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POSTA E KOHES — NJE UNIVERS POETIK MES
KOZMOSIT DHE SHPIRTIT

Nga Prof. Jeton Kelmendi

Libri The Outpost of Time / Posta e Kohés 1
Sultan Catto-s €shté njé véllim poetik q€ nuk mund té
lexohet vetém si njé pérmbledhje tekstesh lirike, por si
nj€ arkitekturé e téré mendimi, njé laborator metafizik
ku koha, kujtesa, dashuria, kozmosi dhe vetédija
pérplasen, shkrihen dhe rigjenerohen népérmjet
figuracionit t€ fuqishém simbolik. Ky libér &shté njé
udhétim midis dimensioneve: nga mikrokozmosi i
shpirtit individual deri te makrokozmosi i galaktikave,
nga kujtimi personal deri te pérjetésia abstrakte.

Koncepti tematik: Koha si hapésiré shpirtérore

Tema gendrore e librit éshté koha, jo si
kronologji lineare, por si njé entitet i 1évizshém, 1
pérthyeshém, i ndérthurur me hapésirén dhe me
vetédijen. Né shumé poezi, si “To Pass Through
Time”, “At the Outpost”, “Enjambment”, koha shfaqet
si njé strukturé elastike q€ mund té rréshqasé, té
mbytet, t&€ shpérbéhet apo té rilindé. Ajo nuk éshté
thjesht njé rrjedhé, por njé terren ku shpirti kérkon
kuptim. Poezia nuk e trajton kohén si armike, ajo e
trajton si nj€ stacion tranzitor, si njé€ “post&” ku njeriu
ndalet pér té reflektuar mbi t&€ shkuarén, pér té
imagjinuar t€ ardhmen dhe pér t€ pérjetuar intensitetin
e s€ tashmes. Kujtesa shpesh paraqitet si njé pjerrési:
heré pozitive qé€ t€ ngre drejt yjeve, heré negative qé té
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rréshqget né ogeanet e éndrrave. Kjo metaforé
gjeometrike e kujtesés tregon se poeti e ndérton
pérvojén ekzistenciale mbi nj€ fushé dinamike forcash.
Njé tjetér temé madhore €shté bashkimi kozmik dhe
dashuria e pérfytyruar si bashkim yjesh, si vrimé e
zezg, si energji termodinamike. Né poeziné “Bonding”,
dy shpirtra pérfytyrohen si dy yje gjiganté qé
rrotullohen rreth njéri-tjetrit dhe shndérrohen né njé
njési kozmike. Dashuria kétu nuk &shté thjesht ndjenjé,
por ajo éshté fenomen astronomik.

Stili i vargut: Liri strukturore dhe muzikalitet i
brendshém

Vargu i Sultan Catto-s éshté i liré, pa metér
tradicional, por me njé€ ritém t€ brendshém qé buron
nga pérséritjet, nga strukturat sintaksore té zgjeruara
dhe nga ndérthurja e imazheve. Ai pérdor shpesh
enjambement-in, (Kapércimin) duke lejuar mendimin
té rrjedhé pértej kufijve formalé té vargut. Kjo tekniké i
jep poezisé njé ndjesi rréshqitjeje, njé 1€vizje t&
vazhdueshme g€ pasqyron veté konceptin e kohés si
rrjedhé e pambarimté. Figura letrare éshté e ngarkuar
me metafora kozmike, fizike, muzikore. Termat si

bEAN1Y

“space-time fabrics”, “black hole”, “thermodynamic
disorder”, “constellations”, “cumulonimbus” nuk jané
thjesht elemente dekorative; ato krijojné njé gjuhé
hibride ku shkenca dhe mistika bashké&jetojné. Ky
bashkim i diskursit shkencor me até poetik i jep tekstit
nj€ thellési moderne, njé rezonancé bashkékohore.
Muzikaliteti i vargut shpesh mbéshtetet né pérséritje

konceptuale (“If only... If...”) q€ krijojné efekt
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meditativ, pothuajse mantrik. Poeti shpesh i kthehet
heshtjes si element strukturor, ndérsa muzika qé shpik
heshtjen, fjalét g€ flené mbi sexhade t& hollg, zéri q¢
zhduket pér t€ lindur sérish né naté. Heshtja béhet njé
formé e lart€ komunikimi.

Qasja poetike: Mistike, filozofike dhe
ndérdisiplinore

Qasja poetike e librit éshté thell€sisht mistike,
por jo né kuptimin dogmatik fetar. Kjo qasje éshté njé
mistiké e pérvojés s¢ brendshme. Figura e dervishit, e
murgu sufi, e shamanit, e poetit qé endet n€ kozmos
jané€ metafora t€ kérkimit shpirtéror. Poeti nuk kérkon
té japé pérgjigje, thjeshté, ai kérkon t& udhétojé né
pyetje. Né shumé poezi, subjekti lirik éshté né kérkim
té njé€ “syri té tret€”, t& njé shikimi t&€ brendshém qé e
con pértej realitetit t& dukshém. Ai déshiron té “kalojé
népér kohé”, t€ migrojé mes shtresave t€ hapésiré-
kohés, t& ndértoj€ fyell nga kallamishtet e kujtesés. Kjo
qasje e vendos librin n€ njé tradité t&€ poezisé filozofike
ku pérvoja individuale shndérrohet n€ reflektim
universal.

Njé dimension i réndésishém &shté ndérdisiplinariteti.
Poezia pérfshin referenca muzikore (Coltrane,
saksofoni, progresionet harmonike), fizike (vrima e
zez€, rezonanca), matematikore (referenca pér
implikimet e matematikés), mitologjike (Andromeda,
sferat giellore). Kjo e bén tekstin njé hapésiré dialogu
mes disiplinave — nj€ poezi q€ nuk mbyllet né vetvete,
por qé hap dritare drejt dijes.
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Mendimi i thellé: Ekzistenca midis drités dhe hijes

Né thelb, libri trajton dilemén ekzistenciale té
njeriut: si té jetoj€ midis hijes dhe drités. Né poeziné
“Under the Exile of Shadows”, subjekti lirik pranon se
njeriu duhet gjithmoné té€ keté hije dhe drité. Ky
dualitet &shté themelor: asgj€ nuk merr formé pa
kontrastin e saj. Shpesh, subjekti pérshkruhet si njé
busull, si njé€ trumpeté e vjetér, si njé flamur n€ mes té
stuhisé. Ai &shté i brishté, por njékohésisht i
vetédijshém pér dimensionin e tij kozmik. Ai éshté
“kukullari dhe kukulla” — krijuesi dhe krijesa, autori
dhe personazhi i vetes. Ky vetédijésim pér rolin e
dyfishté e bén librin njé€ reflektim mbi aktin krijues.

Né poeziné “Passing the Torch”, pasqyra b&het simbol
1 introspeksionit. Ajo nuk &shté vetém objekt
reflektimi, por instrument transformimi. Poeti e ofron
pasqyrén lexuesit — njé gjest etik, njé thirrje pér veté-
njohje. Kjo e kthen librin né njé dialog midis autorit
dhe lexuesit.

Dimensioni emocional: Nostalgjia dhe dashuria

Edhe pse libri éshté i ngarkuar me metafora
kozmike, ai nuk e humb dimensionin emocional.
Nostalgjia, humbja, kujtimi i t&€ dashurés, aroma qé
mbetet mbi divan jané elemente konkrete qé€ e rrénjosin
poeziné né pérvojén njerézore. Kozmosi nuk €shté
arratisje nga jeta; €shté zgjerim i saj. Dashuria shpesh
shfaget si energji transformuese. Ajo e ¢on subjektin
nga gjendja e shpérbérjes né njé bashkim té€ ri, nga
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fragmentimi né unitet. Edhe kur pérjetimi éshté i
dhimbshém, ai mbetet krijues.

Si njeri q€ krejt jetén e ka t€ lidhur me poeziné dhe
poetikén dhe para sé¢ gjithash si lexues i pérkushtuar me
bindje mund té konstatoj se libri Posta e Kohés e
autorit Sultan Catto éshté nj€ véllim qé e tejkalon
kufirin e njé€ libri poetik tradicional. Ai éshté njé traktat
poetik mbi kohén, ekzistencén dhe kérkimin e kuptimit.
Me njé gjuhé té pasur metaforike, me njé stil vargu té
lir€ e meditativ, me njé qasje mistike e ndérdisiplinore,
libri krijon njé univers ku njeriu pérballet me
pafundésing, por pa humbur intimitetin e shpirtit. Né
kété vepér, poeti nuk éshté vetém rréfimtar, ai éshté
udhétar kozmik, shaman i fjalés, rrobaqepés 1 hijes dhe
dirigjent i errésirés. Koha nuk &shté thjesht kalim, por
&shté nj€ stacion ku shpirti ndalet pér té reflektuar, pér
t’u pérthyer, pér t’u rilindur.

Kjo e bén librin njé vepér me thellési filozofike dhe
rezonancé universale, njé poezi q€ kérkon jo vetém té

lexohet, por t€ meditohet.

Prishtiné, me 26 shkurt 2026
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THE OUTPOST OF TIME - A POETIC
UNIVERSE BETWEEN COSMOS AND SOUL

By Jeton Kelmendi

The book The Outpost of Time / Posta e
Kohés by Sultan Catto is a poetic volume that cannot
be read merely as a collection of lyrical texts, but rather
as a complete architecture of thought, a metaphysical
laboratory where time, memory, love, the cosmos, and
consciousness collide, dissolve, and regenerate through
powerful symbolic imagery. This book is a journey
between dimensions: from the microcosm of the
individual soul to the macrocosm of galaxies, from
personal memory to abstract eternity.

Thematic Concept: Time as Spiritual Space

The central theme of the book is time—not as linear
chronology, but as a fluid, pliable entity intertwined
with space and consciousness. In many poems, such as
“To Pass Through Time,” “At the Outpost,” and
“Enjambment,” time appears as an elastic structure that
can slip, submerge, disintegrate, or be reborn. It is not
merely a flow, but a terrain where the soul seeks
meaning. Poetry does not treat time as an enemy;
rather, it approaches it as a transitional station, an
“outpost” where one pauses to reflect on the past,
imagine the future, and experience the intensity of the
present.
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Memory often appears as an incline—at times positive,
lifting one toward the stars; at other times negative,
sliding into the oceans of dreams. This geometric
metaphor of memory reveals that the poet constructs
existential experience upon a dynamic field of forces.
Another major theme is cosmic union and love
envisioned as the merging of stars, as a black hole, as
thermodynamic energy. In the poem “Bonding,” two
souls are imagined as giant stars orbiting one another,
eventually transforming into a single cosmic unit. Love
here is not merely emotion—it is an astronomical
phenomenon.

The Style of the Verse: Structural Freedom and
Inner Musicality

Sultan Catto’s verse is free, without traditional
meter, yet sustained by an internal rhythm born of
repetition, expanded syntactic structures, and
interwoven imagery. He frequently employs
enjambment, allowing thought to flow beyond the
formal boundaries of the line. This technique gives the
poetry a sense of glide, a continuous movement
reflecting the very concept of time as an endless
current. The figurative language is rich with cosmic,
physical, and musical metaphors. Terms such as
“space-time fabrics,” “black hole,” “thermodynamic
disorder,” “constellations,” and “cumulonimbus” are
not merely decorative; they create a hybrid language in
which science and mysticism coexist. This union of
scientific and poetic discourse grants the text a modern
depth and contemporary resonance.
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The musicality of the verse often relies on conceptual
repetition (“If only... If...”) that creates a meditative,
almost mantra-like effect. Silence becomes a structural
element: music that invents silence, words that sleep
upon delicate prayer rugs, a voice that disappears only
to be reborn in the night. Silence becomes a higher
form of communication.

Poetic Approach: Mystical, Philosophical, and
Interdisciplinary

The book’s poetic approach is profoundly
mystical, though not in a dogmatic religious sense. It is
a mysticism of inner experience. The figures of the
dervish, the Sufi monk, the shaman, the poet wandering
through the cosmos—all serve as metaphors for
spiritual quest. The poet does not seek to provide
answers; he seeks to journey through questions. In
many poems, the lyrical subject searches for a “third
eye,” an inner vision that transcends visible reality. He
longs to “pass through time,” to migrate between layers
of space-time, to build a flute from the reeds of
memory. This approach situates the book within the
tradition of philosophical poetry, where individual
experience transforms into universal reflection.

An important dimension is interdisciplinarity. The
poetry includes musical references (Coltrane, the
saxophone, harmonic progressions), physical concepts
(black holes, resonance), mathematical implications,
and mythological allusions (Andromeda, celestial
spheres). The text thus becomes a space of dialogue
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between disciplines—a poetry that does not enclose
itself, but opens windows toward knowledge.

Profound Thought: Existence Between Light and
Shadow

At its core, the book addresses the existential
dilemma of human beings: how to live between shadow
and light. In the poem “Under the Exile of Shadows,”
the lyrical subject acknowledges that one must always
possess both shadow and light. This duality is
fundamental; nothing takes shape without contrast.

The subject is often described as a compass, an old
trumpet, a flag amid a storm. He is fragile, yet aware of
his cosmic dimension. He is both “puppeteer and
puppet”—creator and creation, author and character of
himself. This awareness of a dual role renders the book
a reflection on the creative act itself.

In “Passing the Torch,” the mirror becomes a symbol
of introspection. It is not merely an object of reflection,
but an instrument of transformation. The poet offers the
mirror to the reader—an ethical gesture, a call to self-
knowledge. The book thus becomes a dialogue between
author and reader.

The Emotional Dimension: Nostalgia and Love
Although the book is laden with cosmic

metaphors, it does not lose its emotional depth.
Nostalgia, loss, the memory of a beloved, the lingering
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scent upon a sofa—these concrete elements root the
poetry in human experience. The cosmos is not an
escape from life; it is its expansion. Love frequently
appears as transformative energy. It moves the subject
from disintegration to new union, from fragmentation
to unity. Even when the experience is painful, it
remains creative.

As someone whose entire life has been bound to poetry
and poetics, and above all as a devoted reader, I can
affirm with conviction that Posta e Kohés by Sultan
Catto transcends the boundaries of a traditional poetic
book. It is a poetic treatise on time, existence, and the
search for meaning. With its rich metaphorical
language, free and meditative verse, mystical and
interdisciplinary approach, the book creates a universe
in which humanity confronts infinity without losing the
intimacy of the soul. In this work, the poet is not
merely a narrator; he is a cosmic traveler, a shaman of
the word, a tailor of shadows, and a conductor of
darkness. Time is not simply passage—it is a station
where the soul pauses to reflect, to bend, to be reborn.

This makes the book a work of philosophical depth and
universal resonance—a poetry that seeks not only to be

read, but to be contemplated.

Prishtina, February 26, 2026
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IN SEARCH OF WISDOM

Full of verve and emotions, the old whirler
never wanted to kneel on the ground,
vividly preferred looking up to the sky,

for sites with happier stars and suns,
desired happiness to spin with his soul,
craved to become a dancer, to dream

in beautiful verses, smile in italics,

live in pronouns in the fiction of his spirit.

Awaited liberty to be able to hike
through the miles of veiled shadows
entrenched in his unbounded soul,

to seek out and follow the wind,

twirl into a boundless mystical sage,
visit all continents, experience all

the sensations of the chaotic universe.

Yet, he learned everything without traveling,
saw without looking, worked without doing,
became a new dawn waiting to rise.

Then grew into a slowly rising moon
lighting up poetry’s forbidden dark alleys.

~15~
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NE KERKIM TE URTESISE

Plot gjalléri e emocione, rrotulluesi i vjetér

kurré nuk deshi t€ gjunjézohej mbi toké,

me gjalléri shikonte vetém kah qielli,

drejt vendeve me yje e diell mé t€ lumtur,
déshironte lumturiné ta rrotullonte me shpirtin e tij,
donte t& béhej valltar, t& €ndérronte

né vargje t€ bukura, t€ buzéqeshte né kursive,

té jetonte népér péremra, né trillimin e shpirtit t& tij.

Pritej liria q€ ai t€ mund t€ endej

népér milje hijesh t€ mbuluara

g€ nguliteshin né shpirtin e tij t€ pakufishém,
té kérkonte e ndiqte erén,

té shndérrohej né nj€ urtak mistik pa kufij,

té vizitonte t& gjithé kontinentet, t€ pérjetonte
gjithé ndjesité e universit kaotik.

