forward

to escape the confines of every idea,
where feeling is but a deep sound
that makes hearts beat

to a forbidden rhythm.

In every process, feeling is the courage
to believe, even when the mind cannot

see the light of arrival.

And so, you remain
a step away from yourself, a step away
from the eternity of the soul seeking to emerge

to declare its truth.

Otherwise, it emigrates far from itself,
into an undefined darkness,

where no one can find it.



BESOJ DESHIRES, GUXO

Guximi pér t’i besuar déshirés,

si njé fluturim g€ niset pa e dégjuar
shtréngimin e frikés.

Njé hap qé 1€viz pérpara

pér té dalé nga rrethimi i ¢do ideje,
ku ndjenja éshté vetém njé tingull

i thell€, g€ i bén zemrat t€ rrahin

né ritém té ndaluar.

NEé ¢do proces, ndjenjé &shté guximi

pér té besuar, edhe kur mendja nuk arrin

t& shohé dritén e ardhjes.

Dhe késhtu, ti mbetesh

njé hap larg vetes, njé hap larg

nga pérjetésia e shpirtit g€ kérkon té shfaqet
pér t’u théné té vértetén e tij.

Pérndryshe, emigron diku larg vetvetes,

né njé terr t€ papércaktuar,

ku askush nuk mund t€ t€ gjejé.
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In this dim world,
where no paths are visible,

man loses himself in his own world.

In this distancing from oneself,
neither fear nor courage

can move,

except when love

creates an event.

And the event is spiritual,
the one that will save everything,
leaving behind all else

as ruins of a foreign, lost world.

A strong, true soul

becomes the event that lives,

not only in the present,

but in every step it takes,

even when the walls seem hopeless,

when everything feels distant.



NE& kété boté t€ zymté,

ku nuk shihen shtigje,

njeriu humbet né€ botén e tij.
Ne¢ kété largim nga vetvetja,
as frika, as guximi,

nuk mund té 1évizin,
pérvecse kur dashuria

bén ngjarje.

Dhe ngjarje éshté shpirtérorja,
e cila do t€ shpétojé gjithcka,
duke 1éné pas gjithcka tjetér

si rrénoja t€ njé bote t& huaj, t& humbur.

Shpirti i forté, i vérteté,

do té béhet ngjarja g jeton,

jo vetém né té tashmen,

por né ¢do hap gé bén,

edhe kur rrethimi t€ duket pa shpresé,

kur gjithcka té duket larg.
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Go far, then,

step out of yourself,

to find what has not been seen
and what has faded,

for the self is always

an act seeking resurrection,
an event waiting to happen,
as though written with spirit

in every step of life.

Albany, USA, Fall 2022
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Shko larg, pra,

dile prej vetes,

pér té gjetur até q€ nuk Eshté paré
dhe até q¢€ éshté shuar,

se vetvetja éshté gjithmoné

njé akt q€ kérkon té ringjallet,
njé ngjarje qé do t€ ndodhé

sikur t€ ishte shkruar me shpirt

né c¢do hap té jetés.

Albany ShBA, vjeshté 2022

177



I WANTED TO TELL YOU SOMETHING

Words spill from my lips,

like a stream that knows no end,
strange, unexpected,

like sounds that fade

with every step,

touching far more

than just the air.

I know, they are thoughts

unnamed, silent,

with no place in this world,

but they resemble echoes from a time
that is not ours,

perhaps something foreign,

an unease that has arrived

from another universe.

As I speak, I feel

that every word is a fall,

a choice not yet made,

to express something hidden,

something that feels like a secret dissolved

between the mind and the soul.
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DESHA TE TE THEM DICKA

Nga goja ime dalin fjalé,

si rréke g€ s’kané ndalim,

t€ cuditshme, t& papritura,

si tinguj g€ shuhen

né ¢do hap,

duke prekur shumé mé tepér

se thjesht ajér.

E di, jan€ mendime

t€ paemérta, t€ heshtura,

qé s'kané vend né kété boté,

por ngjajné si thirrje nga njé kohé
qé nuk éshté e jona,

ndoshta si dicka e huaj,

njé shqetésim qé ka ardhur

nga njé tjetér univers.

Ndérsa flas, ndjej

se ¢do fjalé Eshté njé rénie,

njé zgjedhje q€ nuk &shté béré,

pér té shprehur dicka qé €shté e fshehur,
dicka g€ mé ngjan si njé sekret i shkriré

mes mendjes dhe shpirtit.



Is the language we use

our reality, or another kind of code?
Languages, each has its alphabet,
but perhaps the one we speak

is merely a sprout,

a new beginning,

that remains unclear,

never fully understood.

Time is a lost island,
a place not everyone reaches.
For those who lack it, time is a gift;

for those who have it, it is an escape.

The languages we speak are, at times,
as difficult as time itself,
like a line you cannot cross

without losing something.

Words without words always come,
how can the unspoken be expressed?
Hidden from ourselves,

to escape sight and sound,

like shadows chasing the invisible
in every thought that disperses

and leaves no trace.
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A Eshté gjuha g€ pérdorim

realiteti yné, apo njé tjetér lloj kodi?
Gjuhét, ¢do njéra ka alfabetin e vet,
por ndoshta kjo gé flasim ne

éshté vetém njé filiz,

njé nisje tjetér,

gé na béhet e paqarté,

pér t€ mos u kuptuar plotésisht.

Koha éshté njé ishull i humbur,

njé vend ku nuk shkojné t& gjithé.

Pér ata ¢ s'kané kohé, koha €shté njé dhuraté,
pér ata q€ e kané, €shté njé ikje.

Gjuhét g€ flasim, nganjéheré,

jané po aq té véshtira sa koha veté,

si njé vijé g€ nuk mund ta kalosh

pa humbur dicka.

Fjalét pa fjalé gjithnjé vijné,

si mund t€ thuhet ajo q€ éshté e pashprehur?
Té fshehur pér veten,

pér t’i shpétuar shikimit dhe dégjimit,

si hijet ¢ ndjekin té padukshmet

né ¢cdo mendim g€ shpérndahet

dhe nuk mbetet asnjé gjurmé.
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Yes, let us better understand

the lost, unspoken language,

languages without the time to exist,

for this one we speak now —

as though words grow ever more foreign,
as though meanings vanish

in this endless dance.

I can reconcile with my own strangeness,
with this void still seeking understanding,
with every question unresolved —

this is the game we play,

with rules we ourselves create,

and in the end, there will be an outcome
some will call loss,

and others victory.
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Po, le t’i kuptojmé mé miré

gjuha e humbur e pafolur,

gjuhét qé nuk kané kohé t€ ndodhin,

se kjo qé flasim tani,

sikur fjalét po béhen gjithnjé mé t€ huaja,
sikur kuptimet po i humbasin

né kété vallézim t€ pafund.

Mund t€ pajtohem me ¢udirat e mia,

me kété boshllék gé ende kérkon té kuptohet,
me ¢do ¢éshtje qé nuk &éshté e zgjidhur,

kjo éshté loja q& luajmé,

me rregullat € ne veté i krijojmé,

dhe né fund, do t€ jeté njé rezultat

qé dikush do ta quajé humbje

dhe dikush fitore.
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WHAT I DO NOT SAY

What I keep hidden is not a distant echo
that repeats and fades in the cliffs of time.
It is not a dissolution into a silent abyss;

it is the heartbeat of blood speaking to itself

in a restless motion.

‘What I conceal is not a mute stone in the stream,
nor a shadow trembling in the morning light.

It is a fire that travels, scorching every branch,
exploding into memories and ancient desires

left in the silence of awakening.

What I do not release is not an empty word
kneeling to beg for meaning.

It is the breath that climbs the peak of the flame,
and clashes life against pain,

in an unresolved, sublime duel.

‘What I hold within is not a broken embrace,
nor the forgotten voice of a hopeless cry.

It is the unyielding, wrapped in the heart,
embraced by the soul,

a stream unaware of why it comes alive.
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AJO QE SE THEM

Ajo qé e ruaj thell€ s’€shté jehoné e largét
Q¢ né shkrepat e kohés pérséritet dhe venitet.
Nuk &shté njé shkrirje né humnere té heshtur,

Eshté rrahja e gjakut & i flet vetvetes né njé lévizje té etur.

Ajo qé e fsheh s’€shté gur i pagojé né rrjedhé,
Nuk éshté as hijé qé dridhet nga drita e méngjesit.
Eshté njé zjarr gé shkon, pérvélon ¢do degé,

E shpérthen né€ kujtime e né &ndje t€ vjetér,

t& mbetur n€ heshtjen e zgjimit.

Ajo g€ s’e nxjerr nuk Eshté fjalé e zbrazét
Q¢ i mban gjunjét pér té lypur kuptim.
Eshté fryma g& ngjitet né majé té flakés,
Dhe pérplas jetén me dhimbjen,

né njé duel t&€ pazgjidhur, sublim.

Ajo g€ e mbaj s’éshté njé pérqafim i thyer,
As z€ri 1 harruar i njé thirrje pa shpresé.
Eshté e papérkulura né zemér,

né shpirt e mbéshtjellé,

Njé pérrua qé s’e di veté pérse né rrjedhé ngjallet.
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When it emerges, it will no longer be restraint or anguish,
it will be the first roar of a day without return.

Words will fall like storms on barren squares,

liberating all that was drowned by fear,

from the depths of my sorrow.

March 2022, Marseille, France
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Kur ajo t€ dalé, s’do té jeté mé shtréngim as léngaté,
Do t€ jeté bucitja e paré e njé dite pa kthim.

Fjalét do bien si stuhi mbi sheshet e thata,

Dhe do clirojné gjithé ¢’éshté mbytur nga frika,

nga thellésia e trishtimit tim.

Mars 2022, Marseille Francé
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INSTEAD OF A MESSAGE

The day will come when you gather memories
like the fallen petals of a withered rose,
seeking warmth in the distant fragrance

left on the paths where love once walked.

You will open cherished books,
their pages trembling like branches in the wind,
and every line will be a single tremor,

an attempt to revive what can never return.

By then, you will no longer have a fresh breath,
nor hands to sketch the face of the sun,
only cracked shadows on your brow,

only the weight of unspoken promises.

Then you will hear the voice of silence,
like a song that can no longer be sung.
And you will count the hidden hours

that were once a refuge for your dreams.

But do not forget—

love is a flame that burns

even the strongest.

