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PLAGET E LIRISE

Dikush blen rrip lékure té njé faré gjatésie pér té lidhur genin e tij. Té tjeré pélqejné
rripa automatiké, gé mblidhen me buton rreth rrotullés. Ti e lé genin té shkojé
nga té dojé, vecse je po ti qé vendos kur ai duhet té kthehet sérish. E lashé té liré
genin tim. Béri nja dy-tri xhiro e mé pas u kthye mbuluar nga plagét, késhtu gé tani
kam vendosur ta |é té liré, por vetém brenda oborrit tim. Qeni im u leh ketrave né
mbrémjet me héné. Qé té ngrohemi né dimér, na duhet té mbledhim dru pér zjarre
t'i stivojmé ato prané gardhit né oborr, késhtu qé geni kércen mbi drunj e del sérish
jashté. E kur kthehet éshté sérish me plagé. Pér genin tim, gé déshiron té jeté i lirg,
gofté edhe me plagé.

MAZOKIST

Sepse qé té vegjél ne durojmé dhimbje. Ndoshta me pérjashtim té dhimbjeve té
lindjes, gé nénat toné provojné. Ja pérse dhimbjet e lindjes jané aq té forta. Gjersa
lévozhga e arrés té nxihet, derisa ajo té forcohet, derisa kurora té mos jeté mé e
gjelbér. Derisa té mos na i lerosé mé gishtérinjté. Derisa t'i largohet ithtésia. Derisa
té shkojné shumé muaj, stiné, qé dikush ta thyej arrén. Réné pak mé paré prej trastés
té gjyshit. Sepse tani éshté thjesht njé |évozhgé — relikte e vérteté, arra. Nga njé
metér e gjashtédhjeté, tashmé éshté katandisur, thjeshté gjashtédhjeté. Ja pse ne
jemi mazokisté. Brenda vetes.

ME FLATRA E DHEMBE

Ku géndron ndryshimi? Tek mungesa e dhémbéve apo e pendéve? Vetém njerézit,
mendoj, lindin pa dhémbé dhe gjaté gjithé jetés éndérrojné flatra. Djajté dhe
engjéjt duhet ta kené sajuar kété. Dikujt i kané réné fare dhémbét, disave vetém
ato u mbeten. Vetém nése je kérkues thesaresh mund ta kuptosh njé gjé té tillé. Tek
asnjeri nuk zbulova flatra. Me rrénjé té mbetura népér gojé, po; rrénjé qé ia nxorén
shpirtin gjyshes sime té gjoré, e palosén dysh nga dhimbjet — brumbulli i plehut. Kur
e varrosém me dy lule shéngjergji, kur, njé fije bari u pérlot nga vaditja e pérditshme,
vetém atéhere i pashé. Sesi rriteshin té tejdukshme.

STACIONE TE VEGJEL

Si hijet duhet té jemi, gé shtrihen nén dritat e rrugés apo nén rrezet e diellit, gé fillojné
prej shputés sé kémbéve, por edhe prej sé larti — veté ne jemi drejtimi i vetvetes.
Duhet ta ndajmé sé bashku dritén ve¢ mos u ndal, vazhdo. Jo fundi, po drejtimi éshté
i rendésishém. Edhe kur ulemi nén hardhi, hija e larme e sé cilés, kaq e ngjashme me
tatépjetén dhe muzgun, cicérimat, lehjen, duhet té jeté njé gur pérgjaté rrugeés, ku
ulesh e pushon. Sa histori jete dhe vdekje! Mbérritja éshté si ata stacionet e vegjél
ku treni nuk géndron mé shumé se tre minuta.
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DITA

Dita fillon rozé si bycka e njé bebeje. Me butési dhe aromé pushi. Me quméshtin
pérreth gojés. Me pushin sipér kokés. Gélltit veg pak péshtymé. Dita ngryset bashké
me cicérimat e zogjve. Ndonjéheré, nése éshté djalé, né té kaltér. Pelena prej pambuku
safi. Por ne as e imitojmé dhe as nuk béjmé dot si ajo. Nuk i japim lodra prej gome
pér té kruajtur dhémbét. Dita, e vetmuar si fémijé i braktisur pérballé jetimores, rri
e pret mos ndokush kalon ta marré e ta nxjerré tek lajmet. Shpresojmé qé prindérit
té vijné e ta marrin sérish.

GJESTI | SHTATE

Gishtin né buzé, kur ti nuk do té zgjosh diké apo kur mésuesi kalon aty prané. Ai vé
gishtin né buzé kur iu thoté nxénésve té mbajné getési. Apo kur do t’ju thoté gepeni
gojén. Por ajo qé mé intrigon mé shumé éshté ményra se si e ul poshté gishtin, se si
e largon até nga buzét. Pasi ka pllakosur heshtja. Disa thjesht kané humbur duart, té
tjeré e shtrijné até pér té treguar dicka, té tjeré e zgjasin até mé shumé se ¢’e kané.
E njé shkrydhje gishtash, kénagési qé vjen prej lodhjes sé njé gjesti té pazakonté. Né
kété ményré ikonografét bizantiné i pikturuan ata. Shenjtorét.