Megjithaté, ai i mésoi t€ gjitha pa udhétuar,

pa paré€, pa béré asgjé,

u bé njé agim 1 ri q€ priste t€ lindte.

Pastaj u kthye né njé héné q€ ngrihej ngadalé

duke ndricuar rrugicat e ndaluara t€ errta té poezisé.

~16 ~
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PERCHING AFTER THE TIME-SIEGE

Drops of pronouns sliding over my inner canopy
wet the lines gathered in my soul’s turbulent ocean,
where gusting winds are humming an unfamiliar song.

Old willow too, bending in my psyche’s garden
is busy taking on the storm’s violent shape,

its yellowed leaves blowing everywhere,
fleeting in unpredictable tracks.

I am becoming like Thoreau, retreating to the
bottomless Walden Pond, my heartbeats shuttling
between day and night, wet words carrying my emotions
in those intervals with their bells tolling through
remaining mists, their shadows entirely lost,

spilling themselves over my space-time fabrics.

Momentarily, toward the twilight margins of newly
concocted poems will rebel, overflow their banks,

flood my texts, where a new verse will arise in the midst
of the crossed-out landscape as the hurricane subsides.
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PUSHIM PAS RRETHIMIT TE KOHES

Pikat e péremrave qé rréshqasin mbi kupolén time té
brendshme lagin rreshtat e mbledhur né€ ogeanin e trazuar té
shpirtit tim, ku erérat e forta fishk&llenin njé€ kéngg t&
panjohur.

Edhe shelgu i vjetér, 1 pérkulur né€ kopshtin e psikes sime,
&shté 1 zéné duke marré formén e dhunshme t€ stuhisé,
gjethet e tij té verdhura shpémdahen kudo,

duke humbur né gjurmé t€ paparashikueshme.

Po béhem si Thoreau, duke u térhequr

né Pellgun e pafund t&€ Waldenit, rrahjet e zemrés sime
lundrojné mes dités dhe natés, fjalét e lagura bartin
emocionet € mia

né ato intervale, me kambanat e tyre qé bien

népér mjegullat e mbetura, hijet e tyre krejt t€ humbura,
duke u derdhur mbi fijet e hapésiré-kohés sime.

S€ shpejti, drejt skajeve t€ muzgéta t& poezive té
sapokrijuara,

ato do t€ ngrihen, do t€ dalin nga brigjet,

do té pérmbytin tekstet e mia, ku njé€ varg i ri do té lindé
né zemér t€ peizazhit té ndérkryqézuar,

sapo t€ jeté shuar uragani.
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ODE TO WHITMAN
Snowman.

Lived like a man,
melted like a poet.

Left behind two coals
squatting on green meadows
scrutinizing the stars.

Poet.

Soul feeder.

Black pearl.

Error of Snow on Blades of Grass.
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ODE PER NJERIUN E BARDHE
Njeri bore.

Jetoi si njeri,

u shkring si poet.

Pas la dy prushé

té ulur mbi livadhe t€ gjelbra,
duke vézhguar yjet.

Poet.

Ushgqyes i shpirtit.

Perlé e zezé.

Gabim bore mbi tehé bari.
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DANCER

Walking to music

tighter than a piano string,
she performs a sacred dance.
Cymbals at fingertips,

heart at the origin of thythm,
eyes not attentive

to the blues of the season,
undresses the night,

within a glass of ruby wine.

Distilled like a rare essence
from abstract truth,
separating herself from
far-off lands of literature,

her motions resemble the sea.

Like the sea

she is the distant spirit,

The memory of the city,

master of the bush and its mystery,
a bird on a wire.

The weightiness of her eyelids
savors time and salt.

She drops her wings

to the waters below,
fashioning waves,
melodic lines

weaving in and out of
harmonic progressions.

~21 ~
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A black shirt and a little scarf,
a seductive smile

hidden behind a mask,

she leaves, as she must

with the ebbing tide

dancing away the night

on a tightrope,

sailfish

blowing bubbles.

~22 ~
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BALERINA

Duke ecur drejt muzikés,
mé e tendosur se njé tel pianoje,
ajo kryen njé€ vallézim t€ shenjté.

Cimballa n€ majé té gishtave,
zemra né burimin e ritmit,
syt€ jo t€ vémendshém

ndaj bluve té stinés,

zhvesh natén

brenda njé gote vere rubini.

E distiluar si njé esencé e rrallé
nga e vérteta abstrakte,

duke u shképutur nga

tokat e largéta té letérsisé,
1€vizjet e saj i ngjajné detit.

Si deti,

ajo €shté shpirti i largét,

kujtesa e qytetit,

zotéruese e shkurres dhe misterit té saj,
njé zog mbi tel.

Pesha e gepallave t€ saj
shijon kohén dhe kripén.
Ajo i 1éshon krahét
ujérave poshté,

duke formésuar valg,

vija melodike

q¢ hyjné e dalin

né progresione harmonike.
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Njé kémishé e zezé dhe njé€ shall i voggél,
nj€ buzéqeshje joshése

e fshehur pas njé maske,

ajo largohet, si¢ duhet,

me zbaticén qé térhiget,

duke vallézuar larg natén

mbi njé litar t€ tendosur,

peshk-shpaté

qé fryn flluska.

~24 ~



ﬁ The outpost of the time - Posta e kohés

IF ONLY

If only I could place my lips next to your cheeks,
pretend to whisper a poem from the heart,

will you stir up the whirlwinds of furious fire

lift your hands to reach the stars?

If only I could convert my spirit full of warm feelings
into a high-temperature superconducting state

and enter your soul without any resistance,

would I be able to remain there like an ancient fire king
warming you from within, during your wintry months?

Ifonly I...
If only...
If.

You see, with the coming of age I mastered

the meaning of quiet,

music inventing silence,

rivers molding time,

still in awe of the man I pretend to be,

if only I could turn into a Sufi monk,

wandering the cosmos,

if only I could reach the point where my pencil breaks.

If only...
If.

~25 ~
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SIKUR VETEM

Sikur vetém t’i vendosja buzét prané fageve té tua,
té bé&ja sikur péshpéris nj€ poezi nga zemra,

a do t’i ngrije vorbullat e zjarrit t& térbuar,

a do t’i ngrije duart pér té prekur yjet?

Sikur vetém ta shndérroja shpirtin tim plot ndjenja té
ngrohta né njé gjendje superpércjellése me temperaturé té
larté dhe t€ hyja né shpirtin ténd pa asnjé€ rezistencé,

a do t€ mund t€ géndroja atje si njé mbret i lashté i zjarrit,
duke t€ ngrohur nga brenda gjaté muajve t& tu diméroré?

Sikur vetém uné...
Sikur vetém...
Sikur.

E sheh, me ardhjen e moshés mésova

kuptimin e getésis€,

muzikén gé shpik heshtjen,

lumenjté qé gdhendin kohén,

ende i mahnitur nga njeriu q€ béj sikur jam,

sikur vetém t€ mund t€ shndérrohesha n€ njé murg sufi,
duke bredhur kozmosin,

sikur vetém t€ arrija n€ pikén ku lapsi im thyhet.

Sikur vetém...
Sikur.
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BONDING

Two massive stars, we twirled around each other,
full of hidden secrets in our souls,
buried ourselves in creating passionate songs.

After folding into a newly formed black hole
we went hiding from the rest of the universe as one.

In that immense union, we experienced a fresh life,
newly crafted poems glowed in the heat of a single stone.

Our flowing rivers unite between indecisive walls
hid unfamiliar universes striding by

between freshly coined words and pronouns.
Silence became our tutor,

our single soul became satiated with new wines
we experienced for the first time.

Under the wings of a pure thermodynamic disorder
ripples we produced scattered into the cosmos,
offered alien tastes to thirsty lips in melted hours
to those circling galaxies outside us,

to whirling dervishes in search of harmony.
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LIDHJE

Dy yje gjiganté, rrotulloheshim rreth njéri-tjetrit,
plot sekrete té fshehta n€ shpirtrat tané,
u fundos€m né krijimin e kéngéve té zjarrta.

Pasi u palos€m né njé vrimé t€ zez€ t€ sapolindur,
u fshehém nga pjesa tjetér e universit si nj€ i vetém.

N¢ at€ bashkim t€ pamasé, pérjetuam njé jeté té re,
poezi té sapokrijuara ndrigonin
né nxehtésiné€ e njé guri t€ vetém.

Lumen;jté tané rrjedhés u bashkuan

mes mureve t&€ pavendosura,

fshehén universé té panjohur qé kalonin
mes fjaléve dhe péremrave t€ saposhpikur.

Heshtja u bé mésuesja joné,
shpirti yné i vetém u ngop me veréra t€ reja
q¢ 1 shijuam pér her€ té paré.

Nén krahét e nj€ ¢rregullimi termodinamik t€ pastér,
valézimet q€ prodhuam u shpérndané né kozmos,

u ofruan shije t€ huaja buzéve té etura

né oré té shkrira,

galaktikave g€ rrotulloheshin jashté nesh,
dervishéve rrotullues né kérkim t€ harmonisé.
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CHASING COLTRANE

Walking down the Bellagio Stairs,
retrieving melodies of old sax moans
perched upon the staircase of scales

in semitones, fleeting through

the layers of spacetime,

hours weighing heavily upon his fingertips,
a pencil leaving its faltering graphite trail
upon staves over his soul’s blank pages,

a saxophonist rambling towards a lagoon at Lake Como,
on the way to discover a hidden universe

in a jazz song.
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DUKE NDJEKUR COLTRANE-IN

Duke zbritur shkallét e Bellagio-s,

duke rimarré melodité e vjetra t€ rénkimeve t€ saksofonit,
té vendosura mbi shkallaren e shkalléve muzikore,

né gjysmétoné, qé rréshqasin

népér shtresat e hapésiré-kohés,

orét peshojné rénd€ mbi majat e gishtave té tij,
njé€ laps 1€ gjurmén e pasigurt t& grafitit
mbi pentagrame, mbi faqet e zbrazéta té shpirtit t€ tij,

njé saksofonist q€ endet drejt njé lagune n€ Ligenin e
Komos,

né udhé pér té€ zbuluar njé univers té fshehur

brenda njé kénge jazz.
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WAY IN

Repeating footsteps
opens new pathways
heading somewhere
beyond memories,
furnishing directions
to the lost shadows-
those anxious travelers
charmed by the road
who have forgotten
their destinations.

A murmuring crowd
outside the gate.

They can only pass

one by one.

The poet is the turnstile.
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RRUGEK HYRJEJE

Hapa qé pérsériten

hapin shtigje té reja,
drejtohen diku

pértej kujtimeve,

duke pajisur me drejtime
hijet ¢ humbura

ata udhétaré té ankthshém
té magjepsur nga rruga

g€ kané harruar
destinacionet e tyre.

Njé turm& murmuritése
jashté portés.

Mund té kalojné

vetém nj€ nga njé.
Poeti éshté turniketi.
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PUPPETEER

Reconciled to my blue destination,
on a drunken boat,

I am draining the blue

from the bluest sky.

My galloping thoughts,

in a race with rushing waves,

sail toward the shores.

I want to speak.

Waiting for calm,
my voice disappears,
my strength fades away.

When the night arrives,
drinking its darkness
I become visible again.

How calm
the heavens become at night.

Sky heals its wounds
in a pond of my soul,
stars reserve their seats
at this night’s theater.

My fictional life
dressed in white tissue,
hunts sorrows,
unending dreams

on a stage

of a shadow theatre.

I am the puppeteer
and the puppet.
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KUKULLAR

I pajtuar me destinacionin tim blu,
mbi njé varké té dehur,

po ¢ kulloj bluné

nga qielli mé blu.

Mendimet e mia galopojné,

né garé me dallgét qé vérsulen,
lundrojné drejt brigjeve.

Dua té flas.

NE pritje t€ getésisé,
z&éri im zhduket,
forca ime venitet.

Kur nata mbérrin,
duke piré errésirén e saj,
béhem sérish i dukshém.

Sai qeté
béhet qgielli natén.

Qielli shéron plagét e tij
né pellgun e shpirtit tim,
yjet rezervojné vendet
né teatrin e késaj nate.

Jeta ime fiktive,

e veshur me pélhuré té bardhé,
gjuan dhimbje,

€ndrra t€ pafundme

mbi njé skené

té teatrit té hijes.

Uné jam kukullari

dhe kukulla.
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SHIFTING CONSTELLATIONS

Inside a turbulent ocean
holding onto a piece of lumber,
blue waters, and I grew into
one swaying being-

the rhythm of our pulse
replicated each other.

Veering at the corner of centuries,
I began weaving
thoughts’ tapestry,

Gathered the art of trapping
swerving planets between
space-time sheets,

Acquired how to migrate time
between entangled layers.

And up above in space,

new constellations appeared:
‘Chained Woman’ Andromeda
was finally free of handcuffs,
and the music of the spheres
began rushing into new ages.
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YJESI NE LEVIZJE

Brenda njé ogeani té trazuar,
duke u kapur pas njé cope druri,
ujéra blu — dhe u rrita né

njé genie q¢€ 1€kundej,

ritmi i pulsit toné

pasqyronte njéri-tjetrin.

Né kthesén e shekujve,
nisa t€ end
tapiceriné e mendimeve,

mblodha artin e kapjes
sé planetéve qé shmangen
mes fletéve té hapé€siré-kohés,

mésova si t€ migroj kohén
mes shtresave té ndérthurura.

Dhe lart, n€ hapésiré,

u shfagén yjési té reja:

Andromeda, “Gruaja e lidhur”,

mé né fund u ¢lirua nga prangat,
dhe muzika e sferave

nisi t& vérshojé drejt epokave té reja.
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ENJABMENT

Trying to take a leap toward the past,

the dust in my eyes

like the dust on the roads of my childhood village
stops my efforts to pass through life’s mirrors,
clocks too don’t want to allow me to travel through.

Like Rilke, I am learning how the heaviness of life

is heavier than even the weight of things and thoughts.
Pressure of reflected light in my eyes

combined with the resistance of mirrors, too,

stops my efforts to do time travel.

Even placing cotton in sentimental ears
are no help. I must close my eyes,

go back to the reedbed to let cane sugar
rise in me, like Rumi once did.

Why is it that the past makes me anxious?

It is a long empty vessel with one end closed,

one must blow into it till you hit a resonance

then the pressure of each moment will come through.

It is time to pull the cotton out and close my eyes,

cut and dry the stalks, build a reed flute, empty out
whatever blocks a clear note, go live where there are

no roads and see yourself and poetry under your eyelids.
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ENJAMBMENT1

Duke u pérpjekur t€ b&j njé hap drejt sé shkuarés,

pluhuri né syté e mi,

si pluhuri i rrugéve té fshatit tim té fémijérisé,

i ndal pérpjekjet e mia pér t€ kaluar népér pasqyrat e jetés;
edhe orét nuk duan té mé lejojné t& udhétoj népér kohé.

Si Rilke, po mésoj se pesha e jetés

€shté mé e réndé edhe se veté pesha e sendeve dhe e
mendimeve.

Presioni i drités s€ reflektuar né syté e mi,

i bashkuar me rezistencén e pasqyrave,

i ndal pérpjekjet e mia pér t€ udhétuar n€ kohé.

Edhe po té vendos pambuk né veshé t€ ndjeshém,
nuk ka dobi. Duhet t’i mbyll syté,

t& kthehem né kallamishté, té lejoj sheqgerin e kallamit
té ngrihet brenda meje, ashtu si¢ béri dikur Rumi.

Pse vallé e shkuara mé bén té shqeté€sohem?

Ajo &shté njé ené e gjaté bosh, me njérin skaj t€ mbyllur;
duhet t& frysh né té derisa té kapésh rezonancén,

at€heré presioni i ¢do ¢asti do té kalojé pérmes saj.

Eshté koha ta nxjerr pambukun dhe t’i mbyll sytg,

t’i pres e t’i thaj kallamét, t€ nd€rtoj njé fyell, t€ zbraz

¢do gjé qé pengon njé tingull t& pastér, t€ shkoj té jetoj atje
ku nuk ka rrugé, dhe ta shoh veten dhe poeziné nén qgepallat e
mia.

! Enjambment (shqip: enjambman, thyerje e vargut) éshté tekniké
poetike kur njé fjali ose mendim vazhdon nga njé varg né tjetrin pa u
ndalur me piké, presje apo shenjé tjetér fundore né fund té vargut té
paré.
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CHASING ANDROMEDA

Clinging onto a chunk of a timber
adrift in a turbulent lake,

the rhythm of their pulse
mutually replicating,

blue waters and the maven poet
revolved into one swaying being.

