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SOT PUTHA ARMIKUN TIM

Sot, putha armikun tim

Lehté, buté, geté, ...

Mua mé dhembi né shpirt shije e tij

Atij | dogj né buzé eimja

Pastaj ¢do gjé e hekurt shkriu mes nesh.

£\
Besoméni, sot putha armikun ti gy
M’u duk se preka me doré Hyun
Nuk e bénte tjetér loti syrin etij
Por lumturiaime e pushtuar
Se ktheva né vete N : eriun.

Po, sot pl_Jtha armikun tim

Né page natén do e flgj uné
Ai vetveten duke luftuar
Nesér fitues, e di nga syté e tij
Do zgjohet i dashuruar.



NESER NUK DO TE KEM KOHE TE QAJ

Nesér éshté festé

Dhe uné

Nuk do té kem kohé té gaj
Edhe pse njélloj

Me hije mungese

Dita do té jeté mveshur
Ndoshtado téjesh ti
Ngamérgimi vélla
Fytyraesg
Ndoshtalojagjysh —nip
Pérgjysmé e mbetur
Ndosnhta of shama e nénés
Tines nesh

Kur shtron drekén

Apo ndoshta dicka
Dickakreit tjetér

N
&

Q& mua mé bén gjithmoné té gq

Me shekuj e sheku;
Vetém...jo nesér,
Esnté festég]
Dhe uné duhet
Téjem e geshur
Patjetér!

ENDRRAT NUK VDESIN KURRE

Nabartin tutje
Si fluskanérini,



Me zé sirene na joshin.
Na réndohen,

Si guré Sizifi

NEé caste agonie,

Kurré pér té mos tretur.
Dinake ikin

Ngashpirt i fikur,
Lavdi evraré

E gladiatorit né arené.
Ngarendin vrap

Pas syve té njomé,
Kurré pér té mos vdekur.

JAM NENE Q L

Jam néné, dhe

Kam durim, kam fuqj
Peréndie, g\
Kam etje, kam dashuri

Hyjnie. g
Bi ri_ir_n!
Jam néné, dhe.

Mund ta ha veten,

Mund tavjellé,

Mund ta pérpijé prapé.

Biri im!

Jam néng, dhe

Mé geshet kur gézohesh ti,
Mé gahet kur déshpérohesh ti,



Mé dhemb atje ku léndohesh ti.
Biri im!

Jam néné, dhe
Mund téfalé até
Qé nuk falet,

Mund té marré até
Qé nuk merret,

Pér ty.

Se jam néné,
Vetém se jam néné.
Biri im!

TE JESH GRUA

Shpesh here,

Téjesh gruado té thote

Té zgjohesh pér ¢do dité d|t

Me njé fytyré té re shenj tereshe
Pér t'u shndérruar prape
Mbrémjeve né té perdal €.
Shpesh here /"™ )
Té]jesh gruado té thoté
Téndjellésh, té frenosh epsh,
E té aktrosh orgazma.

Té flasésh mé tepér

Kur s ke asgjé pér té théné,
Té geshésh mé tepér

Kur s ka asgjé pér té geshur,
Téqgash

Edhe kur s'té vjen pér té garé.



Eh, shpesh here

Té jesh grua do té thoté
Téjetojné né ty

NEé té njegjtén kohé

Néné Tereza e mata Hari,
Lolité e Sheherzadg,

Safo e Shén Méri,

E prapé té jesh vetvetja,
Prapeé.

SHKRUAJ Q »
| dashur, shkrugj

S duket dita atje tek ti.

Kadiell

gé bén inat me timin sy?,

Apo, eré gé té pérkédhel
Me afshin e times xhelozi”
Ndoshta nuk éshté asnj er-a\
e tash atje bie shix
shpirtit té vrenjtur

s imi lot mallit p'ér_tx.)
Po ti shkrugj, shkruaj,
cfaré, nuk éshté me réndési.
Uné vec kam mall | dashur
mall pér téndin sy,

ndg duata shoh ditén
ashtu si e sheh ti.



NGA DRITARJA

Ngadritarja

Gjithmoné duket mé bukur
Edhe fytyrat

Edhe dashurité

Madje, edhe vdekjet
Duken mé pak té trishtuara
Ngadritarja

Gjithmoné génjehemi. %; ,

I YTI SY

Pasgyré mé e dashur
meé éshté béré i yti sy,
magjepsem, e téra harrohem

ngaytja d_ashur‘i_{\
Edhe mé e ashpéra
fjalé moshe stepet,

pranététillés

té émblés melodi.

Nuk shoh thinja flokésh
asvrragé, as shenjé

nga e véshtira fémijéri.
Sapo e jotja hije mé afrohet
hyjnohem e téra,



né meé té bukurén perri.
Pasgyré mé e dashur
meé éshté béré i yti sy,
jam e bukur i dashur
setétillé mé sheh ti.