Protect the fire of your heart,

for one day you will seek what you never valued,

and the lost beauty will carry you away.
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NE VEND TE POROSISE

Do té vije dita t’i mbledhésh kujtimet
si petalet e réna t€ njé tréndafili t€ vyshkur,
do té kérkosh ngrohtési né aromén e largét

g€ mbeti né rrugét ku shkelte dashuria.

Do t& hapésh librat e pelgyer,
faget do té dridhen si degét né eré
dhe ¢do rresht do t€ jeté njé dridhje e vetme,

njé pérpjekje pér té rizgjuar até q€ s’kthehet mé.

Atéher€ s’do t€ kesh mé as frymé t€ njomé
as duaré qé pérshkruajé fytyrén e diellit,
veg hije t€ plasaritura mbi ballg,

veg peshén e premtimeve qé mbetén pa u théng.

Pastaj do té dégjosh zérin e heshtjes
si njé kéngé g€ s’mund té€ kéndohet mé.
Dhe do t&€ numrosh orét e fshehta

qé dikur ishin strehé e éndrrave tua.

Por mos harro,

dashuria €shté njé flaké q¢€ djeg

edhe mé té fuqishmit.

Ruaje zjarrin e zemrés,

sepse njé dité do t€ kérkosh até qé nuk e kishe vlerésuar,

dhe bukuria e humbur t€ merr me vete.
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TIME VARIATIONS

Between the moment that passed and the one to come,
Between who I was and who I will be,
there is the word time,

in which I have long bathed.

When you enter it,

you enter within yourself,

the moment folds inside its own skin,
sealed in a corner,

like an untouched circuit.

From one shore to the other,
there is always a step that repeats:
a rainbow, two guiding ends,

a radiant arc

through which every dream passes.

I will rest beneath the shade of the horizon’s arches,
wrapped in sun and rain,
on this bridge that connects every step, every soul,

and that never dissolves.

There remains a time, somewhere between times.
Now, I am unsure

if we live there or in mere predictions.
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VARIACIONE KOHESH

Mes momentit q€ shkoi dhe atij g€ vjen,
Mes asaj q¢€ isha dhe asaj ¢ do jem,
éshté fjala kohé,

né t€ cilén ka kohé g€ banjo.

Kur hyn né t€,

Hyn brenda vetvetes,

Momenti ngérthehet brenda lékures sé vet,
Mbyllet né njé kthin,

Si njé qark i paprekur.

Nga njéri breg né tjetrin,
Gjithmoné ka njé hap q€ pérséritet:
Njé ylber, dy ané orjentuese

Njé hark i ndritur,

Pérmes t€ cilit kalon ¢do éndérr.

Uné do t€ pushoj nén hijen e hargeve t&€ horizontit,
Té mbéshtjellé nga dielli dhe shiu,

Né kété uré gé lidh ¢do hap, ¢cdo shpirt,

Dhe qé asnjéheré nuk shpérbéhet.

Mbetet njé kohé diku né mes kohésh.

tani, nuk jam i sigurt,

nése jetojmé aty, apo né parashikime.
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AN ATTEMPT AT A NAMELESS THOUGHT

Sometimes my thoughts take me far,
like a breeze soaring over seas;
other times, they return close,

like a bird unaware of its cage,

to me, in this small, quiet world,

with you within every whisper.

I shape unformed events —

today, maybe tomorrow, the day after,

in a time that flows like a river without banks.
I feel the empty spaces

between two breaths,

where your name is a blessing.

‘Words cannot be cloaked in silence,

but I leave them ready, like stars waiting.
You are there—1I am here,

somewhere in the twists of a city

that speaks ancient tongues,

while I learn to savor

every moment that bursts unexpectedly.

192



ORVATJE E NJE MENDIMI PA EMER

Heré mé ¢on mendja larg,

si puhizé g€ fluturon mbi dete,
heré mé kthehen prané,

si zog qé s’e ndjen kafazin,

te uné, né botén e vogél t&€ heshtur,

me ty brenda ¢do péshpérime.

Ngjiz ndodhité e paformésuara,
sot, ndoshta nesér, pasnesér

né kohé gé rrjedh si lumé pa breg,
i ndjej hapésirat bosh

midis dy frymémarrjeve,

ku emri yt €shté bekim.

Fjalét s’i vesh dot me heshtje,

po i l€ té gatshme, si yje né pritje,
ti je atje — uné kétu

diku né kthesat e njé qyteti

qé flet gjuhé té vjetra,

ndérsa uné mésoj t€ shijoj

¢do cast q€ shpérthen papritur.
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Forget yourself, if you want—what do you say?
I do not have the luxury of forgetting.

My mind is always running,

chasing after your memory,

amid the old streets of the city

where history meets the present.

And I want you to know, to understand,
that I am Time,

I cannot stop,

to wait for you, to find you,

in every step I take on the cobblestones of fate.

And the clock, oh, the clock —
it has just begun to tick-tock.

Tick in you, and tock in me...
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Harroje vetveten, nése do, si thua
uné s’kam luksin e harresés,
pérheré mendja ime vrapon,
vrapon pas kujtimit ténd,

midis rrugéve t€ lashta té qytetit

ku historia takohet me ngjarjen.

Dhe dua té€ dish, ta kuptosh

se uné jam Koha,

s’mund té ndalem,

pér té té pritur, pér té t€ gjetur,

né ¢cdo hap qé hedh mbi kalldrémin e fatit.

E ora, oh, ora —

sapo ka nisur tik, tak. Tika tak

Tik né ty, e tak né mua...
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WHERE TRUTH RESIDES

I apologize to the moon

for asking it so often:

where does truth reside

in this endless sky,

without answers, without light,

only darkness hiding all?

The streets are crowded
with masks, foreign faces,
and words clashing in vain,

like waves without a port.

Someone calls me, an echo;
it seems familiar,

but I no longer distinguish
sounds born of the soul

from those heading toward it.

I give courage to hope —

what it seeks is not illusion.

But time, that cunning artist of life,

is the painter

with tangled brushes.
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KU BANON E VERTETA

1 kérkoj falje hénés,
qé e pyeta aq shpesh,
ku banon e vérteta

né kéteé qgiell t€ pafund,
pa pérgjigje, pa drité,

veg errésirés q€ fsheh gjithcka.

Rrugét jané t&€ mbushura

me maska, fytyra t& huaja,
dhe fjalé g€ pérplasen kot,

si dallgg pa port.

ME thérret dikush, njé jehoné,
mé duket e njohur,

por s’di mé té dalloj

tingujt q€ vijné prej shpirtit,

apo vijné t& shpirti.

I jap shpresés kurajo,

ajo qé kérkon s’éshté iluzion,

por koha, ajo dinake jetese,

éshté artistja q€ pikturon

me penela t€ ngatérruar.

ME thoté: "Nuk e gjen vértetésing,

pa humbur njéheré veté."
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It tells me: “You won’t find truth

without first losing yourself.”

Where is truth?
Beneath the roots of ancient trees,
in the memories of childhood,

or in the paths we never walked?

I must grasp a sliver of light
to bring me back to the beginning,
to the self I’ve forgotten,

to seek what I am without fear.

And in the mirror of waters,
where reflections waver,
I see a face staring at me—

a truth I dared not accept.

Now I embrace it, in the breath of the end:

that face, that voice, that image,
I find it within myself,

and perhaps, also within you.
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Ku éshté e vérteta?

Nén rrénjé pemésh t€ lashta,

né kujtimet e fémijérise,

apo né rrugét qé s’i shkelém kurré?
ME duhet t€ rrok njé grimé ndrigim
qé t€ mé kthejé né fillim,

né veten g€ e kam harruar,

té kérkoj até q€ jam, pa frike.

Dhe né pasqyrén e ujérave,

aty ku reflektimet luhen,

shoh njé fytyré qé¢ mé véshtron,

njé t& vérteté q€ s’guxova ta pranoj.
E pranoj tani, mes frymés sé¢ fundit,
até fytyré, até z€, até imazh

e gjej te vetja ime,

e ndoshta, edhe te ti.

199



Thus, I search and find

the face of truth,

not as a marathon promise,
but as a return to myself,
where every moment awaits —
the good, the true,

only there can it be found.

Salzburg, Austria — April 6, 2024
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Késhtu, e kérkoj dhe gjej,
fytyrén e s€ vértetés,

jo si njé premtim maratonik,
por si njé kthim te vetja,

aty ku mé pret ¢do cast,

€ mira, e vérteta,

vetém aty e gjejé.

Salsburg Austri me 6 Prill 2024
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wWHAT DOES IT MEAN FOR ME TO HAVE YOU, HOMELAND?

If you are my Homeland,

why do I not feel your hand upon my shoulder?
A father cares for his children,

but you, my land, have forgotten me,

left me in the shadow of careless hands,

on the soil where footprints vanish

like the shadow of a lonely traveler.

If you are my Motherland,

where is your soft, warm voice,

calling me to your embrace?

Why do you not take the role of a mother,
to cover the wounds of my lost soul

with tender hands?

When I am in exile, I am Albanian,

even with your absence.

When I am within you, they call me 'foreign.'
1, a drop in your turbulent river,

forgotten, covered by the noise of the winds,
seek myself within you, Homeland,

and you do not answer.
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CKA I BIE ME TE PAS UNE ATDHE

Nése té kam Atdhe,
pse nuk ndjej dorén ténde mbi supe?
Ati kujdeset pér bijté e vet,

por ti, o vendi im, mé ke harruar,

mé ke 1€né€ né hijen e duareve qé shkujdesen,

né tokén ku gjurmét humbin

si hija e njé shtegtari t€ vetmuar.

Nése té¢ kam Mémédhe,

ku éshté zéri yt i buté, i ngrohté,
g€ mé thérret né gjirin ténd?
Pse s’merre pak rolin e nénés,

g€ me duar t¢ dhembshura,

t& mbulosh plagét e shpirtit tim t& pérhumbur?

Kur po jam né né ekzil, po jam i shqiptar,
edhepse me mungesén ténde.

kur po jam ne ty, po me thoné i ‘jashtit’

Uné, njé piké né lumin ténd t& turbullt,
i harruar, i mbuluar nga zhurma e erérave,
e kérkoj veten brenda teje, Atdhe,

dhe ti s’mé pérgjigjesh.
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Am I your son,

or merely a shadow wandering your paths?

Am I hidden hope in your soil,

or a voice lost in the void?

Oh Homeland, what happens to my land after me?
A shelter that forgets me,

or a love that remains silent?