Veering at the corner of centuries

feeling the smell of truth

over the grim lagoon, a window into earth,
at a place devoid of measuring devises
where only the love dervishes meet,

sitting in pure absence without expectations,
lyricist began weaving thoughts’ tapestry,
gathered the art of trapping swerving planets
between veiled space-time sheets,

acquired to migrate remnants of time
among its entangled layers.

Unfamiliar constellations
ensuing through a gallery of dreams
soared amid Milky Way’s harbor-

‘Chained Woman’ Andromeda
was finally free of handcuffs,

and the music of the spheres
began sprinting towards a new era.

Old shaman, his soul began flying
towards places where the creation

was working itself out, to catch onto her
ahead of the swans begun crawling,

before she was going to vanish in the light.
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NDJEKJA E ANDROMEDES

Duke u kapur pas njé cope druri

g€ notonte né€ njé€ ligen t& trazuar,

ritmi i pulsit té tyre,

duke u pasqyruar te njéri-tjetri,

ujérat blu dhe poeti-mjeshtér

u shndérruan né€ njé genie t€ vetme, q¢ l€kunde;.

Duke u shmangur né kthesén e shekujve,
duke ndier erén e s€ vértetés

mbi lagunén e zymté€, njé dritare drejt tokeés,
né njé vend pa mjete matése,

ku takohen vetém dervishét e dashurisé,

té ulur n€ mungesé t€ pastér, pa pritshmeéri,
liriki filloi té endte sixhaden e mendimeve,
mblodhi artin e kapjes sé€ planetéve qé shmangen
mes fletéve t€ mbuluara té hapé&siré-kohés,
pérvetésoi té€ migronte mbetjet e kohés
népér shtresat e saj t&€ ndérlikuara.

Yjési t€ panjohura,
g€ pasonin njéra-tjetrén né nj€ galeri éndrrash,
u ngritén mes portit t&€ Rrugés s¢ Quméshtit

“Gruaja e Zinxhiruar”, Andromeda,
mé né fund u ¢lirua nga prangat,

dhe muzika e sferave

filloi t& vraponte drejt njé epoke t€ re.

Shamani i vjetér, shpirti i tij nisi t€ fluturonte
drejt vendeve ku krijimi

po e pérmbushte vetveten, pér t’u kapur pas saj
para se mjellmat t€ fillonin zvarritjen,

para se ajo t&€ zhdukej né drité.
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DISSOLVING THOUGHTS

A bull plowing and sowing its truth,
he entered into a Chinese magic-mirror,
that reveals all sides of a human being.

Reconciling to his blue destination,

and how quickly a sailor discovers

himself on a sad sea, his life moving on
between a stern and the ship’s wheel,
dissolving into nothingness, he became

a broken ship beaten by monotonous waves
at the bottom of the ocean of his memories.

For many years she had been gone,

but her perfume still lingered on his couch.

For many seasons, the train on that distant bridge
sailed past, whistling through the unfamiliar fog.
In so many distant cities her lonely nights

spoke to him like a wind taking shape

in a keyhole. He never understood why

on such silent nights by the corridors of dreams,
he wanted to go to her secretly. Wandered,

was it the wind, lifting-up a corner of the evening
under his old-fashioned hurricane lantern?

It seemed on the linden trees past year’s leaves
were still hanging, like the pages from the old
telephone directories; their fragrance intact,
averting him from grasping a new language.
The remembrance of the past and anticipation
of the future placed him between hidden folds
of the cylindrical segments of space-time.

With the arrival of the morning sun, he was
going out in the spring meadows to gather lilacs.
He was so delighted that he remained all day
dissolving his thoughts into the season’s moment.
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MENDIME QE SHKRIHEN

Njé dem q¢ 1€ron e mbjell t€ vértetén e vet,
ai hyri né nj€ pasqyré magjike kineze,
q¢ zbulon té gjitha anét e genies njerézore.

Duke u pajtuar me destinacionin e tij blu,
dhe sa shpejt njé detar e zbulon veten

né njé€ det t€ trishtuar, jeta e tij duke rrjedhur
mes pupés dhe timonit t€ anijes,

duke u shkrir€ né hig, ai u bé

njé€ anije e thyer, e rrahur nga valé monotone
né€ fund t€ oqeanit té kujtimeve t€ tij.

Pér shumé vite ajo kishte ikur,

por parfumi i saj ende géndronte mbi divanin e tij.

Pér shumé sting, treni mbi até uré€ té largét

kalonte tutje, duke fishké&llyer né mjegullén e panjohur.
Né kaq shumé qytete t& largéta, netét e saj t€ vetmuara
i flisnin atij si nj€ eré qé merrte trajté

n€ vrimén e celésit. Ai kurr€ nuk e kuptoi pse,

né neté kaq té heshtura, pérgjaté korridoreve t€ éndrrave,
déshironte t&€ shkonte tek ajo fshehurazi.

Endej a ishte era ajo q€ ngrinte njé cep t& mbrémjes
nén fenerin e tij t€ vjetér t€ stuhive?

Dukej sikur né blinjté, gjethet e vitit t& kaluar
ende vareshin, si faget e librave té vjetér

té numrave telefoniké; aroma e tyre e paprekur,
e pengonte t& kapte njé gjuhé té re.

Kujtimi i sé shkuarés dhe pritja e s¢ ardhmes

e vendosnin mes paléve té fshehta

té segmenteve cilindrike t€ hapésiré-kohés.
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Me ardhjen e diellit t&€ méngjesit, ai

dilte né€ livadhet pranverore pér t&€ mbledhur jargavané.
Ishte aq i gézuar, sa q€ qéndroi gjithé ditén

duke shkriré mendimet e tij n€ gastin e stinés.

~43 ~



Sultan Catto. ﬁ

NOSTALGIA

Slow rain on the windowpane coupled with
heavy fog and dense clouds of sorrow
fill the far skies of the South.

Replicating in my eyes, gliding drops,
empty canoes being pulled across a river,
transport a veiled gallery of my daydreams.

Everything is blurred, the walls behind

lie unconscious, music from the old gramophone
float on spring wind like a driftwood on waves,
and with sundown, its resonances thicken.

I close my eyes, a movement inwards,

my homeward way lost beyond the horizon,

a roar of words and intermingled notes,
drinking darkness, I have no mind, no tongue,
only the source of thought and words find me.

Wheels of life and passing fades like a mirage
maybe that far mountain would bow down

thus, I could see her again standing in the doorway,
together to rename the stars in the sky’s collection.

~ 44 ~



ﬁ The outpost of the time - Posta e kohés

NOSTALGJIA

Shi 1 ngadalté mbi xhamin e dritares, i shogéruar me
mjegull t€ réndé dhe re t&€ dendura trishtimi,
mbushin giellin e largét t€ Jugut.

Duke u pasqyruar né syté e mi, pika q€ rréshqasin,

si kanoe t€ zbrazéta térhequr pérgjaté njé lumi,
transportojné nj€ galeri t&€ mbuluar té €ndérrimeve t€ mia
ditore.

Gjithgka €shté e turbullt, muret pas meje

géndrojné t€ pavetédijshme; muzika nga gramafoni i vjetér
lundron né erén e pranverés si dru i rrjedhur mbi valg,

dhe me peréndimin e diellit, jehona e saj trashet.

Mbyll syté, njé 1€vizje nga brenda,

rruga ime pér n€ shtépi humbet pértej horizontit,
njé gjémim fjalésh dhe notash t&€ ndérthurura;
duke piré€ errésirén, s’kam mendje, s’kam gjuhé,
vetém burimi i mendimit dhe fjalés mé gjen.

Rrotat e jeté€s dhe kalimi zbehen si njé mirazh;

ndoshta ai mal i largét do t& pérkulet,

q¢ ta shoh pérséri até né prag té derés,

sé& bashku pér t’i riemértuar yjet n€ koleksionin e qgiellit.
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RENAMING THE STARS

Fog arising over old wedding picture’s glass surface
at grandma’s shed in the mountain village-

slow rain form upon it, gliding drops arising,

each carrying a gallery of dreams

slide like empty canoes pulled down the Koban River.

Everything is blurred in my eyes, the walls behind
lie unconscious, music from the old gramophone
float on spring wind like driftwood on waves.

I enter a gallery of dreams. I go out of the darkness
onto a road of darkness, saw this then that.

I saw that then this, wondered if only the world
would always remain intact, as if some fisherman
drawing a little dinghy up the Koban’s shore.

I close my eyes, a movement inwards,

a roar of words and intermingled notes-

drinking darkness, I have no mind, no tongue,
only the source of thought and words find me.

Wheels of life and passing fades like a mirage
maybe the mountain Elbrus would bow down

s0, I could see her again standing in our doorway,
together rename the stars in the sky’s collection.
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RIEMERTIMI I YJEVE

Mjegull qé ngrihet mbi xhamin e njé fotografie té vjetér
dasme

né kasollen e gjyshes né fshatin malor

shi i ngadalté formohet mbi t€, pika qé€ rréshqasin,

secila duke mbajtur njé galeri éndrrash,

rréshqasin si kanoe t& zbrazéta té térhequra pérgjaté lumit
Koban.

Gjithgka €shté e turbullt né syté€ e mi; muret pas

géndrojné t€ pavetédijshme; muzika nga gramafoni i vjetér
lundron né€ erén e pranverés si dru i rrjedhur mbi valé.

Hyj né njé galeri éndrrash. Dal nga errésira

né njé€ rrugé errésire, pashé kété, pastaj até.

Pashé até, pastaj két€; mendova sikur bota

té mbetej gjithmoné e paprekur, si njé peshkatar
q¢ térheq njé varkeé té€ vogél né€ brigjet e Koban-it.
Mbyll syté, njé 1€vizje nga brenda,

njé gjémim fjalésh dhe notash té ndérthurura
duke piré€ errésirén, s’kam mendje, s’kam gjuhé,
vetém burimi i mendimit dhe fjalés mé gjen.

Rrotat e jetés dhe kalimi zbehen si mirazh;

ndoshta mali Elbrus do t& pérkulet,

q¢ ta shoh pérséri até né pragun toné,

sé& bashku pér t’i riemértuar yjet n€ koleksionin e qgiellit.
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AT THE OUTPOST

Positive slope of memory led me to the night stars,

negative one had me slide into a deep ocean in a dream,

to a place where the nine spheres of heaven were drowned,
where pearls sparkled, their beauty never touched the surface-
I could only hear their dazzling echoes.

Over a flat line, extending east and west,
love crawled in silence, soul became a night owl,
roads overflew with drunkards and winos, all plastered on love.

I stood as a flag at the center of a nearly flat space,

sensing ahead the coming storm, befriending moving clouds,
scrutinizing the ocean waves licking the shore, hearing the
winds singing in lonely alleys, sporadic trains transporting
loads and souls, carrying the dismal dimensions of day’s news
to cities of tomorrow.

Unable to lift my head to see the afternoon sun and evening
stars, glancing left and right, I observed things of the world that
did not move:

Houses, mountains, blue inlets, rooftops, chimneys, treetops,
fences, and doors resisting the years. My flower-like human
heart withered in that world, my flesh being wasted by longing.

I sat in that silence like an old lover, with one moment
life was an ancient rock in me, the next, an all-absorbing black
hole- I could only crawl out from the rocks and stones.

During the periods of immense hurricanes, utterly alone,
flattened by the winds and troubled as the sea, got to know the
storm,

thought of the days before I met her, when I had no troubles at
all. ..
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NE POSTEN E PARE

Pjerrésia pozitive e kujtesés mé coi drejt yjeve t€ natés,

ajo negative mé rréshqiti n€ njé oqean té thellé n€ éndérr,

né€ njé vend ku nénté sferat e giellit ishin mbytur,

ku perlat shkélgenin, bukuria e tyre kurré nuk prekte sipérfagen
mund t€ dégjoja vetém jehonat e tyre verbuese.

Mbi njé vijé t& rrafshét, qé shtrihej lindje—peréndim,

dashuria zvarritej né heshtje, shpirti béhej buf nate,

rrugét vérshonin nga t€ dehur e pijanecé, té gjithé t€ ngjitur pas
dashurisé.

Qéndrova si njé flamur né qendér té njé hapésire pothuajse t&
sheshté, duke ndier pérpara stuhiné g€ po vinte, duke u
miqésuar me reté 1évizése, duke vézhguar dallgét e ogeanit qé
1€pinin bregun, duke dégjuar erérat q€ kéndonin né rrugica t&
vetmuara, trenat sporadiké qé bartnin ngarkesa e shpirtra,
duke cuar pérmasat e zymta t€ lajmeve t€ dités n€ qytetet e sé
nesérmes.

I paaftg té ngrija kokén pér té paré diellin e pasdites dhe yjet e
mbrémjes, duke hedhur syté majtas e djathtas, vézhgoja gjérat e
botés g€ nuk 1éviznin:

shtépi, male, gjire blu, ¢ati, oxhage, maja pemésh,

gardhe dhe dyer q€ u rezistonin viteve. Zemra ime njerézore, si
lule, u vyshk né até boté&, mishi im i tretur nga malléngjimi.

U ula né até heshtje si nj€ i dashuruar i vjetér;

né njé gast jeta ishte njé shkémb i lashté brenda meje,

né tjetrin nj€ vrimé e zez€ qé pérpinte gjithgka

mund t& zvarritesha vetém pérmes shkémbinjve dhe guréve.
Gjaté periudhave té uraganeve té médha, krejtésisht i vetém,
i sheshuar nga erérat dhe i trazuar si deti, njoha stuhing,
mendova pér ditét para se ta takoja at€, kur s’kisha aspak
brenga...
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ON THE OTHER SIDE

Positive slope of memory

lead me to the night stars,
negative one has me slide

into a deep ocean in a dream,

to a place where nine spheres

of heavens are drowned,

where pearls sparkle, their beauty
never touch the surface.

I hear only their dazzling echoes.

Over a flat line, extending

east and west (along x-axis),
love crawls in silence,

soul becomes a night owl,

roads overflow with drunkards
and winos, all plastered on love.

I stand as a flag at the center

of a nearly flat space,

sensing ahead the coming storm,
befriended by moving clouds

and occasional birds, watching

the ocean waves licking the shore,
hearing the winds singing in lonely alleys,
sporadic trains carrying loads and souls.

Unable to lift my head to see

the afternoon sun and evening stars,
glancing left and right, observe
things of the world that do not move:
Houses, mountains, blue inlets,
rooftops, chimneys, treetops,

fences and doors resisting the years.
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I sit in that silence like old lovers,
with one moment, my life is a stone in me,
and the next, an all-absorbing black hole.

During the periods of immense hurricanes,
utterly alone, flattened by the winds,
troubled as the sea, I get to know the storm,
think of the days before I met her,

when I seemed to have had no troubles at all.
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NE ANEN TJETER

Pjerrésia pozitive e kujtesés

mé ¢on drejt yjeve té natés,

ajo negative mé rréshqit

né nj€ oqean té thellé né éndérr,

né njé€ vend ku nénté sferat

e qiellit jané mbytur,

ku perlat shkélgejné, bukuria e tyre
kurré nuk prek sipérfagen.

Dégjoj vetém jehonat e tyre verbuese.

Mbi njé vijé té rrafshét, q€ shtrihet
lindje—peréndim (pérgjaté boshtit x),
dashuria zvarritet né heshtje,

shpirti béhet buf nate,

rrugét vérshojné nga té dehur

e pijanecé, t€ gjithé t€ ngjitur pas dashurisé.

Qéndroj si njé flamur né gendér

té njé hapésire pothuajse té sheshté,

duke ndier pérpara stuhiné qé€ vjen,

i shog€ruar nga reté 1€vizése

dhe zogjté e rrallé, duke paré

dallgét e ogeanit g€ 1€pijn€ bregun,

duke dégjuar erérat q¢€ kéndojné né€ rrugica té vetmuara,
trenat sporadiké g€ bartin ngarkesa e shpirtra.