RRUGET

Ushgehen me gjurmé kémbésh
Ecejakeve gé lind kurreshtja
Shtrihen kryenege drejt pafundésisé Vi

Té drgjta, té shtrembéra, té véshtira, té lehta, ...
Té émbla kujtime mbesin hapat e paré \

Rrézimeve kur iu japim dhe copé nga vetj
Vrastare té fundit me t€ pashlyerén viragé
Ku pas ¢do rénie dhemb...heshtjal

VETMIA

Oh jo, askush nuk troket,

veg i yti z€ nga brenda teje thérret,
pritjeve tua njé tjetér zé ti gjegjet.
Shshsh...!

Oh jo, askush nuk kéndon,

éshté i yti zé kur nga brenda kérkon,



fjaléve tua njé tjetér vesh gé dégjon.
Shshsh...!

Ohjo, jo! Askush nuk gané,

prapéi yti z& nga brendateje fshané,
pér ditét gé ikin panjeri prané.
Shshsh...!

GJITHMONE VJEN NJE KOHE

Vjen njé kohé,
etalemi me

até gé kemi théné dje.
Vjen njé kohé,

e rrénojmé

até gé kemi ngritur dje.
Vjen njé kohé,
eurrgmeé

até gé kemi adhuruar dje.

Vjen njé kohg,
e turpérohemi ¢ \
me até gé jemi mburrur dje.

Gjithmoné,
gjithmoné vjen njé kohé...!




PERQAFIM VJESHTE

Thuajse papritur

Té merr né krahé,

Aromé joshése
Pasionesh té pjekura
Mbérthyer né gji té& mban.
Nén tinguj té geté

Té njé simfonie shiu,
Vallézon mety pafjaé,
Hapave kugérreme, gé
Dehur ngaera

L uhaten ngadal é.
Cdortrill i ri

Hazdisur rrezeve té vona,

Stepet né njé natyré té hutuar

Me pamjen e njé vashe

Lazdruar né té dashurisé |ojé,

Kur befas, ndjehet ...grua

NS

BULEVARD JETE
\ T—

Fjalét me fjalé mbulohen

Té geshurat

Me té geshura ndérrohen

|dhujt ngaidhuj rrézohen

Ecjaéshté e njgta

Vetém rrugét ndryshohen.



ANKTH

Mbyll syté e shoh

Njeriun gé lodhet nga pasha e vet
Njeriun gé dérmohet ngafjalae vet
Dhe, zvogé ohet de e bartur né shpiné
Pér ag sarritet duke e bartur né zemér
Mbyll syté e shoh

Njeriun gé vazhdimisht harron

Até, gé vazhdimisht | duhet

Hamajté shtohen e shtohen

Dhe bartin njéri — tjetrin né kurriz
Oh, s'duaté mbyll mé syté

S dua té trishtohem.

PRITJA

Naté e geté bie ngadalé mbi qytet,
Si vello e zezé [éshohet

Mbi ditén e lodhur mé kot

Nga pritja pér ty

Aq shuméi munguar.

Uné, térhigem padashur

Si njéfémijé | bindur

Thirrjeve té sé émeés,
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Kur € pérgjysmé lojén e nisur.
Sakag, éndrra té bardha
Migésisht mé pérgafojné,
Vetém nuk mé [éné,

Né shpresa té sé nesérmes

Pér t'u zgjuar.

E uné nuk fle, veg

Béhem kinse b& gjumé,

Orén kujdestare duke mashtuar.
Me agim kthehem té té presé prapé,
Edhe mé e bukur nuse se dje,
Akoma mé shumé e dashuruar.

11



TODAY | KISSED MY ENEMY

Today, | kissed my enemy

Slowly, softly, quetly,...

Histaste caused my soul ache

My kiss burned hislip

Then everything of iron melted between us.

Believe me, today | kissed my enemy
It seemed to me that | touched divinity with my hand

Tears did not anything else out of him

But my overwhelming happiness

Because | brought the Man back to his senses.
Y es, today | kissed my enemy

In peace | will sleep at night

He, fighting with his ego,

Tomorrow triumphant, | know by his eyes

He will get up in love.

A

TOMORROW | WON'T HAVE TIME TO CRY

o
Tomorrow we celebrate

Andl Q. M
Won't have timeto cry
Even though the sam

With a shadow absence
The day will be busy
Perhapsit will be you

My brother, from abroad
Her face

Perhaps the grandpha — nephew game
Half completed

Perhaps the mother’ s groan
Kept secret from us

12



When she prepares the lunch
Or perhaps something
Something quite different
That makes me

Cry always

With centuries and aenturies
Just... not tomorrow

It isacelebration

And | must

Be smiling

Without fail!

DREAMSNEVER DIE

They carry usfar away
Like bubblesin youth,
With amarmaid’ s voice
Thelure us.

They become heavier

Like the Sysiph’s ston

At the moments of agony
Never to be resolved.