If you exist, find me, love me, call me!
For I, lost in you,
remain, in the end, just a drop

rolling into infinity.

Peja, January 1, 2023
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A jam uné biri yt,
apo thjesht hije g€ endet né¢ udhét e tua?
A jam uné shpresé e fshehur né tokén ténde,

apo njé z€ q€ humbet né boshési?

O Atdhe, ¢ka i bie me t€ pas ung?
Njé strehé q¢ mé harron,

apo njé dashuri g€ hesht?

Nése ti je, mé gjej, mé duaj, mé thirr!
Se uné, i pérhumbur né ty,

mbetem, né fund, ve¢ njé piké

qé rrokulliset né pafundési.

Pejé me 1 Janar 2023
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I WAS THINKING OF A LOST LINE OF POETRY

I was thinking of a lost line,
Where words dissolve into emptiness,
And the voice halts halfway,

Like a bird that cannot fly.

Nothing breaks the surface of silence,
Everything sinks deep into roots,
Where time stops and groans,

Like a forgotten wound in the dark.

I wasn’t searching for something clear,
Like in an unclear vision,
When an apparition rises and fades within the breath,

Like a light that has never reached the sky.

Nothing was that important,
I was simply wandering inside a line,
A line that could not find its end,

Nor its beginning, just a dream that endlessly wanders.
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PO MENDOJA PER NJE VARG POEZIE

Po mendoja pér njé varg t€ humbur,
ku fjalét treten né boshési,
dhe zéri ndalet né gjysmé udhe,

si njé zog q€ s’mund té fluturojé.

Asgjé nuk nxjerr koké nga heshtja,
gjithcka zhytet thellé né rrénjé,
aty ku koha ndalet dhe gjémon,

si plagé e harruar né terr.

Nuk po kérkoja dicka té qarté,
porsi né njé vegim t€ paqarté,
kur njé shfagje lind dhe shuhet brenda frymés,

si njé drit€ q€ asnjéheré s’ka arritur giellin.

Asgjé s’ishte edhe aq e réndésishme,
thjesht po shétisja brenda njé vargu,
njé varg qé s’po arrinte t& gjejé fund,

as fillim, ve¢ njé éndérr g€ endet pafundésisht.
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THE SILENCE FOLLOWING AN UNSAID WORD

There are days somewhere when love wraps us like a veil,

A light that burns brightly only to shine again,

And a mountain, a temple of happiness, where silence groans without sound,
In the soul that sleeps, a wound,

A voice that dissolves slowly.

In that fragile temple, where silence comes to us like a curse,
Does the word of peace rise, or does the soul fall into oblivion?
And those paths, covered with the dust of ages,

Are nothing but mirrors where we wipe our faces,

If our step becomes a bell that tolls for a lost cause,

And the wind carries names without meaning, like shine on icons.

Who will this lost light awaken within us:

Those who fell, or the steps that will never be?

And those winds, running toward emptiness and losing themselves,
While we, slaves to dust, are pushed like waves against the rock,
We, tired, look away from each other’s eyes

And forget,

We show little, yet disappear again, like a dormant fire beneath the moon.

A strange game! Does this cycle of silence have an end?

Friends, one day I will die in the stanza of solitude.
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HESHTJA QE E NDJEK NJE FJALE TE PATHENE

Jané diku do dit€ ku dashuria na mbéshtjell si vello,

Njé drité e ndezur g€ shkélgen veg pér t€ shéndritur prapé,
Dhe njé mal, tempull i lumturis€, ku gjémon pa z€ njé liria,
NE shpirtin gé fle, njé plagg,

Njé z€ qé tretet ngadalé.

N’at tempull t€ brishté, ku heshtja na vjen si mallkim,

Ngrihet fjala e pagené, apo bie shpirti né harrim?

E ato rrugg, t€ mbuluara me pluhurin e kohéve,
S’jané veg¢ pasqyré ku ne i fshijmé fytyrat tona,
Nése hapi yné béhet kambané g bie pér trohe,

Dhe era bart emra pa kuptim, si shkelqim n’ikona.

K& do ta zgjojé kjo drité e humbur diku né ne:

Ata g€ u rrézuan, apo hapat g€ s’kané pér t’je?

E ato eréra, g€ vrapojné drejt boshllékut dhe humbasin,
Ndérsa ne, rob té pluhurit, shtyhemi si dallga né shkémb,
Ne, t€ lodhur, syté nga njéri-tjetri i largojmé

Dhe harrojmé,

Dukemi pak, e sérish zhdukemi, si zjarri i fjetur nén héné.

Lojé e cuditshme! A ka fund ky cikél i heshtjes?

Migq, njé dit€ do t€ vdes n’strofén e vetmise.
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TWO SELVES

Two selves I carry within me,
One silent, the other loud.
I love the second more,

For though it often throws me into chaos,

It frees me from the prisons built by the first.

The first is me,
The one who grew up without youth,
In the captivity of silent customs.

It is silent before storms,

Does not challenge the flow, but gets lost within it.

It is pure in norm,
But empty on the horizon.

A life that lives like its own shadow.
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DY VETEVETE

Dy vetévete i kam brenda meje,

Njérin t€ heshtur, tjetrin t€ zhurmshém.
E dua mé shumé té dytin,

Se ndonése shpesh mé vé né kaos,

ME cliron nga burgjet € i pari ndértoi.

I pari jam unég,

Ai g€ u rrit pa rini,

Né roberiné e zakoneve t& heshtura.

Hesht pérballé stuhive,

Nuk sfidon rrjedhén, por pérhumbet brenda saj.
Eshté i pastér né normé,

Por bosh né horizont.

Njé jeté g€ rron si hija e vetes.

Por i dyti...

Ai s’e pranon g€ koha veg ta bartg,

E sfidon getésiné qg z& fill prej dorézimit.
Nuk i kundérshton gjithcka,

Por zgjedh ¢’t€ mos pajtohet.

Ky i dyti s’e ndjek ngjarjen,

E krijon até.
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But the second...

It does not accept that time simply carries it,

It challenges the calm that begins with surrender.

It does not oppose everything,

But chooses what not to agree with.
This second one does not follow events,
It creates them.

I love its disturbances,

Like the wind that moves the branches of thoughts.

I love its losses,

For they are often victories the first did not dare.
This is the one who sees beyond norms,

Who feels that space has no walls,

Only possibilities.

Two selves I carry within me,
But I am more the second.
In the peace of the first, I find shelter,

In the fire of the second, I find meaning.
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I dua trazirat e tij,
Si era qé 1éviz degét e mendimeve.

I dua humbjet e tij,

Se shpesh jané fitoret g€ i pari nuk guxoi.

Ky éshté ai g€ sheh pértej normave,
Q¢ e ndjen se hapésira s’ka mure,

Vetém mundési.

Dy vetévete i kam brenda meje,
Por uné jam mé shumé ai i dyti.
NE& pagen e par€ gjej strehé,

NE zjarrin e dyté gjej kuptim.
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THREE TIMES I DREAMED OF YOU

The first time, I didn’t know how to dream properly,
Like a pale shadow at dusk, who didn’t even speak its name.
It was waiting, just waiting,

‘Without a heart that beats, without words that shine.

The second time, you came full of radiance,
A treasure of dreams, wrapped in brilliance.
But we got tangled in troubled clouds,

Imagination hid us, like leaves in the wind.

The third time, I took you out of the dream,
Let you walk on the land of myths.
But you were no longer a promise, nor an illusion,

You were a nightmare, with eyes full of silence.

Three times I dreamed of you,
And each time I loved you differently, more.
But now, in the strong truth,

Neither the dream nor the nightmare is enough for me.

Three times I dreamed of you,
And only in the fourth did I understand,
That perhaps, I don’t want you in the dream,

But where breath does not deceive.
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TRI HERE TE KAM ENDERRUAR

T& parén her€, nuk dita té éndérroj tamam,
Si hije e zbehté n’ muzg, q¢ s’mé fliste as emrin.
Ishte pritje, vetém pritje,

Pa zemér qé rreh, pa fjalé g€ ndrit.

T& dytén her€, ti erdhe plot shkélqim,
Njé thesar prej éndrrash, mbéshtjellé me brilanting.
Por u ngatérruam mes reve té trazuara,

Imagjinata na fshehu, si gjethe né eré.

Té tretén heré€, t€ nxora nga éndrra,
Té lash té€ ecésh mbi tokén e miteve.
Por nuk ishe mé as premtim, as iluzion,

Ishe zhgjéndérr, me syté plot heshtje.

Tri heré té kam éndérruar,
E ¢do heré t€ desha mé ndryshe, mé shumé.
Por tani, né té vértetén e forté,

As éndrra, as zhgjéndér s’mé mjafton.

Tri heré té kam éndérruar,
E vetém né t€ katértén kuptova,
Se ndoshta, nuk té dua né éndérr,

Por atje ku frymémarrja s’génjen.
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I OPENED THE MIND’S WINDOW TO SEE THE TRAFFIC OF THE WORLD’S EVENTS

I opened the mind’s window,

and behold, the stream of the world flowed like a murky river.
Somewhere, trivialities grew,

deep-rooted in the soil of oblivion,

while greatness faded,

diminishing into shadows,

like fallen gods from cracked pedestals.

On the narrow lanes of memory,

old carriages with broken wheels creak along,

laden with endless loves

that time no longer waits for.

And alongside them, the sleek cars of the future rush by,

with hollow promises behind their closed windows.

Everything moves, everything halts,
without order, without feeling,
and I, a passerby with no destination,

observe and remain silent.

Somewhere, smiles burst forth,
like the sun piercing a thin cloud,
but elsewhere, tears fall

on streets drowned in the darkness of solitude.
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I HAPA DRITAREN MENDJES TA SHOH TRAFIKUN E NDODHIVE TE BOTES

I hapa dritaren mendjes,

dhe ja, rrjedha e botés kalonte si lum i turbullt.
Diku rriteshin vogglsité,

rrénjé t€ thella n€ tokén e harresés,

ndérsa madhéshtité zbehen,

zvogélohen né hije,

si peréndi t€ rrézuara prej piedestalesh té plasaritura.

NE korsité e ngushta t€ kujtimeve,

ecin karroca t€ vjetra me rrota té thyera,

mbi to ngarkuar dashuri t€ pambarimta,

té cilat koha nuk i pret mé.