I paafté t€ ngre kokén pér té paré

diellin e pasdites dhe yjet e mbrémjes,
duke hedhur syté majtas e djathtas, vézhgoj
gjérat e botés q€ nuk lévizin:

shtépi, male, gjire blu,

cati, oxhaqge, maja pemésh,

gardhe e dyer q€ u rezistojné viteve.
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Ulem né até heshtje si t€ dashuruar té vjetér;
né njé cast jeta ime €shté njé gur brenda meje,
né tjetrin, njé vrimé e zez€ q€ pérpin gjithgka.

Gjat€ periudhave té uraganeve t€ médha,
krejtésisht i vet€m, i sheshuar nga erérat,
i trazuar si deti, e njoh stuhing,

mendoj pér ditét para se ta takoja até,
kur mé dukej se s’kisha fare brenga.
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TO PASS THROUGH TIME

During my youth, I was a planet with its hills,
forests, mountains, and four seasons,

where old desires flared,

descending rays broke into rainbows,

farmers sow the prospering fields,

and the moon colored the future’s lips.

Now, extinct, shriveled under a rolled-up blanket,
no longer having rainbows

and having lost that childhood energy,

with a drying lake creeping beside me

incapable of reflecting the sun’s rays.

Having lost my voice, dark shadows carry me
like an old trumpet in its black case.

I am resembling a compass needle

a long-distance runner carries as he runs

with his heart pounding,

having his words decomposed

under the ruins of his dreams.

And this thunder in my soul. I am unaware
to what port or to what ancient tomb

is this damn storm taking me?

Who would listen to my cries,

under lightning and the wind,

except the turbulent waves in my soul?

I must awaken from this bad dream,

open wide the third eye, even in this cold
to observe the moon proceeding overhead
and the stars made of snow, be able

to readjust my time to pass through time.
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TE KALOSH NEPER KOHE

NEé rininé time isha nj€ planet me kodra,
pyje, male dhe katér stiné,

ku déshirat e vjetra shpérthenin,

rrezet q€ zbresnin thérrmoheshin né ylberé,
bujqit mbillnin fusha pjellore,

dhe héna ngjyroste buzét e sé ardhmes.

Tani, i shuar, i tkurrur nén njé batanije t€ mbledhur,
pa mé ylberé

dhe me energjin€ e f€mijéris€ t&€ humbur,

me njé€ ligen q¢€ thahet duke u zvarritur prané€ meje,
1 paafté t& pasqyrojé rrezet e diellit.

Duke e humbur zérin, hijet e erréta mé mbartin

si njé trumpeté e vjetér n€ kutiné e saj té zezE.

I ngjaj gjilpérés s€ nj€ busulle

g€ nj€ vrapues i distancave té gjata e mban teksa vrapon,
me zemrén q€ i rreh fort,

fjalét e tij t€ shpérbéra

nén rrénojat e éndrrave.

Dhe ky bubullimé né shpirtin tim. Nuk e di
drejt cilit port apo cilit varr té lashté

po mé ¢on kjo stuhi e mallkuar?

Kush do t’1 dégjonte thirrjet e mia,

nén vetétima dhe eré,

pérvec dallgéve t€ trazuara n€ shpirtin tim?

Dubhet t€ zgjohem nga kjo éndérr e keqe,

té hap gjeré€ syrin e treté, edhe né kété té ftohte,
té vézhgoj hénén qé kalon sipér

dhe yjet prej bore, t€ jem né gjendje

ta rirregulloj kohén time pér t€ kaluar népér kohé.
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AT THE OUTPOST

The ascending road of memory led me to the heavens,
downhill I slid into a deep ocean in a dream,

to a place where the nine spheres of heaven were drowned,
where pearls sparkled, their beauty never reached the
surface.

I could only hear their dazzling echoes.

Time’s fool, I was seeking the infinite and inexplicable,
spurning everything that has an end, at a place

where love crawled in silence, soul became a night owl,
roads overflew with drunkards plastered on love.

I stood as a flag atop a pole at the center of a lot,

sensing ahead the coming storm, befriending moving clouds,
scrutinizing the ocean waves licking the shore,

hearing the winds whispering in lonely alleys

whistles of sporadic trains transporting souls,

carrying the dismal dimensions of day’s news to cities of
tomorrow, while observing things in the world that did not
move: houses, mountains, blue inlets, rooftops, chimneys,
treetops, fences and doors resisting the years.

My flower-like human heart withered in that world.

My flesh wasted by longing, settled in its silence like an old
lover.

Over the vast flat plains, way off into endlessness,
my dreamy eyes fixated on the wide horizon,
where distances dissolved, the future opened,

the past streamed in a mist,

villages and towns dissipated in its wake.

During the periods of immense hurricanes, utterly alone,

flattened by the winds and troubled as the sea, got to know
the storm,
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reflecting on the days before I met her, when I had no
troubles at all.

In love with the lifting wind, oscillating, with no load in my
back, no baskets in my arms, the sky above, and the earth
around me, sometimes touched by the shadows of the
floating clouds, at times, visited by rains that wet us- we
whistled together, the rain and I conversed as we dried in
the sun.

I whistled a falcon’s song, my soul in his sky screeched out
up from the rock of his body, flying free above the earth,
whilst life in me oscillated between rocks and all-absorbing
black holes-

I could only crawl out from the rocks and stones.
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NE POSTEN E PARE

Rruga ngjité€se e kujtesés mé coi drejt giejve,

tatépjeté rréshqita né njé ogean té thellé n€ éndérr,

né nj€ vend ku nénté sferat e giellit ishin mbytur,

ku perlat shkélgenin, por bukuria e tyre kurré s’arriti
sipérfagen.

Mund t€ dégjoja vetém jehonat e tyre verbuese.

I marr€ i kohés, kérkoja t€ pafundmen dhe té
pashpjegueshmen, duke pérbuzur gjithcka qé ka njé fund, né
nj€ vend ku dashuria zvarritej né heshtje, shpirti béhej buf
nate, rrugét vérshonin nga t€ dehur t€ ngjitur pas dashurisé.

Qéndrova si nj€ flamur mbi nj€ shtizé n€ gendér t€ njé
hapésire, duke ndier pérpara stuhiné qé po vinte, duke u
miqésuar me reté 18vizése, duke vézhguar dallgét e oqeanit
q¢ l€pinin bregun, duke dégjuar erérat qé€ péshpéritnin né
rrugica té vetmuara, fishkéllimat e trenave sporadiké qé
bartnin shpirtra, duke ¢uar pérmasat ¢ zymta t€ lajmeve té
dités n€ qytetet e s€ nesérmes,

ndérsa vézhgoja gjérat e botés q€ nuk 1€viznin:

shtépi, male, gjire blu, cati, oxhaqe, maja pemésh,

gardhe e dyer q€ u rezistonin viteve.

Zemra ime njerézore, si lule, u vyshk né at€ bot¢.

Mishi im, i tretur nga malléngjimi, u vendos né heshtjen e
saj si njé€ i dashuruar i vjetér.

Mbi rrafshinat e gjera, larg né pafundési,

syté€ e mi éndérrimtaré u ngulén né horizontin e gjeré,
ku largésité treten, e ardhmja hapej,

e shkuara rridhte né mjegull,

fshatra e qytete shpérndaheshin pas saj.

Gjat€ periudhave té uraganeve t€ médha, krejtésisht i vetém,
i sheshuar nga erérat dhe i trazuar si deti, njoha stuhing,
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duke reflektuar mbi ditét para se ta takoja até, kur s’kisha
fare brenga.

I dashuruar pas erés qé ngrihej, duke u I€kundur, pa barré né
shping, pa shporta n€ krahé&, me giellin mbi mua dhe tokén
rreth meje, her€ i prekur nga hijet e reve q€ notonin,

her€ i vizituar nga shirat qé na lagén fishkéllenim sé€ bashku,
shiu dhe uné bisedonim teksa thaheshim né diell.

Fishkéllova kéngén e njé€ skifteri; shpirti im né giellin e tij
klithi, duke u ngritur nga shkémbi i trupit t€ tij, duke
fluturuar i lir€ mbi toké, ndérsa jeta né mua lékundej mes
shkémbinjve dhe vrimave té zeza q€ pérpijné gjithcka
mund t€ zvarritesha vetém pérmes shkémbinjve dhe guréve.
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PASSING THE TORCH

I have tried in vain but never succeeded
refracting sideways through a mirror
where I imagined I would meet

thieves, ghosts I have never known,
and poets possessing stony words
plunging abruptly from their lips,

those mythological fishermen

casting out their huge nets to catch dreams,
nomads in search of new pastures.

I even tried passing through its

flintlike silvery layers, not succeeding,
a farsighted man, only acknowledging
everything close to his face is a stone.

Once, [ thrived on becoming a chemist,
struggling to dismantle double-sided mirrors.
During such tries learned how to see

further into the paintings, and even got closer
to the spaces where language cannot reach.
As a result, became aware that no river

can revisit its source, nor the apples return

to the tree from which they had fallen.

This obscure mirror, which reflected my heart
like a face at the bottom of a well,

I will now offer it to you, my friend, hoping

it will assist you in getting to know your heart
as you ascend on the veiled ladder deep into it.
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DOREZIMI I FLAKADANIT

Jam pérpjekur mé kot, por kurré€ s’ia dola

té thyhesha anash pérmes njé€ pasqyre

ku pérfytyroja se do té takoja

hajduté, fantazma g€ s’i kam njohur kurr€,
dhe poeté me fjalé prej guri

q¢ binin befas nga buzét e tyre,

ata peshkataré mitologjiké

q¢ hedhin rrjeta t&€ médha pér t€ kapur éndrra,
nomadé né kérkim t€ kullotave té reja.
Provova madje té kaloja pérmes

shtresave t€ saj argjendore, si stralli, por pa sukses,
njé€ njeri largpamés, q€ pranon vetém

se gjithgka prané fytyrés sé tij €shté gur.

Njéheré, lulézova duke u béré kimist,

duke u pérpjekur té gmontoja pasqyra dykahéshe.
Gjaté kétyre pérpjekjeve mésova té€ shoh

mé thellé né piktura dhe madje u afrova
hapésirave ku gjuha nuk arrin.

Si pérfundim, u béra i vetédijshém se asnjé lumé
s’mund té rikthehet te burimi i vet, as mollét

té kthehen né pemén nga e cila kané réné.

KEté pasqyré té errét, g€ ma pasqyroi zemrén

si njé fytyré€ né fund té njé pusi,

tani po ta ofroj ty, miku im, me shpresé

se do té t€ ndihmojé té€ njohésh zemrén ténde

ndérsa ngjitesh né shkallén e mbuluar thell€ brenda sa;.

~61 ~



Sultan Catto. ﬁ

DERVISH MEETS KELMENDI, THE
THUNDERHEAD

Old dervish, his shadow casting from the North,
rested by day and traveled by night
climbed up into the sky without a ladder.

Above the treetops, he met with Thunderhead,
sighted cumulonimbus, a massive, towering cloud
full of heavy rain, thunderstorms, and lightning.

Having been lost in the sky of his own verse,

in the presence of the dervish, Thunderhead
endlessly down poured as a wet monsoon,

gave new colors to unfamiliar rainbows,
stashing and leaving behind new patterns
emerging out of the ancient tales of the West,
while twirling and dancing in yesterday’s wind.
Verses emanating from his lips as slanted rain
consistently wetted the opposite shores.

Trying like the earth to catch a glimpse

of his falling words, the dervish became

a lonely linden tree, lending its new shadow

to his surroundings, attract occasional bees,

lean back, knowing he would never have a chance
to fall like rain, but all he could ever do

was to allow thunder’s wind to turn his pages.
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DERVISHI TAKON KELMENDIN, REJA E
BUBULLIMES

Dervishi i vjetér, me hijen qé i binte nga Veriu,
pushonte ditén dhe udh&tonte natén,
u ngjit né€ qiell pa shkallé.

Mbi majat e peméve, u takua me Re-né€ e Bubullimés,
pa kumulonimbusin, njé re gjigante, madhéshtore,
plot shi té réndg, stuhi dhe vetétima.

I humbur né qgiellin e vargut té vet,

né praniné e dervishit, Reja e Bubullimés

u derdh pa pushim si njé muson i lagésht,

i dha ngjyra té reja ylberéve t€ panjohur,

duke fshehur e 1éné pas modele té reja

q¢ dilnin nga tregimet e lashta t& Peréndimit,
ndérsa rrotullohej e kércente né€ erén e djeshme.
Vargjet g€ dilnin nga buzét e tij, si shi i pjerrét,
lagin pa ndérprerje brigjet pérballé.

Duke u pérpjekur, si toka, té kapte njé véshtrim

té fjaléve qé binin, dervishi u bé

njé blin€ e vetmuar, duke dhuruar hijen e saj té re
pér rrethin, duke térhequr heré pas here bletg,

u mbéshtet, duke e ditur se kurré s’do té kishte rast
té binte si shi, por gjithcka q€ mund t& bénte

ishte t€ lejonte erén e bubullimés t’ia kthente faqet.
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SOWER
Dedicated to a dear friend and poet, Lulzim Tafa

The majestic sun rises differently each day,
soul’s dance twirls in its changing light,

in his evenings, trying to imitate the sun,
the moon reveals itself in different guises.

Carrying his prayer rug on his shoulders
the sage, viewing the crescent moon
drinking up the empty sky-

while roaming around the globe

and lighting up the night’s darkness,

tries to unearth beneath ancient memories
the incredible histories of yesteryears,
the secret miracles of the days to come.

Each evening, the moon exhibits

a different mask that does not weep,
affecting the mystic’s pirouetting words
in search of their spiritual roots.

Hiding behind his third eye, gazing into time,
wearing his blue khirqah, the scholar-mystic
surveys his words adjusting their clothes,
trying to find their way into new poems,
trading places with strangers of the night.

His newly arrived poems sprint with a limp
toward the square moon guarding the past.

A new window he produced makes a frame,

on its other side--- he catches himself
surrendering to the syllables counted on his fingers
under the silence of his freshly created spectra.
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While awaiting the boundless twilight,

his soul flatters into a conductor tattooing darkness,
his time-shaken words, like a flock of birds

lift into flight to fill our eyes and ears

gazing into space-time, causing our psyche

to flow nameless and free.
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MBJELLESI
(Kushtuar miku té dashur dhe poetit, Lulzim Tafa)

Dielli madhéshtor lind ndryshe ¢do ditg,

vallja e shpirtit rrotullohet né dritén e tij q€ ndryshon;
né€ mbrémjet e tij, duke u pérpjekur ta imitojé diellin,
héna shfaget né€ pamje t&€ ndryshme.

Duke mbajtur sexhaden e Iutjes mbi supe,

i urti, duke véshtruar hénén né rritje,

duke piré€ qgiellin e zbrazét,

ndérsa endet rreth globit

dhe ndrig¢on errésirén e natés,

pérpiget té nxjerré nga thell€sité e kujtimeve té lashta
historité e pabesueshme t€ djeve,

mrekullité e fshehta té ditéve qé€ do té vijné.

(Cdo mbrémje, héna shfaq

njé maskeé tjetér q€ nuk qan,

duke ndikuar fjalét rrotulluese t€ mistikut
ng€ kérkim t€ rrénjéve té tyre shpirtérore.

I fshehur pas syrit té tij t€ tret€, duke soditur kohén,
1 veshur me hirkan blu, dijetari-mistik

vézhgon fjalét e tij, duke u rregulluar petkat,

duke kérkuar rrugén drejt poezive té reja,

duke ndérruar vend me t€ panjohurit e natés.

Poezité e sapoardhura vrapojné calamane

drejt hénés katrore g€ ruan té shkuarén.

Njé dritare e re q€ ai krijoi béhet kornizé;

né anén tjetér e gjen veten

duke iu dorézuar rrokjeve t&€ numéruara né gishta,
nén heshtjen e spektrave t€ sapokrijuara.
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Teksa pret muzgjet pa kufi,

shpirti i tij shndérrohet né dirigjent q¢€ gdhend errésirén;
fjalét e tij, t€ tronditura nga koha, si njé tuf€ zogjsh,
ngrihen né fluturim pér t€ mbushur syt€ dhe veshét tané,
duke soditur hapésiré-kohén,

duke béré gé psika joné t€ rrjedhé pa emér dhe e liré.
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RACONTEUR

In a dream, cut from dissipated shades

while gliding on the surface of a frozen stream,
wondering if waters were still flowing underneath,
he wanted to reach the shore to unite

and become one again with his own shadow.
Walking on slippery ice, he had just realized

how a part of the world leaves the world,

but the wetness never leaves the water.