SHKENDIJE ELEKTRIKE BRENDA NESH

Midis kofshéve dhe giellzés shtrihet njé tel. Njé tel ku té gjithé organet géndrojné té
varur si rrobat. Pantallona me té dyja kémbét, korse, shami hundésh té pérmasave
té ndryshme. Sapo fryn njé shkulm ere, format shprishen dhe té gjitha bien poshté.
Ky éshté njé tel qé pércjell energji, dhe né ¢do skaj njé gjuhéz e vogél. Ndonjéheré,
kur ndodh qark i shkurtér, fusha elektrike i nxjerr dicka jashté pérdorimit. Ata hapin
kapakun e sahatit elektrik mbérthyer né mur, shikojné plumbosjen, dhe ti pér kété
paguan. Nése nuk do té paguash, ta lané telin té shtriré pértoke.

TE DUA TE CLODHUR

Dua té té shter si njé re blu qé sapo zbrazi gjithé shin gé kish, si njé konjak i vjetér, si
kérmillit gé i éshté thyer guaska, i cili e zbret gjithnjé shumé ngadalé tatépjetén, si
rroba qé teren pér shumé kohé né tel, si duart me njolla té njé plake, kérkoj ¢lodhjen
blu té resé, qé varet mbi kokén time, ndérsa pres né ndonjé semafor me té kuge dhe
fryn eré e ngrohtg, qé sjell gjethet- boréshkrirése, e fundit pér kété pranveré, dhe ne
géndrojmé ulur me méngé té shkurtra kafeneve, kérkoj ¢lodhjen ténde, mushkeéri
e copétuar.

Pérktheu nga anglishtja Silvana LEKA
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THE DAY
Tne daydawns rosy a baby’s bottom. Soft and smelling of fluff. With yellow around its
mouth. And down on its little head. Only one small cloud of saliva as it sucks. The day
=wn with birds cooing. Sometimes, if it’s a boy, in blue. Nappies of pure cotton. But
= neither teach it nor mimic it. We do not give it rattles or teething rings. The day,
onely as an abandoned baby in front of an orphanage, waits for some to pass, to take
= fancy to it, finally to show it on the news. Let’s hope the parents have it back.

THE SEVENTH GESTURE

Nith finger on mouth, when you do not want to wake someone or the teacher walks
n. He puts a finger to his mouth when he wants to quieten the class. Or he tells you
straight to shut up. But what intrigues me most is the way it slides down, pulls away
from lips. After you’ve imposed the silence. Some just loosen their hand, other draw
: out to point, others hold it longer like this. And a fold in the fingers, bliss from the
tredness of the unwonted gesture. This is how the Byzantine iconographers first
ozinted them. The saints.

THE SPARK IN US

There is a wire between the thighs and palate. A wire on which the organs are hung

«e laundry. Trousers with their two legs, corsets, handkerchiefs of various sizes. In
2 gust of wind the line comes undone and they all fall down. There is a wire that
conduct electricity, and at each end a small tongue. Sometimes there’s a short circuit
and the electricity board sends someone out. They open the door of the meter affixed
to the all, check the seals, you pay up. If you do not wish to pay, they lay your wire
underground.

| WANT YOU EXHAUSTED

| want you exhausted like a blue cloud which has just stopped raining, like a mature
brandy, like a snail whose shell has been broken, which ever so slowly descends a
steep slope, like laundry which dried long ago, like an old woman’s mottled hands,
| want you exhausted like a blue cloud hanging over me, | wait at a red light and a
warm spring breeze rises, melting the snow, sifting the leaves, and we sit in short
sleeves at the café tables, | want you exhausted like a sliced liver.
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THE WOUNDS OF FREEDOM

Some buy leather leads for dogs of definite length. Others prefer automatic leads
with a real. You let the dog run at will but you decide when to retrieve it. | set mine
free. But two or three times it run away and came back covered in wounds, so now
| set it free but only in my yard. My dog howls at the squirrels, in the evening at the
moon. And when we pile firewood next to the fence it climbs up and jumps over it.
And again comes back with wounds. After that | decide to keep it on a chain. For my
dog to be free of wounds.

MASOCHISTS

Because from an early age we endure pain. Expect for birth perhaps, which our
mothers bear. And that’s why birth pangs are so strong. Until the walnut’s husk
darkens, until it hardens, until the green outer covering falls away. Until it no longer
dirties our fingers. Until the bitterness loses its taste. Until many months, seasons
go by and someone cracks open the walnut. Fallen before from your grandfather’s
sack. Because it is hollow — a real relic, the nut. From a metre sixty to a mere sixty.
That’s why we are masochists. Inwardly.

WITH WINGS AND TEETH

Where is the difference? Is it in the lack of plumage or of teeth? Only people, | think,
are born without teeth and all their life hope for wings. Demons and angel must
have created them. Some lose their teeth, others only have teeth left. If you're a
treasure-hunter, you’ll understand. But | never found anyone with wings. Only with
shards, which tormented my grandmother and bent her double — dung-beetle?
When we buried her with two lilies of the valley, when a grassbhlade welled up from
the sprinkling, | saw them. Growing transparent.

SMALL STATION

Like shadows we must be, stretching under the street lamps or under the slating rays
of the sun, starting from the feet but also above — we are our own way. We must
share the light but not stop, go on. Not the end but the direction is important. And
when we sit under a vine, whose dappled shade so resembles the dawn and dusk,
birdsong, a dog’s bark, it must be a stone along the way, where we sit and rest. Such
stories of life and death! The arrival is like those small stations at which the train
stops for no more than three minutes.
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