Dhe pérbri, nxitimthi vrapojné makinat e holla t€ sé ardhmes,

me premtime boshe né dritaret e tyre t€ mbyllura.

Gjithgka léviz, gjithcka ndalet,
pa rregull, pa ndjesi,
e uné, njé kalimtar qé s’ka ku shkon,

véshtroj dhe hesht.

Diku shpérthejné buzéqeshjet,
si dielli g€ depérton njé re t€ hollg,
por diku tjetér, lotét pikojné

né rrugg t€ mbytura nga errésira e vetmise.
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In this traffic of events,

where nothing ends, and everything begins anew,
my mind struggles to catch its breath.

But who am I, if not a gaze at the window,

waiting to understand what has no answer?

Boston, USA, 2022
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NEg kété trafik t€ ngjarjeve,

ku asgjé s’ka fund dhe gjithcka fillon pérséri,
mendja ime pérpiqet t€ mbajé frymén.

Por kush jam uné, ve¢se njé shikim né dritare,

duke pritur t€ kuptoj até qé s’ka pérgjigje?

Boston ShBA 2022
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I OPENED THE DOOR TO MY MIND TO WELCOME THE FLOOD OF EVENTS

I opened the door to the events,
and the world stormed in,
with its eternal noise,

its shadows and lights shifting like seasons.

Somewhere, small things grow,
filling hearts with fragile courage,
while greatness shrinks,

falling like ruined monuments.

The world’s roads buzz with life,
with songs I don’t understand but feel,
with a strange rhythm

that never stops, like the breath of existence.

I see hands reaching upward,
like branches seeking the light,
and others falling,

weighed down by their own burden.

Some people stride forward,
with confident steps full of hope,
while others turn back,

lost among the mirrors of the past.
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IA HAPA DEREN MENDJES T°I SHOH KOLONAT E NGJARJEVE SI VINE E HYJNE BRENDA

Ua hapa derén ngjarjeve,
e bota hyri brenda si stuhi,
me zhurmén e saj té pérjetshme,

me hijet dhe dritat g€ ndérrojné si stinét.

Diku, rriten vogélsité,
duke mbushur zemra me guxim t€ brishté,
ndérsa madhéshtité,

zvogélohen, bien poshté si monumente té rrénuara.

Rrugét e botés gumézhijné,
me kéngé qé s’i kuptoj, por ndjej,
me njé ritém t€ cuditshém,

qé s’ndalet kurrg, si fryma e jetés.

Shoh duar gé ngjiten lart,
si degé qé€ kérkojné dritén,
e té tjera q€ bien,

t€ lodhura nga pesha e vetvetes.

Ka njeréz g€ ecin pérpara,
me hap t€ sigurt, t¢ mbushur me shpresé,
e té tjer€ q€ kthehen mbrapa,

t& humbur mes pasqyrave t€ sé kaluarés.
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I opened the door to arrivals
and let the world teach me
that small things are hidden greatness,

and greatness is often mere illusion.

In this endless traffic,

where everything moves, collides, and vanishes,

I learned to hear the sounds of silence

and to see the world as a reflection of my soul.

Boston, USA, 2022
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Ua hapa derén ardhjeve,
e lashé botén t&€ mé mésojé,
se vogélsité jané madhéshti t€ fshehta,

dhe madhéshtité shpesh jané thjesht iluzione.

Neé kété trafik t€ pafund,
ku gjithgka ecén, pérplaset, zhduket,

mésova t&€ dégjoj zhurmat e heshtjes,

dhe t& véshtroj botén, si njé pasqyré e shpirtit tim.

Boston, ShBA 2022
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WE SWITCHED ROLES, HOPE AND I

After a long debate about things and nothingness,
about everything weightless yet burdensome,

we dived into everything,

got tangled in nothingness,

and ended up back at everything again—

like two seas unable to find the right shore.

Hope seemed to surpass its limits,
not just a word but a hope soaring high.
“Look,” I said, “perhaps I understand,

but how can I grasp a light so far away?”

It smiled bitterly:
“You have never reached the peak of your possibility.

You are farther than I am.”

The debate thickened; disagreements unstrung us.

“Fine,” T said, “let’s switch roles.

For five minutes, be me,

and I’ll be you.”

It fell silent but agreed.
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I NDERRUAM ROLET, UNE DHE SHPRESA

Pasi debatuam gjaté pér gjérat dhe asgjéte,

pér gjithcka qé s’kishte peshé, por na réndonte,
u zhytém né gjithcka,

u ngatérruam né asgjé,

dhe prapé pérfunduam te ¢do gjé.

Si dy dete g€ nuk e gjejné brigun e duhur.

Shpresa mé béhej sikur tejkalonte mundésité,

nuk ishte thjesht fjal€, por njé shpresé qé fluturonte,
"Shiko," i thash, "ndoshta e kuptoj,

por si mund t€ kap njé drité qé éshté aq larg?"

Ajo mé buzéqeshi hidhur:

"Ti s’ke arritur kurré majen e mundésisé ténde.

Je larg, mé shumé sesa uné jam."

Debati u trash, mospajtimet na ¢akorduan.
"He pra," i thash&, "t’i ndérrojmé rolet,
pér pes€ minuta béhu ti uné,

e uné do té jem ti."

Ajo heshti, por pranoi.
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In the first minute, it said:

“To my surprise, you were right!”

In the second, its tone changed:

“I appear more beautiful on the outside,

but inside, it’s you.”

And I felt a shift, a confusion overtaking me.
“I am someone else now,” I said with fragile courage.

“Is this how it always is for you?”

It sighed deeply,

with a weariness I had never noticed.
“Ah,” it said, “get me out of here;

I can’t stay any longer.

This role you carry every day is not for me.
You lack my fire,

and I cannot endure your silence.

I am always greater than you,

but never complete.”

L
I began to feel like someone else,
responding with less courage,

pampered by a role that didn’t belong to me.
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NE minutén e paré, mé tha:

"Si pér habi, paske pasur té drejté, bre!"
NE té dytén, z&ri iu ndryshua:

"Uné dukem mé e bukur nga jashté,

por brenda dukesh ti."

E uné ndjeva njé ndryshim, njé hutim q€ mé kaploi.
"Jam tjetérkush tani," i thash€ me njé guxim t& brishté.
"A éshté késhtu gjithnjé pér ty?"

Ajo ofshani thellg,

me njé lodhje g€ s’e kisha paré kurré.

"Eh," tha, "mé& nxirr prej kétu,

nuk mundem t€ géndroj mé.

S’jam uné pér kété rol gé ti e mbané ¢do dité.
Ti s’ke zjarrin tim,

e uné nuk e duroj dot heshtjen ténde.

Uné jam gjithnjé mé e madhe se ti,

por asnjéheré mé e ploté."

Uné,
uné fillova t€ ndihem dikush tjetér,
pérgjigja erdhi mé me pak guxim,

i llastuar nga roli gé s’ mé takon.
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It sensed it—
we had switched roles
but remained two lives passing

without fully knowing one another.

In the role I assumed,

hope hung high, unattainable,

in the role it took,

I was lost somewhere beyond the impossible.

‘We switched roles,

but surprisingly, the roles did not change us.

Paris, February 12, 2022
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Ajo e ndjeu,

se ndérruam rolet,

dhe mbetém dy jeté q€ kalojné

pa u njohur plotésisht.

NE rolin g€ mora,

shpresa mbeti e varur lart, e paarriré,

né rolin g€ ajo mori,

mé humbi diku pértej t&€ pamundurés.

I ndérruam rolet,

por pér habi rolet s’na ndérruan ne.

Paris me 12 shkurt 2022
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HIS NAME IS ETERNITY

A Poem for Ismail Kadare

‘When I first met him,

The General of the Dead Army
Had gathered the soldiers’ bones.
Beneath a dreadful sky,

He hid an unpublished script

And an inexplicable silence.

Later, I met the author many times,

Sometimes in Paris, sometimes in our Homeland,
While he was building a palace of dreams
During a wicked time in Dardania.

He watched, he watched deeply,

"A few drops of rain fell on glass," he said,

And I, each day, died

Once, on the warfronts,

When everything was still filled with wounds and wonders.
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EMRIN E KA PERJETESI

Poezi pér Ismail Kadarené

Kur e takova pér heré té paré,
Generali i Ushtris€ sé vdekur

i kishte mbledhur eshtrat e ushtaréve,
e ashtu, nén njé giell t& llahtarshém,

ai fshihte njé shkrim t€ pashpérndaré

Pastaj shumé her€ jemi takuar me autorin,
heré né Paris, heré né Atdhe,

kur ai po ndértonte njé pallat éndérrash,
né njé mot t€ ligé q€ bénte né Dardani.

Al shikonte, shikonte thellg,

"Ca pika shiu rané mbi celg," thoshte,
dhe uné, ¢do dit€, vdisja

nga njé heré fronteve té luftés,

kur gjithcka ishte ende e mbushur me plagé dhe mrekulli.
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He was part Ismail, part Kadare,

A profound philosopher turning through time,
With unforgettable thoughts,

While his soul absorbed the truth

Beyond any literature,

Never stopping.

He saw farther,

With eyes that perceived more than others could.
In the brief life, he was always young,

With a luminous mind moving like a storm,

Never ceasing in its quest.

From today, in endless life, you are the youngest,

Where time is immeasurable, where words become light.
Friends of the pen and wisdom await you—

Azem Shkreli, with verses like tender flowers,

Dritéro Agolli, whose generosity even mountains remember,

And Ibrahim Rugova, silent yet grand in spirit.

Tell them the weather here is grim,
Political storms rage,
‘Winds tear at the silence,

But they can never defeat what remains eternal.
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Ai ishte pak Ismail, pak Kadare,

njé filozof i thellé g€ vértitej népér kohe,
me mendimet e tij t€ paharruara,

ndérsa shpirti i tij e thithte t€ vértetén
pértej cdo letérsie,

duke mos ndaluar asnjéheré.

Ai shikonte mé larg,

me sy g€ shihnin mé shumé se mund t€ shihnin té tjerét.

NE jetén e shkurtér, ai ishte gjithmong mé i ri,
me mendjen e ndritur ¢ 1évizte si stuhi

dhe asnjéheré nuk ndalonte s¢ kérkuari.

Nga sot, né jetén e pasosur, je mé i riu,

atje ku koha s'matet, ku fjalét jané drité.