When he reached the shore full of snow
happy to unite with his old shadow,

felt it was fitting and better for a sailor
to leave his adventures to the waters
even if they were frozen.

Hoping to reach his cabin in the thick snow
began following someone’s footprints,

at times deep, sometimes shallow.

From a man’s footprints, one can’t figure out
what he was carrying, but it didn’t matter.

He finally reached his chalet. Carrying into it
some old logs, built a fire, lit up a cigar,

and after sipping his cognac, munching on

a piece of bread, began writing.

His soul got busy opening the creation core,
secrets within started to slide forth.

Trying to explore the foundations

and the implication of mathematics,
examining the movements such as

fictional truths, puzzles about belief,

and his probes into reference and existence,
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he wanted to transmit math’s relationship

to the reality and logic of present times.

His words, absorbed deep into the earth
readied to give life to waiting young forests.

Throwing new logs into the fireplace,

stretched out on his couch and closed his eyes.
He was setting out on a journey with new ideas,
realizing new ideas, too, will age with journeys.
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RREFIMTARI

NEé njé éndérr, e preré nga hije q¢ shpérndahen,
duke rréshqitur mbi sipérfagen e njé pérroi t€ ngriré,
duke u pyetur nése ujérat ende rridhnin poshtg,

ai deshi t€ arrinte bregun pér t’u bashkuar

dhe pér t’u béré sérish njé€ me hijen e vet.

Duke ecur mbi akull té rréshqitshém, kuptoi sapo

se si njé pjes€ e botés e 1€ botén,

por lagéshtia kurré€ nuk e 1€ ujin.

Kur arriti bregun plot débor€,

1 lumtur t& ribashkohej me hijen e vjetér,

ndjeu se ishte e drejté dhe mé miré pér njé€ detar
t’ua linte aventurat ujérave,

edhe nése ishin t& ngrira.

Duke shpresuar té€ arrinte kasollen né déboré t&€ dendur,
filloi t€ ndigte gjurmét e dikujt,

heré té thella, heré té cekéta.

Nga gjurmét e njé njeriu nuk mund t€ kuptohet

cfaré mbante, por kjo s’kishte réndési.

Mg né fund arriti te shtépiza alpine. Duke futur brenda
disa trungje té vjetér, ndezi zjarrin, ndezi nj€ puro,
dhe pasi piu njé gllénjké konjak, duke kafshuar

njé€ copé buké, filloi t& shkruante.

Shpirti 1 tij u mor me hapjen e bérthamés sé€ krijimit;
sekretet brenda nisén t€ rréshqisnin pérpara.

Duke u pérpjekur t€ eksploronte themelet

dhe domethénien e matematikés,

duke shqyrtuar 1€vizje si

té vérteta fiktive, enigma besimi,

dhe kérkimet e tij mbi referencén dhe ekzistencén,
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ai donte t& pércillte marrédhénien e matematikés
me realitetin dhe logjikén e kohés s€ sotme.
Fjalét e tij, té pérthithura thellé né tokeé,

u pérgatitén t’u japin jeté pyjeve t€ rinj q€ prisnin.

Duke hedhur trungje té rinj né oxhak,

u shtri n€ divan dhe mbylli syté.

Po nisej n€ nj€ udhétim me ide té reja,

duke e kuptuar se edhe ideté e reja plaken me udhétimet.
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UNDER THE EXILE OF SHADOWS

Wherever I go, my shadow carries me
and writing means letting the words rest
and sleep on that thin rug of no depth,
which, like the soul, has all the strength,
and the entire wisdom of earthly silence.

I wait for the night’s arrival to lose my shadow,
grow wings, collect my words, and in the dark
when the sky is covered with rain clouds

fly and land on a nearby tree, spread the wet words
over its green leaves. Having exiled my moist words,
in the night when I too am a shadow and hollow,
letting my claws portion out the shades,

once being a corolla to the conjugate,

and watching the night’s shadow of shadows,

with the darkness spreading all over the world,

I finally perceive I must exchange

the shadows of my closed eyelids for my soul.

Nothing any longer takes shape or form outside me-
came to realize one must always have shadow and light.

Knowing that shadows lie deep in me and voiceless
whether a bird on a tree, or a man on the ground,

I must become a tailor with a torn shirt of shadows
mend my soaked words on it, and practice my art.
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NE MERGIMIN E HIJEVE

Kudo qé shkoj, hija ime mé bart,

dhe té shkruarit do té€ thot€ t’i 1ésh fjalét

té pushojné e té flen€ mbi até sexhade t€ holl€ pa thellési,
qé, si shpirti, ka gjithé fuqiné

dhe gjithé urtésin€ e heshtjes tokésore.

Pres ardhjen e natés pér t€ humbur hijen time,

pér té rritur krah€, pér t&€ mbledhur fjalét, dhe né errésirg,
kur gielli mbulohet me re shiu,

té fluturoj e t€ ulem né njé pemé prané,

t’1 shtrij fjalét e lagéshta mbi gjethet e saj t& gjelbra.
Duke i mérguar fjalét e mia t€ njoma,

né natén kur edhe uné jam hije dhe zbrazéti,

duke lejuar kthetrat e mia t€ ndajné nuancat,

dikur kur isha nj€ kurorézé pér té pérbashkétén,

dhe duke véshtruar hijen e natés mbi hijet,

me errésirén q€ shtrihet mbi gjithé botén,

mé n€ fund kuptoj se duhet té ndérroj

hijet e gepallave t€ mia t€ mbyllura me shpirtin tim.

Asgjé mé nuk merr formé apo trajté jashté meje
kuptova se njeriu duhet gjithmoné t€ keté hije dhe drité.

Duke e ditur se hijet géndrojné thellé né mua dhe pa z¢,
qofté zog n€ pemé apo njeri mbi toké,

duhet t€ béhem rrobagepés me njé kémishé hijesh té grisur,
t’1 qep mbi t€ fjalét e mia t€ lagura dhe t€ ushtroj artin tim.
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PLAY AND LET PLAY

Walking on snow

hit by a freezing wind,
teeth vibrating

like a tuning fork
send out sounds

no one hears

except for the mountain
covered in white
vanishing slowly
without wobbling
under the blizzard.

In that silence
from far away

an answer arrives,
creeps in and

out of my coat.

My body, too,
begins to shake.
A different pitch
comes to life,

a new resonance.

Entering my chalet
putting fire into logs
after warming up,

I place my fingers

on my guitar’s strings
and at once

the thirst for horizons
instantly begins.
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Sunk in the fog

of the memory of snow,

I am letting music
loosening my deafness

to the spirit of the evening,
while the faucets drip-drop
a different drummer

keeps the beats to my song.
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LUAJ DHE LERE TE LUAJE

Duke ecur mbi déboré,

i goditur nga njé eré ngrirése,
dhémbét dridhen

si njé pirun akordimi,
dérgojné tinguj

q¢ askush s’1 dégjon
pérveg malit

t€ mbuluar né té bardhé,
q¢ zhduket ngadalé

pa u lékundur

nén stuhiné e borés.

NEé até heshtje,

nga larg

vjen njé pérgjigje,
zvarritet brenda

e jashté palltos sime.

Edhe trupi im

nis t€ dridhet.

Njé lartési tjetér
merr jete,

njé rezonancé e re.

Duke hyré né shtépizén time alpine,
duke véné zjarrin te trungjet,

pasi ngrohem,

vendos gishtat

mbi telat e kitarés sime

dhe menjéheré

etja pér horizonte

nis pa vones¢.
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I zhytur n€ mjegullén

e kujtes€s sé débores,

e 1& muzikén

té mé zgjidhé shurdhériné
ndaj shpirtit t€ mbrémjes,
ndérsa rubinetat piké-piké,
njé daullxhi tjetér

i mban ritmin kéngés sime.
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FOLLOWING THE SCENT OF ESCAPED
WORDS

Wearing colorful robes, strange new verses
are fervently trying to enter my gloomy room
through its partially open window in a storm.
My house cats Clippy and Pumpernickle,
whiskers oscillating, tails waggling,

share that windowsill with my Spider Plant.

Settled on my writing desk, a word-tailor
hoping to seize a few of verse’s whispers,
wishing to embroider them quietly

onto my oriental tablecloth,

like a spider, I patiently wait to capture a few.
One is capable of performing such feats

when all sounds in a room are in a slow flight.

Hearing the ongoing perplexing conversations
at a wild wonder of those tranquil moments,
my cats suddenly congregate upon my table,
placing their toes upon the new verses.

They begin hearing strange conversations
going on between me and my tablecloth.
With both hands, I begin to stroke my cats.
Together, we watch the words move

to new locations under the kilim on the floor.
The ease of their flow never freezes.

I get up, feed my cats, give them water,
while they munch, I lift the corner of the rug,
discovering words had already escaped
but they had left their fragrance behind.
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Spider plant, watching the show with open eyes,
sees my pen quietly lie still over the table,

and as it happens only in oriental tales,

it whispers: do not grieve, dear tailor,

anything you lose comes round in another form.

Ah, the scent of those lost words now fallen
into the cracks between the floor panes,
they have sunk weightlessly into the future,
I know they still exist, so I go in search. . .
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DUKE NDJEKUR AROMEN E FJALEVE TE
ARRATISURA

T& veshura me petka shuméngjyréshe, vargje té reja e té
cuditshme pérpigen me zjarr t€ hyjné n€ dhomén time té
zymté pérmes dritares gjysmé t€ hapur, mes njé€ stuhie.
Macet e mia té shtépisé€, Clippy dhe Pumpernickle,

me mustaqe qé€ 1€kunden e bishta g€ tundin,

ndajné pragun e dritares me bimén time Merimangg.

I vendosur te tryeza e shkrimit, njé rrobagepés fjalésh
shpreson t€ kapé€ disa péshpéritje vargjesh,

duke déshiruar t’i géndisé né heshtje

mbi mbulesén time orientale t€ tryezés;

si nj€ merimangg, pres me durim t€ kap disa.

Njé gjé e tillé éshté e mundur

kur t€ gjitha tingujt né dhomé fluturojné ngadalg.

Duke dégjuar bisedat e vazhdueshme, t€ guditshme,
né mrekulling e egér té atyre casteve t€ geta,

macet e mia papritur mblidhen mbi tryezg,

duke vendosur putrat mbi vargjet e reja.

Ato fillojné té€ dégjojné biseda t€ pazakonta

qé€ zhvillohen mes meje dhe mbulesés s¢€ tryezés.
Me té dyja duart filloj t’i ledhatoj macet.

Sé bashku shohim fjalét qé 1évizin

n€ vende t€ reja nén qilimin e dyshemesé.
Lehtésia e rrjedhés sé tyre kurré nuk ngrin.

Ngrihem, ushqej macet, u jap ujé;

teksa ato pértypin, ngrit njé cep t&€ qilimit,
dhe zbuloj se fjalét kishin ikur tashmé,
por kishin 1éné€ pas aromén e tyre.
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Bima Merimangg, duke e par€ shfagjen me sy hapur,
sheh stilolapsin tim t€ qéndroj€ qeté mbi tryeze,

dhe si¢ ndodh vetém né pérrallat orientale,

mé péshpérit: mos u trishto, o rrobaqepés i dashur,
¢do gjé qé humb kthehet sérish n€ njé formé tjetér.

Ah, aroma e atyre fjaléve t€ humbura, tani t€ réna
né carjet mes dérrasave t& dyshemesé,

jané zhytur pa peshé né t&€ ardhmen;

e di se ende ekzistojné, prandaj nis t’i kérkoj. ..
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DUKE NDJEKUR AROMEN E FJALEVE TE
ARRATISURA

T€ veshura me petka shuméngjyréshe, vargje té reja e t€
cuditshme pérpigen me zjarr t€ hyjné n€ dhomén time té
zymté pérmes dritares gjysmé t€ hapur, mes njé€ stuhie.
Macet e mia té shtépisé€, Clippy dhe Pumpernickle,

me mustaqe qé€ 1€kunden e bishta g€ tundin,

ndajné pragun e dritares me bimén time Merimangg.

I vendosur te tryeza e shkrimit, njé rrobagepés fjalésh
shpreson t€ kapé€ disa péshpéritje vargjesh,

duke déshiruar t’i géndisé né heshtje

mbi mbulesén time orientale t€ tryezés;

si nj€ merimangg, pres me durim t€ kap disa.

Njé gjé e tillé éshté e mundur

kur t€ gjitha tingujt né dhomé fluturojné ngadalg.

Duke dégjuar bisedat e vazhdueshme, t€ guditshme,
né mrekulling e egér té atyre casteve t€ geta,

macet e mia papritur mblidhen mbi tryezg,

duke vendosur putrat mbi vargjet e reja.

Ato fillojné té€ dégjojné biseda t€ pazakonta

qé€ zhvillohen mes meje dhe mbulesés s¢€ tryezés.
Me té dyja duart filloj t’i ledhatoj macet.

Sé bashku shohim fjalét qé 1évizin

n€ vende t€ reja nén qilimin e dyshemesé.
Lehtésia e rrjedhés sé tyre kurré nuk ngrin.

Ngrihem, ushqej macet, u jap ujé;

teksa ato pértypin, ngrit njé cep t&€ qilimit,
dhe zbuloj se fjalét kishin ikur tashmé,
por kishin 1éné€ pas aromén e tyre.
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Bima Merimangg, duke e par€ shfagjen me sy hapur,
sheh stilolapsin tim t€ qéndroj€ qeté mbi tryeze,

dhe si¢ ndodh vetém né pérrallat orientale,

mé péshpérit: mos u trishto, o rrobaqepés i dashur,
¢do gjé qé humb kthehet sérish n€ njé formé tjetér.

Ah, aroma e atyre fjaléve t€ humbura, tani t€ réna
né carjet mes dérrasave t& dyshemesé,

jané zhytur pa peshé né t&€ ardhmen;

e di se ende ekzistojné, prandaj nis t’i kérkoj. ..
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ECHO OF A TREE WITHIN THE POET’S SOUL

[ am a cypress tree near the center of Pristina
conversing without words, and sharing memories
with a young versifier settled on my shade.

Our heads and thoughts are lifted toward the clouds,
our roots are embedded in the deep layers of the earth.

A few hundred years ago, an old farmer planted me

at the edge of a river by a small village of a few homes
built of mud and scattered rocks, these days

grown into this modern city. I have witnessed wars,

city changing hands under all sorts of occupying armies,
have learned many different languages, became familiar
with all sorts of music and songs. I have witnessed

huge fires, destruction, and rebuilding new homes,
watched generations of children play, invent games
under my shadows in their colorful clothes.

I let the poet write his feelings in his notebooks,

the only thing I can offer him are these Eolian songs,
the humming sounds I can produce due to vibrations
with help of my leaves, only when there are winds.

I sense ahead the wind that is coming, live it through,
am familiar with all the steps humans and animals
leave their mark on the snow in winter, I’m also

an expert knowing the shapes of different snowflakes.

While the things of the world do not move, chimneys
full of silence, doors or windows open or closed,

I’ve also become familiar with migrations of birds,

for example, storks arriving from Africa during spring,
produce their siblings and teach them to fly

before flying back home at the end of the fall season.
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Knowing well ahead of the coming storm, my soul is

as troubled as the river next to me. I have hidden eyes
resembling the eyes of a vigilant cat. Like the poets

that come and go, writing their poems under my shadow,
we know a thing or two that’s purer than love.
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JEHONA E NJi PEME BRENDA SHPIRTIT TE
POETIT

Jam njé€ selvi prané qendrés sé Prishtinés,

bisedoj pa fjalé dhe ndaj kujtime

me njé vargézues t€ ri q€ pushon né€ hijen time.
Kokat dhe mendimet tona jané ngritur drejt reve,
rrénjét tona jané ngulitur né shtresat e thella t& tokés.

Para disa qindra vitesh, nj€ bujk i vjetér mé mbolli
né buzg té€ njé lumi, prané nj€ fshati t&€ vogél me pak shtépi
prej balte dhe gurésh té shpérndaré,

g€ sot jané shnd€rruar né kété qytet modern.

Kam paré€ luftéra, qytetin té kalojé doré mé doré
nén ushtri pushtuese t&€ ndryshme,

kam mésuar shumé gjuhé, jam familjarizuar

me lloj-lloj muzike dhe kéngésh.

Kam déshmuar zjarre t€ médha, shkatérrime

dhe rindértimin e shtépive té€ reja;

kam paré breza fémijésh té luajné, t€ shpikin lojéra
nén hijet e mia, me rrobat e tyre shuméngjyréshe.