They leave cunningly

From the extinguished soul,

Murdered glory I\
Of the gladiator in the arena.

Theyrun \. W

Beyond the tender eyes
To never die.

Y
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| AM AMOTHER

| am a mother, and

| have patience, | have the force
Of agod,

| havethirst, | have the love
Of adeity.

My son!

| am a mother, and

| can eat my self,

| can vomit it,

And

| can eat it up again.

My son!

| am a mother, and

| feel laughing when you are happy

| feel crying when you are sad,
| feel aching when you are hurt.
My son!

| am a mother, and

| can forgive that

Can not be forgiven,

| can take that

Cannot be taken,

Just for you.

Because | am a mother,

Just because | am a mother.
My son!
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TO BEAWOMAN

Oftentimes

To be awoman means

To wake up every day

With anew face of asaint,

To be transformed again

In the evenings into a quean.
Often times,

To be awoman means

To evoke, to hold back lust,
And to act orgasms.

To talk more

When there is nothing to say
To laugh more

When there is nothing to laugh at
Tocry

Even when you don’t want to cry.
Eh, often times,

To be awomen means
Toliveinyou

At the same time ‘
Mother Teresaand Mata Harry
Lolitaand Scheherazad
Sappho and Saint mary

And still to be yourself

Agan.

&
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WRITE

My dear, write

how does life seem there where you are?
Doesit have asun

that makes my eye envious?

Or, awind that ceresses you

whith the breath of my jealousy?
Perheps none of these

and, there is raining now

the cloudy soul

like my tears of yearning about you.
But you write, write,

whatever, it is not importantnt

| just missyou my love

That | want to see the day

The way you seeiit.

From the window ‘
Everything looks always beautiful
The faces

FROM THE WINDOW Qz )

Theloves

Even death

Seem less

Horrible&,

From the windo

We are always cheated.
T—

N

&Y*
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YOUR EYE

That eye of yours

has become my dearest mirror,

| am charmed, forget myself

from that love of yours.

Even the most severe word

of the age hangs back,

near such

sweet melody.

| do not see grizzles

neither do | see bruises, nor marks
from the hard childhood

as soon as your shadow draws near
| become completely devined

into the most beautiful peri.

That eye of yours

has become my dearest mirror,

| am beautiful, my love

because this way you see me.

ROADS
yat

They feed with footprints
At the wanderings where the curiosity rises
Extend stubborn toward infinity

Highways, crooked roads, hard roads, highroads, ...

The sweet memories remain the first steps

At the falls when we give a piece from ourselves
The last killers with the unredeemed bruise
When after every fall the silence... aches!
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LONELINESS

Oh no, no oneis knocking

except that eye of yours

to your expectations another voice answers.
Shshsh...!

Oh no, no one sings,

it isthat voice of yours when from inside seeks,
at your words another ear listens.

Shshsh...!

Oh no, no! No oneiscrying,

again that voice of yours whispersinside you,
for the days that pass without somebody close.

Shshsh...! xr

A

ALWAYSCOMESA TIME

A time comes,

That we laugh at

That we have said yesterday.

A time comes,

And we ruing

What we have raised yesterday.
A time comes,

And we hate,

What we have adored yesterday.
A time comes,

And we feel ashamed with

That we have boasted yesterday.

Always,
Always atime comes...!
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AUTUMN'SHUG

Almost of a sudden

It takes you on its back,
Luring aroma

Of rippen passions

Tightened in the bossom it holds you.
Under the quiet sounds

Of arain symphony,

It dances with you speechless,

The reddish steps, that

Drunk by the adour

Dodder slowly.

Every new freak

Gusty at thelaterays,

Hangs back into a bewildered nature

With the looks of amaiden

Spoiled in the [OVE' S game,

When of a‘geel S... awomen.

BOULEVARD OFYL |FE
ARG N

Words with words are covered

The laughter,

With laughter is exchanged

Theidolsfall fromidols

The walk isthe same
Only the ways change.
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ANXIETY

| close my eyesand | see

The man being tired of hisweight

The man being burned out of hisword
And, becomes smaller carrying it on his back
Asmuch asit gorws carrying it in his heart
| close my eyes and see

The man that continuoudly forgets

That, that he needs constantly

The loaders increase

And they carry each — other on the back
Oh, | don’t want to close my eyes anymore
| don’t want to become grieved.

20



EXPECTATION

The quiet night falls gradually in the town,
It rushes on like a black veil

Upon the vainly exhausted day

Waiting for you to come

So much missing to me.

| retreat unawares

Like an obedient child

To the mother’s calls

When he quitsin the middle the started game.
Meanwhile, white dreams

Hug me heartily,

They do not let me alone,

In the hopes of the morrow
To wake up.
And | do not sleep, just
| pretend to be sleeping, Q

Chesating the guardian clock. .

At dawn | come back waiting for you agaln

A more beautiful bride than yesterday,
Themorein love.
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