T& presin miqté e pendés dhe dijes,

Azem Shkreli, me vargje si lule t&€ njoma,

Dritéro Agolli, me njé bujari g€ s’e harrojné malet,

dhe Ibrahim Rugova, i heshtur, por madhéshtor né shpirt.

Ju thuaj se kendej po bén mot i lig,
ka reshje t& mediave politike,
eréra cajné heshtjen,

por kurré nuk mposhtin até qé mbetet e pérjetshme.

233



In the Paris of timeless stars,
Or in the lanes of the Homeland hidden in memory,
You remain unchanged,

A beacon that does not dim, a voice that never silences.

Tell Azem the verses still sing,

That Dritéro has left behind a blooming garden,
And Rugova, as always,

Holds the banner of thought high,

As you carry the pride of the pen.

From today, Kadare,

You are not merely a writer of words

But an architect of eternity.

Here in a world of word-rain,

We remember you as the clear sky above us,
As a name flowing

Between time and unending peace.

July 1, 2024, Brussels

(The day Kadare passed away)
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Ng Parisin e yjeve té amshuar,
apo né rrugicat e Atdheut ¢ fshihet né kujtesé,
ti mbetesh i pandryshueshém,

njé fener q€ nuk fiket, njé z& q€ s hesht.

Thuaju Azemit se vargjet ende kéndojné,

se Dritéroi ka 1éné pas njé kopsht té lulézuar,
dhe Rugova, si gjithnjé,

e mban flamurin e mendimit lart,

si¢ mban ti veté krenariné e penés.

Nga sot, Kadare,

ti nuk je vetém shkrimtar i fjaléve,

por arkitekt i pérjetésisé.

Tg gjithé ne kétu, né€ njé boté me reshje fjalésh,
té kujtojmé si gielli i kthjellét mbi ne,

si njé emér qé rrjedh

mes kohés dhe paqges sé pashuar.

1 Korrik 2024, Bruksel (dita kur vdi¢ Kadare)
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IF WORDS TURN TO SILENCE

If words narrate the day and night,
Thoughts hide, like lifeless shadows.
Sound stretches, melody repeats in the heart,

The traces of dreams left in stillness.

Silence reveals what language forgets,

In solitude lies the deepest secret.

The soul follows the wave where the gaze goes,
An ocean silent,

Yet unwilling to rest.

‘When the world is silent, and the heart dares,
Beyond the boundaries of unspoken words.
The spaces in between, the unfinished phrases,
Are hidden verses

Born in imagination.

When words turn to silence and tears melt longing,

A fleeting peace fills the wandering soul.
Every breath is a living promise,

An echo of truth that can never be shortened.
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NESE FJALA BEHET HESHTJE

Nése fjala dité dhe nata rréfen,
Mendimet fshihen, si hije pa jeté.
Tingulli zgjatet, né zemér pérséritet melodia,

Gjurmét e éndrrave té 1€na né qetési.

Heshtja rréfen até qé gjuha harron,

NEé vetmi géndron e fshehta mé e thellé.
Shpirti q€ ndjek valén ku véshtrimi shkon,
Njé ogean g¢ hesht,

Por s’pranon t& prehet lehté.

Kur bota hesht dhe zemra guxon,

Pértej kufijve té fjaléve g€ s’kané guxim.
Hapésirat ndérmjet, fjalét g€ nuk mbarojné,
Jané vargjet e fshehta,

té cilat lindin né trillim.

Kur fjala béhet heshtje dhe loti shkrin mall,

Njé paqge e pérkohshme mbush shpirtin e humbur.

Cdo frymémarrje &shté njé premtim i gjallé,

Njé jehoné e s€ vértetés qé kurré s’mund t€ shkurtohet.
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WHEN WISDOM IS A PATH

When a wise word captures a paradox,
‘What the mind observes is no illusion.

Now the soul burns, a gentle flame,

Speaking within, the light of an enlightenment.

It is now freed from the darkness,
By a simple word, rich in meaning.
When noise filled you, you heard nothing else,

But now you see life as a rebirth.

My journey will never quiet,
Even when I’m lost on unknown trails.
Wise words pierce the unspoken,

Opening gates to minds once closed.

Its illumination, like morning sun,
Turns darkness into golden paths.
Whenever you seek it, it will be there,

A guide that never leaves you hopeless.

Ljubljana, July 28, 2023
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KUR DITURIA ESHTE UDHE

Kur né paradoks kapet njé fjalé e urté,

Ajo g€ mendja véshtron, s’€shté mashtrim.
Tashmé shpirti digjet, njé zjarr i buté,

Nga brenda flet, drita e njé ndrigimi.

Ai tashmé &éshté cliruar, nga errésira,

Nga njé fjalé e thjeshté, e plot kuptim.
Kur ishe i zhurmshém, s’dégjoje té tjera,

Por tashmé sheh jetén, si njé rilindje.

Udhétimi im, s’ka pér t€ heshtur,

As kur t€ humb né shtigje té panjohura.
Fjalét e urta shpojné t€ pathénén,

Dhe hapin portat e mendjeve t€ mbyllura.
Ndricimi i saj, si diell né méngjesi,
Shndérron terrin né rrugg té arta.

Sa heré gé ta kérkosh, do jeté atje,

Udhérréfyesja qé kurré s’té 1€ pa shpresa.

Lubjané me 28 korrik 2023
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THE POET’S LIBRARY

On the silent shelves, the eternal breath speaks,
In every book, a universe,

A dream awakened.

Memories written by light and shadow,

The pages, like human hearts,

Bear the weight of solitude.

In that library, no loud voices echo,

But a choir of thoughts dances in the night's shadows.
Philosophers, poets,

Saints and rebels,

Rebuild the world from its ancient ruins.

Each page is like an invisible face,

Where eyes read the stars, and wrinkles tell of storms.
As chapters unfold,

Great questions arise,

And beyond the words, the echo of truths

That cannot be spoken.
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BIBLIOTEKA E POETIT

NE raftet e heshtura, fryma e amshuar flet,
NE ¢do libér njé univers,

njé éndérr g€ zgjohet.

Kujtime t€ shkruara nga drita dhe errésira,
Fletét, si zemrat e njerézve,

mbartin peshén e vetmisé.

Ng até biblioteké, nuk ka zéra té larté,

Por njé kor mendimesh g€ vallézon né hijet e natés.

Filozofg, poeté,
shenjtoré dhe rebelé,

Rindértojné botén nga rrénojat e saj té vjetra.

Cdo faqe éshté si njé fytyré e padukshme,

Ku syté lexojné yjet dhe rrudhat tregojné stuhité.
Ndérsa radhiten kapitujt,

shfagen pyetje t&€ médha,

E pértej fjaléve, jehona e sé vértetés

q¢é nuk mund t€ thuhet.
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In that library, the poet himself is a book,
His words are whispers that transform into lightning.
From nothing, he creates a new sun,

Warming the souls of those who have lost their way.

In every poem,

A new wrinkle marks his face,

Testifying to the silent battle with time and absurdity.
And when the world says,

"This is our poet,"

He smiles with the silence of one who understands everything.
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NE até biblioteké, veté poeti &shté librér,
Fjalét e tij jan€ péshpéritje q¢ shndérrohen né rrufe.
Ai krijon nga asgjéja njé diell té ri,

Q¢ ngroh shpirtrat e atyre qé kan€ humbur rrugén.

NE ¢do poezi,

njé rrudhé e re né fytyrén e tij,

Déshmi e luftés sé heshtur me kohén dhe absurditetin.
Dhe kur bota thoté:

"Ky éshté poeti yni,"

Ai buzéqesh me heshtjen e dikujt ¢ kupton gjithcka.
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EVERY MORNING I’'VE THOUGHT CLEARLY

Every morning I’ve thought clearly,
The afternoon arrives as a golden gift.
The mind, calm like a gentle river,

Without the day’s turbulence, without the whirlpool of fate.

When dawn brings pure thoughts,
Like clear water at its source.
Life becomes a cup I drink without hesitation,

A thirst quenched, without any doubt.

Morning, the architect of a good day,
Lays its foundation with care and serenity.
Afternoon, like a luminous castle,

Rises upon the mind that sowed success.

At the start of each day, the key is set,
When the mind unfolds like the sun at dawn.
And every step that follows, a natural flow,

A river of life that never stops.
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SA HERE KAM MENDUAR MIRE NE MENGJES

Sa heré kam menduar miré né méngjes,
Pasditja mé vjen si dhuraté e arté.
Mendja, e kthjellét si lumi i geté,

Pa trazimet e dités, pa vorbullén e fatit.

Kur agimi sjell mendime t€ pastra,
Ashtu si ujé i kthjellét né burim.
Jeta béhet gota g€ pi pa hezitim,

Njé etje g€ shuhet, pa asnjé dyshim.

Meéngjesi, ky arkitekt i njé dite t&€ mbaré,
Hedh themelet me getési e kujdes.
Pasditja, si njé késhtjell€ e ndritur,

Ngrihet mbi mendjen qé mbolli sukses.

NE fillim t€ ¢do dite, €shté vendosur celési,
Kur mendja shpaloset si diell né agim.
Dhe ¢do hap g€ vijon, njé rrjedhé natyrale,

Njé lumé i jetés, qé kurré s’ndalon.
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GO

Go.
Go, for it’s too late to climb there.
Too late for Olympus,

Everything has its time.

Now, we can only begin,
But never arrive.
Ah, how late you’ve awakened from yourself,

To come to me.

Go, please,

For it is late.

And all you can do now

Is board the plane of memories,
And try—

Try to land in every desire,

To rise from every absence.
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SHKO

Shko,

Shko, se voné Eshté t& ngjitemi atje.
Teper voné pér Olimpin,

Gjithgkahi ka kohén e vet.

Tani, vetém mund té nisemi,

Jo edhe t€ mbérrijmé.

Ah, sa voné je zgjuar prej vetes,

TE vijsh te uné.

Shko, té lutem,

Se voné éshté.

Dhe krejt cka mundesh tani

Eshté t’i hipesh avionit t& kujtimeve,
Dhe provo,

Provo té aterosh né secilén déshiré,

T& ngritesh nga secila mungesé.
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You, if you wish, may come too,

But even coming now is just another going,

Silent, and even love has lost its true meaning.

It’s a little hybrid, a little anemic,
And all we can do now
Is feed on absence,

Drink a glass of regret and an ending.

Go now,

For God’s sake, go even farther than yourself.
Perhaps there,

You might find one of my old dreams.