E lejoj poetin t’i shkruajé ndjenjat e tij né€ fletore;

e vetmja gjé q€ mund t’i ofroj jané kéto kéngé eoliane,
tingujt gumézhités qé prodhoj nga dridhjet

me ndihmén e gjetheve t€ mia, vetém kur fryn era.

E ndiej pérpara erén qé€ po vjen, e jetoj plotésisht;
jam i njohur me t€ gjitha hapat q€ njerézit dhe kafshét
1€né mbi boré né dimér; jam gjithashtu

njohés i formave t€ kristaleve t€ ndryshme té borés.

Ndérsa gjérat e botés nuk 1€vizin oxhaqge
té mbushura me heshtje, dyer e dritare t€ hapura a t&
mbyllura
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jam njohur edhe me shtegtimet e shpendéve,

pér shembull, lejlekét g€ vijn€ nga Afrika né pranveré,
sjellin pasardhésit e tyre dhe u mésojné t& fluturojné
para se té kthehen sé€rish né sht€pi né fund t€ vjeshtés.

Duke e ditur miré€ stuhin€ g€ po vjen, shpirti im

€shté po aq i trazuar sa lumi prané meje.

Kam sy té fshehté, t€ ngjashém me syté e njé mace
vigjilente.

Si poetét g€ vijné e shkojné, duke shkruar vargjet e tyre
nén hijen time, ne dimé njé a dy gjéra

g€ jan€ mé t€ pastra se veté dashuria.
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LIKE WATCHING THE SEA CHANGE COLOR

It was a late afternoon. After playing

a backgammon game with some villagers,
I followed the footsteps, at times shallow,
in other instances, deep, someone left

on the snow. They led me into the doors
of a dark cave.

Entering a dark tunnel, I unfolded my cape,
wrapped it around my waist. Moments later
I, too, became a part of the cold darkness.

Long ago, in the city, when the lights went out
my hands, following the handrails,

allowed me to find my way out of the dark.
Here, taking some steps, | was completely lost.
Shouting, I could only hear my echo,

I could no longer knock down midnight’s door.

In search of light, the unprepared traveler
loses time and space only in endless dark caves.

I felt, here I was in a completely new world
that no longer tolerated a child’s heart.
Only children can invent a way out of the dark.

When objects fall into blackholes they have
no possible way to return to the real world.
Either I had to surrender to the dark,

or invent my way out of the impasse.

Knowing that anything you lose comes round
in another form, I had known some animals,
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like a mole that digs the ground and lives in darkness,
and when it reaches the surface, it is blinded.

And some Shamans, after placing their writings

on the branches of a fig tree, were able to make

trips into the center of the earth and return.

And the Whirling Dervishes, through twirling,

could connect themselves from deep layers

of the earth to the heavens above in a trance.

Not being a Shaman or a Whirling Dervish,
leaning down and grabbing a pair of rocks

I began striking them at each other, creating sparks
for soon or later to get out of the impasse.

Maybe in a dream, [ will find my way back
as in the dream of a dreamed one,
the dreamer finally awakes.

Scribbling my thoughts into my soul

in my scientific mind, soon or later, I’ll discover

a higher-dimensional universe, along whose stratums,
in between the unknown space-time folds,

turning into a modern Shaman, inventing new maths,
whirling my way out of the Uncertainty Principle
that is at the base of our quantum existence,

taking with me a few unintelligible characters

I’ll discover, like a tailor, how to cut and paste time
with an invisible string attached to a needle,

and make new clothes using Tachyons,

and like a poet, uncover a universal language

and take all for rides, in and out of dark caves.
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SI TE SI:IOHESH DETIN T NDRYSHOJE
NGJYRE

Ishte voné pasdite. Pasi luajta

njé€ lojé tavélli me disa fshatar€,
ndoqja gjurmét - heré€ té cekéta,
her€ té thella - qé€ dikush kishte 1é€né
mbi bor€. Ato mé ¢uan te dyert

e njé shpelle t€ errét.

Duke hyré né njé tunel té errét, shpalosa mantelén,
e lidha rreth belit. Pak caste mé voné
edhe uné u béra pjesé e errésirés sé ftohte.

Dikur, n€ qytet, kur dritat fikeshin,

duart e mia, duke ndjekur parmakét,

mé ndihmonin t€ gjeja rrugén jashté errésirés.
Ke&tu, pasi béra disa hapa, isha plotésisht i humbur.
Duke bértitur, dégjoja vetém jehonén time;
s’mund ta trokisja mé derén e mesnatgs.

Né kérkim t€ drités, udhétari i papérgatitur
humb kohén dhe hapésirén vetém né shpella t€ pafundme
errésire.

Ndjeva se isha kétu, né njé boté krejtésisht té re,
g€ nuk e duronte mé zemrén e njé fémije.
Vetém fémijét mund té shpikin njé rrugédalje nga errésira.

Kur objektet bien n€ vrima t€ zeza,

nuk kan€ asnjé mundési t€ kthehen né botén reale.
Ose duhej t’i dorézohesha errésirés,

ose t&€ shpikja rrugén time pér t€ dalé nga ngérgi.
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Duke ditur se ¢do gjé q¢ humb kthehet né njé formé tjetér,
dija pér disa kafshé, si urithi qé gérmon tokén

dhe jeton né errésir€, e kur del né sipérfage verbohet.

Dhe pér disa Shamang, q€ pasi vendosnin shkrimet e tyre
né degét e njé fiku, ishin né€ gjendje t€ bénin

udhétime drejt gendrés sé tokes dhe té ktheheshin.

Dhe Dervishét Rrotullues, qé€ pérmes rrotullimit

lidheshin nga shtresat e thella t&€ tokés

me qiejt pérmbi, né njé ekstazé.

Duke mos gené as Shaman e as Dervish Rrotullues,

u pérkula dhe kapa dy gur€,

fillova t’i pérplas njéri me tjetrin, duke krijuar shkéndija,
q¢ herét a voné té€ dilja nga ngérgi.

Ndoshta né njé éndérr do ta gjej rrugén e kthimit,
si né éndrrén e njé t€ éndérruari,
kur €ndérrimtari mé n€ fund zgjohet.

Duke gérvishtur mendimet né shpirt,

me mendjen time shkencore, herét a voné do t€ zbuloj

nj€ univers me dimensione mé t€ larta, pérgjaté shtresave té
té cilit, mes paléve t€ panjohura t& hapésiré-kohés,

duke u shndérruar né€ njé Shaman modern, duke shpikur
matematika té reja,

duke u rrotulluar jashté Parimit té Pasigurisé

q¢ éshté né themel t& ekzistencés soné kuantike,

duke marré me vete disa shenja t€ pakuptueshme,

do t€ zbuloj, si njé rrobaqepés, si t€ pres dhe t&€ qep kohén
me njé fill t& padukshém t€ lidhur n€ njé gjilpére,

té krijoj rroba té reja duke pérdorur takioné,

dhe si poet, t€ zbuloj njé gjuhé universale

e t’i marr t€ gjithé né udhétime,

brenda e jashté shpellave té erréta.
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ON A BOAT RIDE

Hudson River was flowing into the Atlantic Ocean,
beneath Verrazano Bridge’s watchful glances.
Poetess settled quietly at the rear of a boat

under the morning shadows of tall buildings
feeling she has no mind, ears, or tongue today

was anticipating the source of thought and words
will notice her, have her translate her secrets

into songs. Migration of lights between her stanzas
forever tied to the routes of her heart’s pain

she had penned at the edges of her poetry books
were nudging simultaneously in four directions.

As the sun began to slowly rise, thoughts, finally
reaching her lips, began climbing over the waves
to chase the hours and the new day’s arrival.
Dense shadows of Manhattan’s tall buildings
casting toward Jersey City’s shores at early hours,
too, were aiding her to hide her feelings

from looking back a few times, loading her

with new inspirations rising from the sweet waters
moving down towards the ocean’s salty existence.

Beneath her watchful eyes that reminisce
everything that happened between her

and her new lover was compelling her to feel
as if the twelve spheres of heaven too

were drowned at this forsaken place,

where the ship of her being was about to sink.

She felt her mind was like an old harp that was

left alone in a room in the attic of her frame.

She had been waiting for this moment, for the time
to arrive, to re-tune, tighten, and temper
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her emotions and begin writing new love songs.
On her left hand, she found herself drawing
the glove that was meant for the right.

She was on a vessel carrying her from Jersey City
towards the Poets House in lower Manhattan
where she was invited to read her new poems

on “Spell of Love’s Pains Rising from the Sea.”
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NE NJiE UDHETIM ME ANILJE

Lumi Hudson derdhej né Ogeanin Atlantik,

nén véshtrimet vigjilente té Urés Verrazzano.

Poetja ishte vendosur getésisht n€ pjesén e pasme t€ anijes,
nén hijet e méngjesit t€ ndértesave té larta,

duke ndier se sot s’kishte as mendje, as veshg, as gjuhg,
por priste g€ burimi i mendimit dhe i fjalés

ta vinte re, t’ia pérkthente sekretet

né kéngé. Migrimi i dritave mes strofave té saj,

i lidhur pérgjithmoné me shtigjet e dhimbjes s€¢ zemrés,
q¢ ajo i kishte shkruar né skajet e librave t€ poezis€,
shtynte njékohé&sisht n€ katér drejtime.

Teksa dielli nisi t€ ngrihej ngadalé, mendimet, mé né fund,
duke mbérritur n€ buzét e saj, filluan t€ ngjiteshin mbi
dallgé pér té€ ndjekur orét dhe ardhjen e dités sé re.

Hijet e dendura t€ ndértesave té larta t&¢ Manhatanit,

q¢ binin herét drejt brigjeve té Jersey City-t,

ndihmonin gjithashtu g€ ajo t’i fshihte ndjenjat,

duke mos u kthyer pas disa heré, duke e ngarkuar

me frymézime t€ reja qé€ ngriheshin nga ujérat e €émbla,

té cilat rridhnin drejt kripésisé sé oqgeanit.

Nén syté e saj vigjilenté, q€ kujtonin
gjithcka qé€ kishte ndodhur mes saj

dhe dashurisé sé re, ajo ndihej

sikur edhe dymbédhjeté sferat e qiellit

té ishin mbytur né kété vend té braktisur,

ku anija e genies s€ saj ishte gati t€ fundose;.

Ajo ndiente se mendja e saj ishte si nj€ harpé€ e vjetér

e 1éné vetém né€ njé dhomé n€ papafingon e genies sé saj.
E kishte pritur kété cast, kété kohé

q¢€ t&€ mbérrinte, pér t’i riakorduar, shtrénguar dhe zbutur
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emocionet e saj dhe pér té nisur t&€ shkruante kéngé té reja
dashurie.

Me dorén e majté, e gjeti veten duke vizatuar

dorézén qé ishte menduar pér t€ djathtén.

Ajo ishte n€ njé mjet lundrues qé e ¢onte nga Jersey City
drejt Shtépisé sé Poetéve né Manhatanin e Poshtém,

ku ishte ftuar t€ lexonte poezité e saj té reja

mbi “Magjin€ e dhimbjeve té dashurisé g€ ngrihen nga deti.”
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STRANGE VOYAGES IN SPACETIME

Waters flowing deep into tomorrows

set out from his fingers, stirring the past.
Drifting back in time, wearing an age-old
Cossack uniform and disguised as a tailor,
he traveled to his great-grandpa’s house
located at the outskirts of the snow-laden
Elbrus Mountain in the middle of Caucausus.

It was a time long before his grandpa was born.
Knowing the events that took place during

the next hundred years, he convinced

his great-grandpa to follow him to his

futuristic ship he had arrived in, now

hidden in a nearby cave, taking him on a flight
into the house of a philosopher and poet, Li He,
an official of the Qing dynasty, a native of
Jinxiang, Shandong, thousands of miles away.

Welcomed by Li He, they ended up spending

two years at his residence, learning Chinese,

Chinese calligraphy, studying the great works of Li Po
and daily consuming a yellow Shaoxing wine

made from glutinous rice.

One day, taking an excuse to leave for a while,

he returned to New York in the nineteen sixties.

He knew he had kidnapped his great-grandpa

long before he was to marry great-grandma,
wondered how he himself ended up where he is.
Making another trip back to Caucausus during

early twentieth century, he was shocked to see
Chinese emblems on the old walls of grandpa’s house
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and the names L1 He and Li Po were carved into its walls,
some of their poems adorning its confines.

The grandfather paradox is a logical contradiction
in time travel theory. A traveler goes back in time
and kills their grandfather before their parent is conceived.

This implies the traveler is never born, creating a loop
where they cannot exist to travel back, suggesting
that backward-time travel is impossible.

He was not a killer, but he had taken his
great-grandpa so far away, knowing he will
never be able to return home, at least within
those days’ absolute realities.

He now realized how the old paradox was no longer
a puzzle. Time was no longer a straight path

when you travel back and forth into the past and

the future. You travel in a Garden of Forking Paths.

As you motion, you remain on one geodesic

as your life also continually splits into other lanes.
You remain forever on one of those paths,

but another identical copy of you remains on another
a holographic copy now leading into a different realm.

He knew he always lived in a holographic universe
that his reality was a projection of information
stored on a distant lower-dimensional surface

and the total information in a volume of space

was encoded in its boundary. He wanted to sit back,
prove that the boundary of boundary does not exist.

Possibly Two-Time Physics needed to be re-expressed
in new dimensions resembling octonionic numbers
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all to be based on newly created holographic principles.

New knowledge in the mind was going to open doors
to await the night, to bring know-how to what
the darkness and its hidden shadows were to bring.

Drinking a new cup of wine produced from words
was making him thirstier as he looked at himself
from the other side of the convex Chinese mirrors.
Perhaps the knowledge he was seeking was hidden

in the saxophone’s sobbing in his pure heart and soul.

~08 ~



ﬁ The outpost of the time - Posta e kohés

UDHETIME TE CUDITSHME NE HAPESIRE-
KOHE

Ujérat qé rrjedhin thell€ né t€ nesérmet

nisén nga gishtat e tij, duke trazuar t€ shkuarén.

Duke u kthyer pas né kohé, i veshur me nj€ uniformé té
lasht€ kozake dhe i maskuar si rrobagepés,

udhétoi drejt shtépis€ s€ stérgjyshit té tij,

e vendosur né skajet e malit t€ mbuluar me boré
Elbrus, né mes té Kaukazit.

Ishte njé koh€ shumé pérpara se t€ lindte gjyshi i tij.
Duke i ditur ngjarjet qé do t&€ ndodhnin gjaté

njéqind viteve t€ ardhshme, e bindi

stérgjyshin ta ndiqte drejt anijes sé tij futuriste

me té cilén kishte mbérritur, tani

e fshehur né€ njé shpell€ prané, duke e marré me vete

né njé€ fluturim drejt shtépisé sé filozofit dhe poetit Li He,
njé zyrtar i dinastis€ Qing, vendas nga

Jinxiang, Shandong, mijéra milje larg.

I mirépritur nga Li He, pérfunduan duke kaluar

dy vjet né banesén e tij, duke mésuar

gjuhén kineze, kaligrafin€ kineze, duke studiuar veprat e
médha t&€ Li Po-sé

dhe duke pir€ ¢do dité verén e verdhé Shaoxing

té béré nga orizi ngjités.

Njé dit€, duke gjetur njé justifikim pér t’u larguar pér pak,
u kthye n€ Nju Jork né vitet gjashtédhjeté.

E dinte se e kishte “rrémbyer” stérgjyshin e tij

shumeé koh€ para se ai t€ martohej me stérgjyshen,

dhe pyetej si kishte pérfunduar veté aty ku ishte.
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Duke béré njé€ udhétim tjetér drejt Kaukazit

né fillim t€ shekullit XX, u trondit kur pa

emblema kineze né muret e vjetra t& shtépisé s€ gjyshit,
dhe emrat Li He dhe Li Po t€ gdhendur né mure,

me disa nga poezité e tyre q¢ zbukuronin hapésirén.

Paradoksi i gjyshit &shté njé kundérshti logjike

né teorin€ e udhétimit né€ kohé:

nj€ udhétar kthehet pas né kohé

dhe vret gjyshin e tij para se prindi t€ konceptohet.