I had put it to sleep,

And now, measure for yourself

How a dream can dream of dreaming.
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Ti, nése do, edhe eja,

Por edhe ardhja tani €shté vetém njé shkuarje,

E heshtur, dhe as dashuria se ka mé& kuptimin e duhur.

Eshté pak hibride, pak anemike,
Dhe krejt cka mundemi tani
Eshté t& ushqehemi me mungesén,

T&€ pimé nga njé goté pendim dhe fund.

Shko tani,

Pash Zotin shko edhe mé larg se vetja jote.
Mbase atje mund ta gjesh

Njé éndérr timen t€ dikurshme.

E kisha véné gjumé,

Dhe mate tash vet,

Se si éndrra mundet me éndérrua.
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THE ESCAPE OF AN AUTHENTIC DESIRE

Desires are the air we breathe,
eternity lighting every step.

By day, they are untold dreams,

by night, they fade like tired lights.
But they never die, for they are alive,

deep within the soul, sacred stones.

She had many desires, she said,

desires that guided every step of her life,
desires that transformed with the morning,
only to fade like shadows in the evening.
But the one that fled... this was different,
a desire without name,

without form, without color,

just a profound feeling bursting forth.
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ARRATISJA E NJE DESHIRE AUTENTIKE

Déshirat jané ajri q¢ marrim,

Pérjetési q€ ndricon ¢do hap,

Gjaté dit€s jané éndrra t€ pathéna,

Né naté, shuhen si drita té lodhura,
Por s’vdesin kurré, sepse jané té gjalla,

NE thellési té shpirtit, ato jané guré t€ shenjté.

Ajo kishte shumé déshira, thoshte,

Déshira qé udhéhogén ¢do hap té jetés,
Déshira qé shndérroheshin né méngjes,

Dhe shuheshin si hije né mbrémje.

Por kjo qé iku... kjo ishte ndryshe,

Njé déshiré qé nuk kishte as emér,

As formé, as ngjyrée,

Ishte thjesht njé ndjenjé e thellé qé€ shpértheu.
Ishte ajo q¢é nuk mund t€ shprehej me fjalé,
Njé flaké g€ digjej e pashuar,

Njé shpérthim né errésiré, njé ngjallje e pamundur.
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It was the one that could not be expressed in words,
a flame burning unquenched,

an explosion in the dark, an impossible awakening.
One night, as the stars shone silently,

an event that melted itself occurred.

A dream turned real,

a feeling became an event.

The runaway desire took form,

became shadow and light, light and shadow,

a song felt by every leaf,

a melody resembling the sun,

a circle closed without end,

a desire returning, once more, to its beginning.

"Yes, it’s true," she said with an open heart,
"The desire fled, escaped, broke free of patience,
but perhaps the truth is it fled from me,

because I was never ready to hold it,

faced with fears that overcame me,

faced with silence that silenced me,

the desire remained a hidden solace."

252

252



NE njé naté, kur yjet ndri¢onin pa zg,

Ajo ngjarje € shkrinte vetévetiu, gjithcka ndodhi.
Njé éndérr g€ u bé realitet,

Njé ndjenjé g€ u bé ngjarje,

Déshira e arratisur mori formé,

U bé hije dhe drité, drité dhe hije,

Njé kéngé qé ndjeu ¢cdo gjethe,

U bé melodi g€ ngjante me diellin,

Njé rreth, i mbyllur pa mbarim,

Déshira gé u kthye, sérish, né fillim.

"Po, éshté e vérteté," tha ajo me shpirtin e hapur,
"Déshira iku, u arratis, u shképut nga durimi,
Por ndoshta e vérteta éshté se ajo iku nga uné,
Sepse asnjéheré nuk isha gati ta mbaja,

Pérballé frikés q¢ mé mundte,

Pérballé heshtjes q¢ mé mbyllte,

Déshira mbeti njé ngushéllim i fshehur."
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She had concealed every cry,

every expression within her,

like a voice ascending from the depths.
Desire wasn’t merely a dream,

it was a journey, an unforgettable battle,
a road that wasn’t reversible,

but stretched forward, without end.

"Escape," she said, "was not a loss.

On the contrary, it was a necessary liberation,

a step toward reaching where no one had dared,
into the inner depths, where fear could not touch,
where the desire was solely for itself,

where it knew it was true."

Many desires come and go, she said,
anew wave arrives and passes,

but this one that fled was unknown,
an authentic desire I'll never forget.

It was more than an event,
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Ajo kishte fshehur ¢do thirrje,

Cdo shprehje gé kishte brenda saj,

Si njé z€ q¢€ ngjitej nga thellésite,
Déshira nuk ishte thjesht njé éndérr,
Ishte njé udhétim, njé betejé e paharruar,
Njé rrugé qé€ nuk ishte e kthyeshme,

Por e shtriré pérpara, pa mbarim.

"Arratisja," tha ajo, "nuk ishte humbje,

Pérkundrazi, ishte njé ¢lirim i duhur,

Njé hap pér t&€ mbérritur aty ku asnjé nuk kishte guxuar,
NE thellésing e brendshme, ku frika nuk prekte,

Atje ku déshira ishte vetém pér vete,

Atje ku ajo e dinte se ishte e vérteté."

Shumé déshira kalojné, thoshte ajo,

Njé valé e re vjen dhe kalon,

Por kjo qé iku ishte e panjohur,

Njé déshiré autentike, t€ cilén s’do ta harroja kurré.
Ishte mé shumé se njé ngjarje,

Me shumé se njé dité e thjeshté,
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more than an ordinary day,
it was a path begun without understanding,

but now it shines like an eternal light.

Forever, it will be a living memory,

an unreturnable journey,

a path that will never fade.

It was like a dream radiating,

a freedom of spirits that will remain forever,
a desire that escaped and,

in its escape, found itself,

a memory that can never be lost,

a road that will always move forward,

in the light of an authentic desire, without end.

Kruzé, across the Adriatic Sea from Malat to Santorini, Greece
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Ishte njé rrugé qé kishte filluar pa kuptim,

Por qé tani shndriste si njé drité e pashuar.

Pérher€ ajo do t€ jeté njé kujtim i gjallg,

Njé udhétim pa kthim,

Rruga g€ nuk do t& shuhej asnjéheré.

Ajo ishte si njé éndérr g€ shkélgente,

Njé liri e shpirtrave g€ do t€ mbetej pérgjithmoné,
Njé déshiré qé u arratis dhe,

NE arratisjen e saj, gjeti vetveten,

Njé kujtim g€ kurré€ nuk mund t€ humbasé,

Rruga g€ do t€ ecé€ pérher€,

NE dritén e njé déshire autentike, pa fund

Kruzé, né detin Adriatik nga Malat né Santorini, Greqi
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IF I WAS TIME

If T was time,

Every time you were late,
I’d cast you out of myself,
For delays always find you,

Even when you have plenty of time for everything.

If T were a deadline,

You’d never catch me.

You always lose me, neglect me,
And your soul lags behind,

How can I help you when I can't even help myself?

If T were the weather,

I’d upend your days,

When you rise for work with a hardened heart;
For you treat work as a hobby,

Or a burden weighing you down each morning.

If T were wine,

I’d intoxicate you so deeply,

That you’d no longer recognize yourself.
Then you’d come to me,

Amid the mistakes we’d correct together.
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SIKUR TE ISHA KOHA

Sikur té isha koha,
sa heré té vonoheshe ti,
do té t€ nxirrja jashté vetes,

madje kur ke kohé plot pér gjithcka.

Sikur té isha termin,

kurré s’do t€ mé kapje dot,
gjithnjé mé humb, mé 1€ pas dore,
e vonuar shpirti yt mbetet,

si té t€ ndihmoj, s’mé del as vetja.

Sikur té isha moti,

do té t€ pérmbysja ¢do dité,

kur ngrihesh pér puné me zemér t&€ ngurté;
se ti punén si hobi e ke,

apo si peshé qé té réndon ¢do méngjes.

Sikur té isha vera,

do té t€ dehja aq fort,

sa t& mos njihje as veten mé.
Ashtu do té vije tek uné,

mes gabimeve q¢ i ndreqim bashké.
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If T were the road,
I’d always lead you straight to me,
But why are you delayed at every turn,

When I wait for you where time stands still?

Yet here I am, simply who I am,
I cannot become weather or time,
Nor a road, nor wine,

Only to keep you near,

When you lose yourself in your own time.
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Sikur té isha udha,
gjithnjé do té t€ ¢oja drejt meje,
por pse vonohesh né ¢do kthesé,

kur t€ pres aty ku koha ndalet?

Por ja, g€ jam thjesht ky g€ jam,
nuk mund t&€ béhem as mot, as kohé,
as udhg, as veré€,

vetém qg té t€ mbaj prané,

kur ti humbesh né kohén ténde.
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THE DUSK THAT SPOKE WITH LOVE

Dusk is always kind,
For the day begins there.

Its words, a silence without sound.

But this morning, it spoke differently,
As it parted the night from the day,

Love streamed through the clouds.

Its words floated on the wind,
Soft as the rustling of a forest,

A heart stirred awake from a dream.

Dusk and dawn together,

Like lovers in an embrace,

Spoke with love, eternally.

Erseka, Albania, July 21, 2024
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MUZGU QE FOLI ME DASHURI

Muzgu gjithmoné €shté i miré,
Sepse nis dita nga aty,

Fjalét e tij, heshtje pa z&.

Por ky méngjes, ndryshe foli,
Teksa ndante natén dhe ditén,

Dashuria i pérshkoi reté.

Fjalét i hodhi né eré,

TE buta si shushurimé e pyllit,
Njé zemér u zgjuar nga éndrra.
Muzgu dhe agimi bashkeé,

Si dy dashnoré né pérqafim,

Foli me dashuri, pérjetésisht.

Erseké, Shqipéri me 21 Korrik 2024
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IN A CORNER OF TIME, I WAIT

Life is like an endless field,

Stretching far, from one side to the other,
Filled with countless crossroads,

Left, right, up, down,

Everyone passes, each at their own rhythm,

Yet the horizons remain open.

Time stretches mercilessly,
Without any warning.

Vast, so no one defines it,
People get lost on its shores,

And I wait, sitting in my corner.

I wait to confront it,
To count the courage I still have left,
To find the hopes time hasn’t erased.

In a corner of time, I await farewells.

Time flows, but I don’t follow,

I stay close to my shadow,

A silent corner, an unsaid word,

And in the end, a path with no return.

I wait. In waiting, I find my meaning.

Vienna, July 5, 2024
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NE NJE QOSH KOHE PRES

Jeta €shté si njé fushé e pafund,

E shtriré larg, nga kjo ané né tjetrén,

E mbushur me udhékryqe té€ pafundme,
Majtas, djathtas, lart, poshté,

Te gjithé kalojné, secili né ritmin e vet,

Por horizontet mbeten t& hapura.

Koha shtrihet pa méshir€,

Pa asnjé paralajmérim.

E madhe sa askush s’e pérkufizon,
Njeré€zit humbin né brigje t€ saj,

Dhe uné pres, ulur né qoshen time.

Pres t€ pérballem me t&,
T€ numéroj guximet ¢ mé kané mbetur,
Té gjej shpresat qé€ koha s’i fshiu.

NEé njé qosh kohe, pres pércjellet.

Koha rrjedh, por uné s’e ndjek,

Ngjitur me hijen time mbetem,

Njé qosh i heshtur, njé fjal€ pa théng,

E né fund, njé udhé pa kthim.

Pres. N¢ pritje gjej kuptimin tim.

Vjené me 5 Kkorrik 2024
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THE DAY HAS EYES, THE NIGHT HAS EARS

Old philosophies that never aged,
Like ancient leaves in the wind of thought,
Racing history with the gallop of a horse,

Leaving traces in every step that still breathe.

The day has eyes, clear as mirrors,
That perceive everything, from far to near,
They know colors, shapes, movements,

Yet often forget the depths of shadows.

The night has ears, sharp as silence,
That capture the sounds of hidden thoughts,
Hear the trembling of stars in the sky,

And whispers the day cloaks in noise.

And so, day and night take turns,
One sees, the other hears,

One asks, the other remembers,
One is light, the other depth,

Together, they form a limitless universe.
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DITA KA SY, NDERSA NATA KA VESH!

Filozofi t€ vjetra g€ kurré s’u plakén,
Si gjethe t€ lashta né erén e mendjes,
Me trokun e kalit i ran€ vrap historis¢,

Dhe né ¢do hap lané gjurmé qé ende frymojné.

Dita ka sy, sy t€ kthjellét si pasqyra,
Q¢ pikasin gjithcka, nga largésia né aférsi,
I njohin ngjyrat, format, lévizjet,

Por shpesh harrojné thellésité e hijeve.

Nata ka vesh, t&€ mprehté si heshtja,
Q¢ kapin tingujt e mendimeve té fshehta,
Dégjojné drithérimén e yjeve né qiell,

Dhe péshpéritjet gé dita i mbulon me zhurmé.

E késhtu, dita dhe nata ndérrojné radhé,
Njéra sheh, tjetra dégjon,

Njéra pyet, tjetra kujton,

Njéra drité, tjetra thellési,

Por bashké, jané njé univers q€ s’njeh kufi.

1

Thénie popullore shqiptare e pérdorur né Dukagjin
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Meanings, they choose no time,
Light and silence carry them alike,
In eyes and ears that never tire,

In the eternal rhythm of history.

Thus, philosophy never ages.
It is the eye that sees beyond horizons,

The ear that hears across epochs,

A memory suspended between light and darkness.

Istog, November 25, 2024
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Kuptimet, ato, nuk zgjedhin kohé,
Drita dhe heshtja i bartin njésoj,
NE sy dhe né vesh qé s’lodhen kurré,

NE ritmin e pérjetshém té historisé.

Prandaj filozofia nuk plaket kurré.

Ajo €shté syri qé sheh pértej horizonteve,

Eshté veshi qé dégjon pértej epokave,

Njé kujtesé g€ rri pezull mes drités dhe errésirés.

Istog me 25 Néntor 2024
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IN THE ARMS OF THOUGHT

To understand the world, at first

I gathered the grand thoughts,

Those suspended like clouds over mountains,
Deep, vast, and heavy with the weight of questions.
I placed them in a corner of my soul,

Like foundation stones of an unformed structure.

But I did not leave the small thoughts behind.
They are the delicate threads that weave the fabric,
Projecting the world into a clear mosaic,

A ray of light in a dark space,

A drop of water that speaks of the ocean.

I took them, too, and placed them in the arms of thought.

Thought is powerful,

It bears the burden of great ideas,

Those that shift the course of history,
But also the weight of silent thoughts,
Illuminating the heart of a single person.
And thus, thought becomes a wide wing,

A space that carries everything I am.
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NE KRAHET E MENDIMIT

Qg ta njoh botén, fillimisht
I mblodha mendimet e médha,

Ato qg rrinin pezull, si ret€ mbi male,

T& thella, t& gjera, t€ rénda nga pesha e pyetjeve.

I vendosa né njé qoshe té shpirtit tim

Si guré themeli t€ njé ndértese té paformuar.

Por mendimet e vogla nuk i lashé jashté.
Ato jané fijet e iméta g€ endin pélhurén,

Qg projektojné botén né njé mozaik t€ qarté.
Njé rreze drite n€ njé hapésiré té errét,

Njé piké uji gé flet pér ogeanin.

I mora edhe ato dhe i vura né krahét e mendimit.

Mendimi éshté i fugishém,

Ai mbart mbi vete barrén e ideve té€ médha,

Tg atyre q€ ndryshojné rrokullimén e historisé,
Por edhe barrén e mendimeve té heshtura,

Qg€ ndrigojné zemrén e njé njeriu t& vetém.
Dhe késhtu, mendimi béhet njé krah i gjaté,

Njé hapésiré qé bart gjithcka g€ jam.
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The wings of thought soar beyond boundaries,
Beyond time and space,

Constructing a narrative not yet written.

I am its architect,

And as I give it form,

I realize the universe is not outside but within me.

Thought has the power to carry pain and joy,
The power to demolish walls and build bridges,
The power to create peace amid inner wars.

And thus, bearing its burden,

I understand that every thought is a stone on my path.

On the wings of thought, I fly,

Not to escape the world,

But to view it from a different height of reason.
For only by flying can I see it fully,
Understand that details are part of the whole,
That every thought, whether big or small,

Is a thread that holds the world in balance.
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Krahét e mendimit fluturojné pértej kufijve,

Pértej kohés dhe hapésirés,

Duke ndértuar njé rréfim g€ ende nuk éshté shkruar.
Uné jam arkitekt i tij,

Dhe ndérsa i jap formé,

Kuptoj se universi nuk &shté jashté, por brenda meje.

Mendimi ka fuqing té barté dhimbje e gézime,

Ka fuqiné t€ shembé mure e t&€ ndértojé ura,

Ka fuqiné t€ krijojé page n€ mes t€ njé lufte t&€ brendshme.

Dhe késhtu, duke e bartur barrén e tij,

Kuptoj se ¢cdo mendim &shté njé gur né udhén time.

Ng krahét e mendimit fluturoj,

Jo pér t’u larguar nga bota,

Por pér ta paré nga lartési té tjera arsyen.

Sepse vetém duke fluturuar mund ta shoh té ploté,
T& kuptoj se imtésité jané pjesé e térésise,

Se ¢do mendim, qofté i madh a i voggl,

Eshté njé fije g¢ mban botén né ekuilibér.
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I am the bearer of my thoughts,

A traveler soaring among the stars of ideas,
Until I complete my story,

And finally see the world built within me,
A world that needs no words,

For thought is its own narrative.

November 2022, on a flight from New York to Brussels
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Uné jam bartési i mendimeve t€ mia,

Njé udhétar qé fluturon mes yjeve t€ ideve,

Deri sa ta pérfundoj rréfimin tim,

Dhe né fund, t€ shoh botén e ndértuar brenda meje,
Njé boté qé s’ka nevojé pér fjalé,

Sepse mendimi €shté veté rréfimi i saj.

Néntor 2022, né avion New Yourk — Bruksel
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THE BREATH OF STILLNESS

How does stillness breathe?
A hidden wave in the depths of thought,
A sound not heard but felt,

Like the heartbeat of silence.

Stillness breathes through our need,

Through silences built upon lost words.

When does rest tire?
When time finds no place to pause,
No place to stop,

And the first breath becomes the last.

Rest tires under its own weight,

When respite becomes a burden to a restless mind,

When its pursuit is eternal.
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FRYMEMARRJA E QETESISE

Si merr frymé getésia?

Njé valé e fshehté né thellésité e mendimit,
Njé tingull g€ nuk dégjohet, por ndihet,

Si rrahja e njé zemre q€ s’njeh zhurmén.
Qetésia merr frymé pérmes nevojés soné,

Pérmes heshtjeve t€ ndértuara mbi fjalé t€ humbura.

Kur lodhet pushimi?

Kur koha s’gjen mé vend ku t€ ndalet,

Ku t€ pushoi

Dhe fryma e paré béhet e fundit.

Pushimi lodhet né peshén e vet,

Kur prehja béhet barré e mendjes sé shqetésuar,

Kur kérkimi i tij &shté i pérjetshém.
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How long does nothingness last?
Forever, yet just a moment.
It is a flicker within an endless night,

A formless space that absorbs everything.

Nothingness endures as long as the mind questions it,

And vanishes when the final question falls silent.

Why does death not die?

Because it is immortal in itself,

A door that opens but never closes.
It stands in an intermediate state,
Like a river’s flow that never dries,

A memory of all that has been and will be.

How do arrivals go?

They tread the quiet steps of tomorrow,

Arriving like clouds carrying invisible rain.
Arrivals head toward horizons,

Without return, without explanation, only promises,

Like a sun rising beyond tall mountains.
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Sa gjaté zgjat asgjéja?

Pérgjithmoné, por vetém pér njé cast.

Eshté njé shkreptimé brenda natés sé pafund,
Njé hapésiré pa formé qé pérthith gjithcka.
Asgjéja zgjat deri sa mendja t€ pyes€ pér té,

Dhe zhduket kur hesht pyetja e fundit.

Pse nuk vdes vdekja?

Sepse ajo €shté e pavdekshme né vetvete,
Njé deré gé hapet por s’mbyllet kurré.
Ajo géndron né gjendje t€ ndérmjetme,

Si njé rrjedhé lumi g€ nuk shteron,

Njé kujtesé e gjithckaje qé ka gené dhe do t€ jeté.

Si shkojné ardhjet?