Kjo nénkupton se udhétari nuk lind kurré,

duke krijuar njé€ rreth vicioz

ku ai s’mund té ekzistojé pér t’u kthyer pas,

duke sugjeruar se udhétimi mbrapsht n€ kohé &shté i
pamundur.

Ai nuk ishte vrasés, por e kishte marré

stérgjyshin shumé larg, duke e ditur se

ai nuk do t€ mund té kthehej mé né€ shtépi,

té paktén brenda realiteteve absolute t€ atyre ditéve.

Tani e kuptoi se paradoksi i vjetér

nuk ishte m€ enigmé&. Koha nuk ishte mé njé€ vij€ e drejté
kur udhéton pérpara e mbrapa né té shkuarén

dhe né t€ ardhmen. Udhéton n€ njé Kopsht t&€ Shtigjeve qé
Ndahen.

Ndérsa l1éviz, mbetesh né njé gjeodezik,

por jeta jote vazhdimisht ndahet né€ korsi t€ tjera.

Ti mbetesh pérgjithmoné né njé prej atyre shtigjeve,

por njé kopje tjetér identike e jotja mbetet né njé tjetér,
nj€ kopje holografike q€ tashmé hyn n€ njé mbretéri tjetér.
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E dinte se gjithmoné kishte jetuar né njé univers holografik,
se realiteti i tij ishte njé projeksion informacioni

i ruajtur né njé sipérfaqe t€ largét me dimension mé t& ulét,
dhe se i gjith€ informacioni n€ njé véllim hapésire

ishte i koduar né kufirin e tij.

Déshironte té ulej geté

dhe t€ provonte se kufiri i kufirit nuk ekziston.

Ndoshta Fizika e Dy Kohé&ve duhej té riformulohej
né dimensione t€ reja g€ 1 ngjajné numrave oktoneoniké,
té gjitha t€ bazuara né parime t€ reja holografike.

Dija e re né mendje do té hapte dyer
pér t€ pritur natén, pér té sjellé njohuri
mbi at€ qé err€sira dhe hijet e saj t€ fshehta do t€ sillnin.

Duke piré€ njé goté t€ re vere t€ prodhuar nga fjalét,
ai béhej edhe mé i etur, teksa shihte veten

nga ana tjetér e pasqyrave kineze konvekse.
Ndoshta dija qé kérkonte

ishte e fshehur n€ vajtimin e saksofonit

né zemrén dhe shpirtin e tij t€ pastér.
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OPENING PANDORA’S BOX

Camouflaged behind the walls of his soul,
in a hurry to keep up with writing,

the modern-day versifier struck open

new windows to his obscured life.

His clever fingers were grasping

the golden key only the mystics knew
that can open the doors leading to

one’s destiny during time travel.

Peeping through the panes with the help
of his third eye outside the light cone,
whirling dancer and musician,
drumming and chanting, wandered
into the new cosmos by generating

a fresh new path that avoided

black hole horizons and white dwarfs
through a nearly empty landscape,
got ready to discover a double door
to the hidden spiritual world,

while his mind kept him busy
adjusting the direction of time,
forcing him to remain on the

main road of this newly created
Garden of Forking Paths.

He wanted to meet aliens,
strangers with a dozen eyes
and eighteen senses, possibly
trade shadows with them,
become fully transparent

only when his obscured words
would twirl and become visible
in the absence of light, and
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thereby making the darkness shine.

The architect within, too, wished

to reclaim the age-old visions

that the Chinese Mirrors

once had stolen away from him,
those that had disappeared

between yesterday and the sea.
Ageless drifter also wanted to train
his songs to swim inside the cosmos’
deep layers, his shadows to be able
to fish in its undiscovered new horizons,
and to let go of that cloth

he had spent a lifetime of weaving.

He began to ski down the slope

of aged white words emanating

from his soul toward a new time zone,
away from unmitigated darkness
leading to the lightning of the classics.
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HAPJA E KUTISE SE PANDORES

I kamufluar pas mureve t€ shpirtit té tij,

n€ ngut pér t€ mos mbetur pas me shkrimin,
vargézuesi i koh€s moderne hapi me forcé
dritare t€ reja né jetén e tij té errésuar.
Gishtat e tij t€ mprehté kapnin

celésin e arté q€ vetém mistikét e njihnin,

at€ qé hap dyert qé cojné

drejt fatit t€ njeriut gjaté udhétimeve né kohé.

Duke véshtruar pérmes xhamave me ndihmén
e syrit té tij té treté, jashté konit té drités,
valltar rrotullues dhe muzikant,

duke rrahur daulle e duke kénduar,

endeshte né kozmosin e ri duke krijuar

njé shteg krejt té freskét qé shmangte
horizontet e vrimave té zeza dhe xhuxhét e bardhé,
pérmes njé peizazhi pothuajse t€ zbrazgt,

gati pér t€ zbuluar njé deré t€ dyfishté

drejt bot€s sé fshehté shpirtérore,

ndérsa mendja e tij mbetej e z&né

duke rregulluar drejtimin e kohés,

duke e detyruar t& géndronte

né rrugén kryesore t& kétij

Kopshti té Shtigjeve qé Ndahen,

té sapokrijuar.

Ai déshironte té takonte aliené,

té huaj me njé duziné€ sysh

dhe tet€émbédhjeté shqisa,

ndoshta t€ shkémbente me ta hijet,

té béhej plotésisht i tejdukshém

vetém atéheré kur fjalét e tij té fshehura

do té rrotulloheshin e do t& béheshin t€ dukshme
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né€ mungesé té drités,
duke e béré késhtu errésirén té ndricojé.

Arkitekti brenda tij déshironte gjithashtu

té rimerrte vizionet e lashta

q¢ Pasqyrat Kineze

dikur ia kishin vjedhur,

ato qé€ qené zhdukur

mes djeshmes dhe detit.

Endacaku i pérjetshém donte t€ stérviste
kénggt e tij t€ notonin né shtresat e thella

té kozmosit, hijet e tij t€ mund

té peshkonin né horizontet e reja té€ pazbuluara,
dhe té hiqte doré nga ajo pélhuré

q¢ kishte kaluar njé jeté té téré€ duke e endur.

Al nisi té rréshqiste poshté shpatit

té fjaléve t€ bardha té plakura, q€ buronin
nga shpirti i tij drejt njé zone t€ re kohore,
larg errésir€s s€ paméshirshme,

drejt vetétimés s€ klasikéve.
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YESTERYEAR’S BLUES

He wanted to return to where he began,
go back into those half-forgotten eras

to some memories that went hidden
between spacetime layers across
unraveled epochs, into those instances
when time was still divided into hours,
and carnations according to their scents.

The long and winding road descending
into his soul was readying to join his sleep,
endlessly conversing with each other

often both had to be silent voluntarily,
resting along, taking naps as they moved
arm in arm toward oblivion.

In dreams below the old-baffled roads,
long ago, silence had lost its voice,
causing it echo down the time where
days had forgotten to join the nights
along unfamiliar, inhibited paths.

With their charming movements

a private school of fish in a pond of
poet’s soul motioned in harmony,
silently interrogated the stars

in unison with his all-seeing eyes,
filtering the skylight through the holes
ancient gods have pierced

on blue sheets above.

Shaking the wet winds, dispersing the clouds

his soul hanging like a padlock
with lost keys had arrived
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to the gates of heaven, unable to enter.

Poet carving holes in a piece of bamboo.
gently blowing into it, his soul

opened through seven eyes,

generating melodies to replace

the silence in the air through music.

A heart in tune whose beat gave
its thythm to the world, across unraveled eras,
the poet made signs with his pen and verses.

His margins rose over their brims,
flooding the texts, filled the air,

flute’s melodies rising above the earth
traced everything back to the first wind.
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BLUES-i I VITEVE TE SHKUARA

Ai donte t€ kthehej atje ku kishte nisur,

té rikthehej né ato epoka gjysmé t€ harruara,
te disa kujtime q€ qené fshehur

mes shtresave té hapé&siré-kohés,

népér epoka té shthurura,

ng ato caste kur koha ndahej ende né or€,
dhe karafilat sipas aromés sé tyre.

Rruga e gjat€ dhe dredha-dredha g€ zbriste

né shpirtin e tij po pérgatitej t&€ bashkohej me gjumin,
duke biseduar pa fund me té;

shpesh t€ dy duhej t& heshtnin me déshirg,

t€ pushonin s€ bashku, t€ flinin pak,

teksa ecnin krah pér krah drejt harresés.

NEé éndrra, nén rrugét e vjetra t€ hutuar,

dikur heshtja e kishte humbur zérin,

duke béré qé ajo té jehonte poshté né kohé,

ku ditét kishin harruar t€ bashkoheshin me netét
népér shtigje t€ panjohura, t€ pérmbajtura.

Me 1€vizjet e tyre magjepsése,

njé shkoll€ private peshqish né pellgun

e shpirtit t& poetit 1évizte né harmoni,

u bénte pyetje yjeve n€ heshtje,

né njéz€ me syté e tij gjithéshikues,

duke filtruar dritén e giellit pérmes vrimave
qé peréndité e lashta kishin shpuar

né ¢arcafét blu pérmbi.

Duke tundur erérat e lagéshta, duke shpérndarg reté,
shpirti i tij, 1 varur si njé dry
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me ¢elésa t& humbur, kishte mbérritur
te portat e qiellit, i paafté t€ hynte.

Poeti shponte vrima né njé€ copé bambuje,
frynte buté né t€, dhe shpirti i tjj

hapej pérmes shtaté syve,

duke krijuar melodi pér té zévendésuar
heshtjen né ajér me muziké.

Njé zemér né harmoni, rrahjet e s€ cilés
1 jepnin ritém botés pértej epokave t€ shthurura,
poeti shénonte shenja me pendén dhe vargjet e tij.

Anét e flet€ve u ngrit€n mbi kufijt€ e tyre,
tekstet u pérmbytén, ajri u mbush,
melodité e fyellit u ngritén mbi toké,
duke e kthyer gjith¢ka te era e paré.
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UNTITLED

You dig up words from your soul.
Before reaching and spilling from your lips
they get plunged into your heart’s fire.

Unable to read the ashes,
you appeal to the memory of fire.

The trace left is only a lingering odor
of burned moments. Thoughts, too,
are cleansed in such blazes.

Flame remembers only flames,
only the fire can restore memories.
Y ou mine more words, pitch them
to your heart to keep the fire going.

Sprinkling pepper on your tongue,
drinking hot-boiling coffee in the morn,
sticking your hand into heated oil,

or walking on hot, steaming coals,

you find none are capable of aid.

Do not be afraid of the inner fires,

thinking they will turn you into ash.
Remember the whole universe began

with the hot big bang from which we emerged.

Sooner or later, you must learn

how to read the flames. It’s only then
you’ll become more complete than ruins.
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PA TITULL

Ti gérmon fjalé nga shpirti yt.
Para se t€ arrijné e t€ derdhen nga buzét,
ato zhyten né€ zjarrin e zemrés sate.

I paafté t’i lexosh hirin,
i drejtohesh kujtesés s€ zjarrit.

Gjurmé mbetet vetém aroma e zgjatur
e casteve t€ djegura. Edhe mendimet
pastrohen né flake t€ tilla.

Flaka mban mend vetém flakét;

vetém zjarri mund t’i rikthej€ kujtimet.

Ti nxjerr sérish fjalé, i hedh

né zemrén ténde pér ta mbajtur zjarrin gjallé.

Duke hedhur piper mbi gjuhé,

duke piré kafe pérvéluese n€ méngjes,

duke futur dorén né vaj té€ nxeht¢,

ose duke ecur mbi théngjij t€ zjarrté qé nxjerrin avull,
e kupton se asgjé prej tyre nuk ndihmon.

Mos u frikéso nga zjarret e brendshme,

duke menduar se do té té kthejné né hi.

Kujto se i gjith€ universi nisi

me Shpérthimin e Madh té nxehté, prej té cilit dolém.

Herét a voné duhet té mésosh
si t’1 lexosh flakét. Vetém atéheré
do té béhesh mé i ploté se rrénojat.
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BECOMING MORE COMPLETE THAN RUINS

You dig up words from your soul.
Before reaching and spilling from your lips
they get plunged into your heart’s fire.

Unable to read the ashes,
you appeal to the memory of fire.

The trace left is only a lingering odor
of burned moments. Thoughts, too,
are cleansed in such blazes.

Flame remembers only flames,
only the fire can restore memories.
You mine more words, pitch them
to your heart to keep the fire going.

Sprinkling pepper on your tongue,
drinking hot-boiling coffee in the morn,
sticking your hand into heated oil,

or walking on hot, steaming coals,

you find none are capable of aid.

Do not be afraid of the inner fires,

thinking they will turn you into ash.
Remember, the whole universe began

with the hot Big Bang from which we emerged.

Don’t be like the crofter who made his

own weather and forgot the gust.

Wind is needed to get the fire going

and be grateful to the gale in the poet’s heart.

And, sooner or later, you must learn
how to read the flames. It’s only then
you’ll become more complete than ruins.
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TE BEHESH ME I PLOTE SE RRENOJAT

Ti gérmon fjal€ nga shpirti yt.
Para se té€ arrijné e té derdhen nga buzét,
ato zhyten né zjarrin e zemrés sate.

I paafté t’i lexosh hirin,
i drejtohesh kujtesés s¢€ zjarrit.

Gjurmé mbetet vetém aroma e zgjatur
e casteve té djegura. Edhe mendimet,
pastrohen né flaké t€ tilla.

Flaka mban mend vetém flakét;

vetém zjarri mund t’i rikthejé kujtimet.

Ti nxjerr sérish fjalé, i hedh

né zemrén ténde pér ta mbajtur zjarrin gjallé.

Duke hedhur piper mbi gjuhé,

duke piré kafe pérvéluese né méngjes,

duke futur dorén né vaj t€ nxehtg,

ose duke ecur mbi théngjij t€ zjarrté qé nxjerrin avull,
e kupton se asnjéra nuk éshté e afté¢ t€ ndihmojé.

Mos u frikéso nga zjarret e brendshme,

duke menduar se do té t€ kthejné né hi.

Kuyjto se i gjithé universi nisi

me Shpérthimin e Madh t€ nxehtg, prej té cilit dolém.

Mos u béj si bujku i vetmuar gé krijoi

motin e vet dhe harroi vrullin e erés.

Era &shté e nevojshme pér ta ndezur zjarrin;
ji mirénjohé&s pér furtunén né zemrén e poetit.

Dhe, herét a voné, duhet t€ mésosh

si t’1 lexosh flakét. Vetém atéheré
do té béhesh mé i ploté se rrénojat.
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He had woven a spiderweb
under the bushes to trap words.

Suspended on silken strands,
swaying like a pendulum
learned to plot the stars,
restructured his galaxy
ushered numerous trips

into the unknown depths

of the hidden universe.

Falling in and out of
blackholes and white dwarfs,
learned how night tells its tale,
became familiarized with
dark legends surrounding it.

Unable to chain light,
bringing it to a stop

on the way to imprison

all his memories,

gave up his quest for words.

Realizing, in the process of writing,
words might lose interest

in the written, akin to himself,

a traveler, charmed by the road,
who overlooked his destination.

Distilling images from his dreams
he abandoned his search

on a day when the sun was low,
while his shadow became a giant,
alleged, soon all will be shadow.
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PA TITULL

Ai kishte thurur njé€ rrjeté merimange
nén shkurre pér t€ z&né fjalét.

I varur né fije méndafshi,

duke u lékundur si njé lavjerrés,
meésoi t€ skicojé yjet,
ristrukturoi galaktikén e tij,
oriento i shumé udhétime

drejt thellésive t&€ panjohura

t& universit t€ fshehur.

Duke réné brenda e jashté

vrimave té zeza dhe xhuxhéve té bardhé,
mésoi se si nata e rréfen tregimin e saj,
u njoh me

legjendat e erréta qé e rrethojné.

I paaftg ta lidhte dritén,

ta ndalte até

né rrugén pér t& burgosur

té gjitha kujtimet e tij,

hoqi doré€ nga kérkimi pér fjalé.

Duke kuptuar, gjaté procesit t& shkrimit,
se fjalét mund ta humbnin interesin

pér té shkruarén, njésoj si ai veté,

njé udhétar i magjepsur nga rruga,

g€ kishte anashkaluar destinacionin.