Ato ecin né hapat e heshtur t€ sé nesérmes,
Vijné si ret€ q¢ mbajné shiun e padukshém.
Ardhjet shkojné drejt horizonteve,

Pa kthim, pa shpjegim, vetém me premtime,

Si njé diell g€ lind pas maleve té larta.
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And the simplest answer?
An ocean uncrossable by any vessel,
A wave lifting high and sinking low,

A space where answers become new questions.

But if one day, someone finds these answers,
Who will lose the questions?
Or do questions perhaps return to their origin,

A circle with neither end nor center?

In the breath of stillness,

Where rest, nothingness, death, and arrivals,
Are merely forms of a greater question,

The answer is never complete,

And perhaps that is the meaning of it all.

Luxembourg, January 12, 2018\
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E pérgjigjja mé e thjeshté?
Njé ogean g€ nuk kalohet lundrueshém,
Njé valé qé té ngre larté dhe t€ fundos njéherazi,

Njé hapésiré ku pérgjigjet jané pyetje té reja.

Por nése njé dit€, dikush i gjen kéto pérgjigje,
Kush do t’i humbasé pyetjet?
Apo mos ndoshta pyetjet kthehen né fillimin e tyre,

Njé rreth ¢ s’ka as fund, as gendér?

Né frymémarrjen e qgetésise,

Ku pushimi, asgjéja, vdekja dhe ardhjet,

Jané vetém forma t€ njé pyetjeje mé t€ madhe,
Pérgjigja nuk éshté kurré e ploté,

Dhe ndoshta kjo éshté kuptimi i té gjithave.

Luksemburg me 12 janar 2018

281



WHERE AWAKENINGS SLEEP

Love is vast, like that summit across,

To reach it, you must climb high on the mountain.
Wide as the sea, endless as a boundless road,

If life has meaning, plunge yourself deep into it.
For, my friend, you must now understand:

Is life love, or is love life, always in harmony?

For love and life, leave awakenings awake,
Do not worry about where they sleep.
Nor about the dreams that awaken silence in the dark,

For where they rest, light is born without fear.

Awakenings have no home; they are shadows stirring the soul,
They are dawns that never forget.

If mind and reason journey together,

Your time is pregnant with a new force,

From that force, a name is born—Love.

An explosion arrives like the voice of a clear sky,

Sweeping away clouds, without borders, without limits,

For love lives where awakenings sleep in peace.

282



KU FLENE ZGJUARJET

Dashuria éshté e madhe, si ajo maja pérballg,
Qg ta arrish, duhet t& ngjitesh lart né mal.

E gjeré si deti, e gjaté si njé rrugé pa fund,
Nése jeta ka kuptim, zhyte veten thell€ né té,
Sepse, miku im, duhet t& kuptosh tani:

A Eshté jeta dashuri, apo dashuria jeté, pérheré né harmoni?

Pér dashuriné dhe jetén, le zgjuarjet zgjuar,

Mos u shqgetéso pér vendin ku ato flené.

As pér éndrrat g€ zgjojné heshtjen né€ errésiré,

Sepse aty ku prehen, lindet drita pa friké.

Zgjuarjet s’kané shtépi; jané hije q€ shpirtin trazojné,

Jané agime q€ kurré s’harrojné.

Nése mendja dhe arsyeja bashké shkojné,

Koha jote éshté shtatzéné me njé forcé té re,

Nga ajo forcé, njé emér merr — Dashuri.

Njé shpérthim qé t€ vjen si z€ i njé gielli t€ kthjellét,
E con tutje re, pa kufi, pa cak,

Sepse dashuria jeton aty ku zgjuarjet flené né pagg.
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Who knows what is truer:
The sleep of the mind or the awakening of the spirit?
Or both together, in a dance of eternity,

Creating an infinite universe within themselves.

Thus, life and love are inseparable sisters,

Their twists and turns, mysteries the mind cannot unravel.
So walk, do not stop, dive your soul into the depths,

With every peak you ascend, new awakenings arise,

And where they rest, life learns to breathe.

Understand that love cannot be mere words,
But is the source of every breath we take,

A silent force that erases every divide.

Do not seek the end, for the end is the beginning,

And love does not sleep, it simply waits for you to see it.
As the moon waits for the night to shine,

So does your heart wait for a gentle voice,

To remind you: your awakenings sleep within you,

In the silent peace where love stays awake forever.

Sithonia, Greece, June 22, 2024
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Kush e di se ¢faré €shté mé e vérteté:

Fjetja e mendjes apo zgjimi i shpirtit?

Apo t€ dyja s€ bashku, né valle pérjetésie,
Krijojn€ njé univers t€ pafund né vetvete.
Késhtu, jeta dhe dashuria jané motra t€ pandara,

Kthesat e tyre, mistere q¢ mendja s’i zbardh dot.

Prandaj, ec, mos ndalo, zhyte shpirtin né thellési,
Né ¢do majé qé ngjitesh, zgjohen zgjuarjet e reja,
E aty ku flejné ato, jeta méson t€ frymojé.

Kupto g€ dashuria s’mund té jeté vetém fjalé,
Por éshté burimi i ¢do fryme g€ ne japim,

Njé fuqi e heshtur g€ fshin ¢do ndarje.

Mos kérko fundin, sepse fundi éshté fillimi,

E dashuria s’fle, ve¢ pret g€ ti ta shohésh.
Ashtu si héna pret natén pér t€ ndriguar,
Ashtu zemra jote pret njé z& t& buté,

Q¢ t€ kujtojé: zgjuarjet e tua flené brenda teje,

NEé pagen e heshtur, aty ku dashuria rri zgjuar pérjeté.

Sithonia, Greqi, me 22 Qershor 2024
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8. Njé foto e thurjes sé€ Botés nga Zhang Zhi Diablo, poezi pérkthyer nga Anglisht. ISBN 978-1-326-45353-

1. Trokas né mendjen ténde by Alicja Kuberska, Poland, translated from English.

2. Tingujt e Mendimeve by Lee Kuei-shien, Taiwan. Translated from English.

3. Kam mésuar ca gjéra by Ataol Behramoglu, Istambul. Translated from English.

4. Pakti im — Testament by Ernesto Kahan, Telaviv, translated from English.

5. Rreth dy botéve by Maria Miraglia, Italy, translated from English.

6. Destinacioni by Fernando Rendon (Kandidat NOBEL), translated from English.

7. Amplituda e probabiliteteve nga Laura Garavaglia, translated from English and French.

8. Rreth dy botéve, by Maria Miraglia, translated from English.

9. Regjister i shkruar nga domethénia by Tendai Rinos Mwanaka, translated from English.

10. Pyllezimi- Dystopia by Saso Ognanovski, translated from English.

11. Vargu i thyer (Broken string), by Maria Samiero do Barroso, translated from English.

12. The waight of wish by Luan Maloku, translated from Albanian to English.

13. I feel you so close by Luan Maloku, translated from Albanian to English.

14. Anthem of quiet thoughts by Bujatr Tafa, translated from Albanian to English. ISBN 978-9951-764-14-8
15. Thoughts hunt the loves by Jeton Kelmendi, translated from Albanian to English.

16. Genocide by Ernesto Kahan and Taiko Youriko, translated from English to Albanian. ISBN 978-9951-764-51-3
17. Leximi i gjérave té heshtura nga Klara Hirkova translated from English. ISBN 978-9951-394-02-4

18. Twenty years silence by Bora Balaj, novel translated from Albanian to English. ISBN 978-8182-53-921-1
19. Nuk kam kohe per enderra by Maria Miraglia, translated from English to Albanian.

20. Biblioteka e shpirtit by Rahim Karim Karimov, translated from English to Albanian.

21. Ndermjetesi i mendimeve by Erling Kittelsen, translated from English to Albanian.

22. Parajsa nuk eshte nje ordike by Chris Lawrence, translated from English to Albanian.

23. On Syndays do not call me by Lulzim Tafa, translated from Albanian to English. ISBN 978-81-825-3-903-7
24. Mergimi dhemb by Julio Pavanetti,, translated from English to Albanian.

25. Himni i dashurisé by Metin Cengiz, translated from English to Albanian. ISBN 978-9951-764-54-4

26. Fotoja e errésirés by Umid Najjari, ranslated from English to Albanian.

27. Thirsty time by Engjell I. Berisha, translated from Albanian to English. ISBN 978-8182-53-957-0

28. Cdo éndérr ofron dy pasyra by Bill Wolak, transmated from English.

29. Njé sfinks guri by Claudia Piccinno, translated from English. ISBN 978-9951-764-65-0

30. Pezazhet e brendshme by Nicole Laurent-Caterice, translated from French to Albanian. ISBN 978-9951-764-71-1
31. Simfonia e papérfunduar by Duan Guang’an, translated from English to Albanian. ISBN 978-9951-764-69-8
32. Drita e ditéve t€ zakonshme by Kristine Doll, translated from English to Albanian ISBN 978-9951-394-01-7
33. Autoportret i vargut by Laure Cambau, translated from French to Albanian

34, Liré pér t&jetur by Elisabette Bagli, translated from English to Albanian. ISBN 978-9951-764-82-7

35. Vingt ans de silence by Bora Balaj, translated from Albanian to French.

36. Duke térhequr durimshém vesé nga errésira by Klara Hurkova, translated from English

37. Zgjerimi i kohé&s by Sultan Catto, translated from English

38. Rrénjét e realitetit by Sultan Catto, translated from English

39. Fytyra e kohés by Stanley H. Barkan, translated from English ISBN 978-9951-764-85-8
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40. Pérshéndetje errésiré by Gino Leineweber, translated from English. ISBN 978-9951-764-89-6

41. Fara e shpirtit by Carolyn Mary Cleefeld, translated from English.

42. Katarét by Sandor Halmosi, translated from English.

43. Kravata e villonit by Attila F. Balazs, translated from English.

44. Ekuacione t€ pazgjidhura nga Shoshana Vegh, poezi pérkthyer nga Anglisht. ISBN 978-9951764-70-4
45. Klarineté diellore (Ukrainian poetry anthology) translated from French. ISBN 978-9951-764-91-9

46. Né krahét e gjakosur té njé dashurie by Hasan Erkek translated from French. ISBN 978-9951-394-18-5
47. Njé letér e hapur by Gagik Davtyan, translated from English. ISBN 978-9951-764-96-4

48. Out of time we live those days by Jeton Kelmendi, translated from Albanian. ISBN 978-8182-539-60-0
49. Thirsty time nga Engjéll 1. Berisha, pérkthyer né Anglisht. ISBN 978-8182-539-57-0
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