Duke distiluar imazhe nga éndrrat e tij,

ai e braktisi kérkimin

né njé dité kur dielli ishte ulét,

ndérsa hija e tij u bé gjigante,

duke pohuar se s€ shpejti gjithcka do t€ jeté hije.
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PERFORMANCE

My fictional life

dressed in tissue,

hunts sorrows,

unending dreams

on a stage of a shadow theatre,
absorbing all the floodlights,
and as the brightness ends

cries coincide with wine glasses.
You’re the puppeteer

I, your puppet.
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PERFORMANCIE

Jeta ime fiktive,

e veshur me letér t€ hollg,

gjuan trishtime,

éndrra t€ pafundme

né njé skené teatri hijesh,

duke thithur té gjitha dritat e projektoré€ve;
dhe kur ndrigimi shuhet,

té qarat pérputhen me gotat e verés.

Ti je kukullari,

uné kukulla jote.
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THE TWO IN ONE

I am split into two halves
not resembling one another
as in the two faces of

an image in a mirror.

Parity is not conserved
neither in the body,
nor in the soul.

According to impulse,

endowed with happiness,
filled with poetic dreams,
one side slopes naturally.

The other one is clumsy,

like the infirm who suffer

and never heals. Like a drop

of mercury in the palm of a hand
he wobbles, sick and ecstatic,
lost in the layers of spacetime
all at the same moment.

Yet they always travel together,
setting out from the mirrors
returning just to name

the happiness and the sorrows

of the universe’s rock-filled roads.

When getting together

at some unknown stopovers
they settle to play chess,
exchange glances,

become like a huge tree
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that quiets the wind coming
from seven directions

in its flower garden and shade
desolated by reveries.

In such instances, they become
a branch and thought

that gives fruits, provides
shelter and shade.
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DY NE NJE

Jam i ndaré né dy gjysma

g€ nuk i ngjajné njéra-tjetrés,
si dy fytyrate

njé imazhi n€ pasqyre.

Simetria nuk ruhet,
as né trup,
as né shpirt.

Sipas impulsit,

e dhuruar me lumturi,

e mbushur me éndrra poetike,
njéra an€ anohet natyrshém.

Tjetra éshté e ngathét,

si i sémuri q€ vuan

dhe kurré nuk shérohet. Si njé piké
zhive né€ péllémbé,

lékundet, 1 sémuré dhe né ekstazé,

i humbur né shtresat e hapésiré-kohés
né t€ njéjtin cast.

Megjithaté ata udhétojné gjithmoné bashké,
duke u nisur nga pasqyrat,

duke u kthyer vetém pér t€ emértuar
lumturité dhe pikéllimet

e rrug€ve me guré t€ universit.

Kur takohen

né ndalesa t€ panjohura,
ulen t€ luajné shah,
shkémbejné véshtrime,
bé&hen si njé pemé e madhe
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qé€ getéson erén g€ vjen

nga shtaté drejtime

né kopshtin e saj me lule dhe hijen
e shkretuar nga pérhumbjet.

NE ¢aste té tilla, ata béhen
degé dhe mendim

qé jep fryte,

q¢ ofron strehé dhe hije.
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AT THE SHORE

She was lying on a portable lounge chair to my left,
staring at the sea, listening to the delightful sounds

the waves make as they reach the shore,

as pleasing to her heart as Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata.

It seemed as if pale moon’s delicate light mixed into the
foams was ironing out all the chaos settled in her soul,
while the philosophy of those oscillating white wings
were vibrating with the shy, trembling shoulders

of the Caribbean night. I didn’t want to know

what was running through her mind, knew better,

just let the sea and the earth hear it all in her silence.

Bit drowsy, cigar lit, stretched out on a parallel bench,
I was quietly wondering, my soul, moving along

an empty road, and reaching a split,

if there were only two paths to choose from,

poetry and science, what would I do?

I knew I would surely choose the third one.

Her reflection in the waves, like a wet light

slowly dripped over my tired eyes,

shined through its open windows, while I wrote my life
with a twig at hand on empty sands, lounging at my feet.
A light wind was busy erasing all that I wrote.

I never had the talent or the strength to tell
the scattered immigrant clouds above

all my simple sorrows in a night full of
empty caravans passing through my soul,
coming from nowhere, going to nowhere.

I rubbed the almost empty wine cup on my forehead,
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stared at my tired feet, lit up another cigar

and shot close my eyelids under the humming

of the waves, softly allowed my absence move into hers,
as one soul gently moves into another.
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NE BREG

Ajo ishte shtriré né nj€ karrige t& lévizshme plazhi né té
majtén time, duke véshtruar detin, duke dégjuar tingujt e
kéndshém q¢ valét nxjerrin kur prekin bregun,

po aq té émbél pér zemrén e saj sa Sonata e Drités sé
Heéneés e Beethovenit.

Dukej sikur drita e brishté e hénés s€ zbeht€, e pérzier me
shkumén, po e hekuroste gjithé kaosin e vendosur né
shpirtin e saj, ndérsa filozofia e atyre krahéve t€ bardhé qé
l€kunden dridhej bashké me supet e turpshme, q&
rréqetheshin té natés karaibiane. Nuk doja ta dija

cfaré i kalonte n€ mendje, e dija mé& miré:

le ta d€gjonin deti dhe toka gjithgka n€ heshtjen e saj.

Pak i pérgjumur, me cigarén ndezur, i shtrir€ né njé stol
paralel, mendoja qeté; shpirti im, duke ecur pérgjaté
njé rruge t€ zbrazét e duke mbérritur né njé kryqézim,
nése do t€ kishte vetém dy shtigje pér t€ zgjedhur,
poezia dhe shkenca, ¢faré do t€ béja?

E dija se me siguri do t€ zgjidhja t€ tretén.

Pasqyrimi i saj né valg, si njé€ drité e lagur,

pikonte ngadalé mbi syté e mi t& lodhur,

ndriconte pérmes dritareve t€ hapura, ndérsa uné shkruaja
jetén time me njé degéz n€ doré mbi rérén e zbrazét, shtriré
te kémbét e mia.

Njé eré€ e lehté ishte e z&né€ duke fshiré gjithgka g€ shkruaja.

Kurré nuk pata as talentin e as forcén

t’u rréfej reve shtegtare t& shpérndara lart

té gjitha hidhérimet e mia t€ thjeshta, n€ njé naté plot
karvane t€ zbrazéta q€ kalonin pérmes shpirtit tim,
duke ardhur nga askundi, duke shkuar drejt askundit.
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E férkova kupén pothuajse bosh té verés né ballg,
véshtrova kémbét e mia t€ lodhura, ndeza njé€ cigare tjetér
dhe mbylla fort gepallat nén gumézhimén

e valéve; buté lejova mungesén time t€ zhvendosej né t€
sajén, ashtu si njé shpirt zhvendoset me butési n€ njé€ tjetér.
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RECOLLECTIONS

To a child, all cities are indistinguishable.
He acquires wings as he drops from heights.

I was just an innocent young lad,

she was about ten years older than me,

when the harbor of the unknown opened up,
words flew out of me, futile fantasies.
Recognizing her shadow on the ground,
unable to lift my eyes off, I floated in silence,
shook like a boat in the wind, filling the sails.

Her apparition raised a flight of fresh cries
of early birds of dawn as I crossed

the furious waters of time in my notebooks,
supersymmetric fantasies concocted by pen.

One day, placing her arms around me,
enticing me to her place, taught me to love,
instructed me on how to please a woman.

I wrote simple poems to amuse her,
and her young breasts listened to me
as children sitting around a campfire
listening to a charming tale.

Years flew by. To this day I still have not forgotten
how cypresses nearby shook with birds,

wind with the smell of acacias swelled its wings,
how a raven drifted across cold space,

and silence froze, but not those memories.
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KUJTIME

Pér njé fémijé, t€ gjitha qytetet jané t€ padallueshme.
Ai fiton krahé teksa bie nga lartésité.

Uné isha vetém njé djalosh i pafajshém,

ajo ishte rreth dhjeté vjet mé e madhe se ung,

kur u hap porti i s€ panjohurés,

fjalét mé fluturuan, fantazi t€ kota.

Duke njohur hijen e saj mbi toké,

i paafté t’i higja syté, notoja né heshtje,

dridhesha si njé varké né€ er€, duke mbushur velat.

Shfaqgja e saj ngriti njé fluturim britmash t€ freskéta
té zogjve t€ agimit, teksa pérshkoja

ujérat e furishme t€ kohé&s né fletoret e mia,

fantazi supersimetrike t€ sajuara nga pena.

Njé dité, duke mé hedhur krahét rreth meje,
duke mé joshur drejt vendit t€ saj, mé mésoi t€ dashuroj,
mé udhézoi se si t€ kénaq njé grua.

Shkruaja poezi té thjeshta pér ta zbavitur,
dhe gjoksi i saj i ri mé dégjonte

si fémijét ulur rreth nj€ zjarri kampi

duke dégjuar njé tregim magjepsés.

Vitet fluturuan. Edhe sot e késaj dite nuk kam harruar
si selvité aty prané dridheshin nga zogjté,

si era me aromé akaciesh i frynte krahét,

si njé korb rréshqiti népér hapésirén e ftohtg,

dhe si heshtja u ngriné, por jo ato kujtime.
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COLORING VERSES

Barefoot, walking along the shore

using a dry twig he plucked from the bushes
began scribbling his future on empty sands
then he watched a light wind arrive

with help of rising waves, erasing it all.

When the night arrived, empty caravans,
coming from nowhere, going to nowhere,
passed through his soul’s empty sands
leaving no footprints or shadows behind.

Slowly, he began walking in the direction

of the lighthouse situated at the end of the island.
A handful of shadows walked past him

in opposite directions, some being visible

in the light of the hotels lined along the shore,
speaking in foreign tongues, he was unaware.

Thinking of the room he had earlier abandoned
where similar traces remained for a time,

and how he had taken a few steps to the balcony
to watch the sea changing color quietly, sitting
in the silence between one page and the next.

In that lonely afternoon, like the posters on a wall
he wanted to give colors to his verses,
unable to decide what shades they should be.

Suspended and at times intersecting

in the balance of their design, unbroken and
overlapping like settled and disputed lands
drawn upon the world maps, flapping like flags

~ 128 ~



ﬁ\ The outpost of the time - Posta e kohés

in the mind’s ever-blown winds, his verses had begun
turning into lines and contours, fabric and form.

He felt like a chef who makes a rainbow soup

using onion, garlic, tomatoes, carrots, kane, beans

and potatoes for texture. He realized in his writings

he had left out the seasonings like turmeric, paprica
and fresh herbs like parsley and basil. He began
rushing back to his room to enhance the

flavor and color of his verses left dangling on its walls.
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NGJYRESIMI I VARGJEVE

Zbathur, duke ecur pérgjaté bregut,

me njé degéz té thaté qé e képuti nga shkurret,

filloi t€ shkarraviste t€ ardhmen e tij mbi rérén e zbrazét;
pastaj pa teksa mbérriti nj€ eré e lehté

qé, me ndihmén e valéve né ngritje, e fshiu gjithcka.

Kur ra nata, karvane té zbrazéta,

g€ vinin nga askundi e shkonin drejt askundit,
kaluan pérmes rérave té zbrazéta té shpirtit té tij,
pa 1éné pas as gjurmé e as hije.

Ngadalé, nisi t€ ecé drejt

fenerit t€ vendosur né skajin e ishullit.

Njé grusht hijesh i kaluan prané

ng drejtime t€ kundérta, disa t& dukshme

né dritén e hoteleve pérgjaté bregut,

duke folur n€ gjuhé t€ huaja, q€ ai nuk i njihte.

Duke menduar pér dhomén q¢€ kishte 1éné mé herét,
ku gjurmé t€ ngjashme mbetén pér ca kohé,

dhe si kishte hedhur disa hapa drejt ballkonit

pér t€ paré detin q€ ndryshonte ngjyré né heshtje, ulur
né€ get€sin€ mes njé faqeje dhe tjetrés.

NEé até pasdite t&€ vetmuar, si posterét n€ njé mur,
ai donte t’u jepte ngjyra vargjeve té tij,
i paafté té vendoste se ¢far€ nuancash duhej té kishin.

T& varura dhe her€ pas here té ndérthurura

né ekuilibrin e dizajnit té tyre, t€ pandérprera dhe
té mbivendosura si toka té pajtuara e t€ kontestuara
té vizatuara né hartat e botés, qé€ valéviten si flamuj
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né erérat e pérhershme t€ mendjes, vargjet e tij kishin nisur
té shndérroheshin né vija e konture, pélhuré dhe formé.

Ai undje si nj€ kuzhinier q€ gatuan njé supé ylberi

me gepé€, hudhér, domate, karrota, kallam sheqeri, fasule
dhe patate pér teksturé. Kuptoi se n€ shkrimet e tij
kishte 1€né jashté erézat si shafrani i Indis€, paprika,

dhe barishtet e freskéta si majdanozi e borziloku.

Filloi té nxitoj€ drejt dhomés sé tij pér t&€ pérmirésuar
shijen dhe ngjyrén e vargjeve t€ tij, t€ mbetura varur né
muret € saj.
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EXILE OF WORDS

In the dark hours of your authenticity
senses drop into the subconscious,

to habitations where life is permeated
under the layers of deep memories
lain over each other. At such sites
sentiments and emotions endure
unexpected transformations.

As you descend into those deposits
denser and denser patterns turn into
timeless folklore carried down by the
history’s wind, as in a winter’s tale.
All moments and histories,

lost universes, revived new ones
everything, including love

gets stolen by a little wind

trembling at your doors in silence.
Being carried there is not just enough.

You come across locations where some
words and sentences you once uttered
were still growing in time’s silence,

in those interludes where time had stopped,
where love was like a play with short acts
and long intermissions -and you did not
succeed in apprehending how to behave
during those intermissions.

Unbarred passages lead to dark shafts
behind the hidden truth barriers.

The deepest feelings you encountered

long ago in your soul have risen like a tree
extending away. That wind had stripped you
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leaf by leaf of your last bit of green. Perhaps
loving was short, yet forgetting, so long.

Drinking a mug of words only makes you
thirstier, and the past can make you anxious.
Pen and paper at hand, that is how poetry,

the exile of words begins, reawakening the soul
beneath a radiance leased from the stars.
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EKZILI 1 FJALEVE

NEé orét e erréta t€ autenticitetit t€nd
shqisat bien né néndije,

né banesa ku jeta pérshkohet

nén shtresat e kujtimeve té thella

té vendosura njéra mbi tjetrén.

NEé vende té tilla

ndjenjat dhe emocionet pésojné
shndérrime t€ papritura.

Teksa zbret né ato depozitime,

modele gjithnjé e mé t€ dendura
kthehen né folklor t& pérjetshém,

té bartur nga era e historisé,

si né njé pérrallé dimri.

Tg gjitha gastet dhe historitg,

universet € humbura, t€ rilindurat e reja,
gjithcka, pérfshiré dashuring,

vidhet nga njé€ er€ e vogél

q¢ dridhet n€ heshtje para dyerve té tua.
T& bartesh atje nuk mjafton.

Has vende ku disa

fjalé dhe fjali g€ dikur i shqiptove

ende rriteshin né heshtjen e kohés,

né ato ndérkohéza kur koha ndalonte,
ku dashuria ishte si njé shfagje

me akte té shkurtra

dhe ndérprerje té gjata

dhe ti nuk arrite t€ kuptoje

si duhej té silleshe

gjaté atyre ndérprerjeve.

Kalime t€ hapura ¢ojné drejt boshteve té erréta
pas pengesave té s€ vértetés s¢ fshehur.
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Ndjenjat mé té thella q€ dikur

i takove né shpirtin ténd

jané ngritur si njé pemé

q¢ shtrihet larg.

Ajo eré té kishte zhveshur

gjethe pas gjetheje

nga gjelbérimi yt i fundit.
Ndoshta dashuria ishte e shkurtér,
por harresa kaq e gjaté.

T& pish njé filxhan fjalésh

vetém sa t€ shton etjen,

dhe e kaluara mund t€ té trazoj€.
Me lapsin dhe letrén né dor€,
késhtu nis poezia

mérgimi i fjaléve,

duke rizgjuar shpirtin

nén njé drit€ t€ marré€ hua nga yjet.
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AND LETIT BE...

Old blooms dropped like falling tears
into my soul. Shapeless memories, too,
have a way of sinking to the sea’s depths.

On a bus ride, going to the university,

it feels as if all five of my senses are linked
to another individual. I will soon be lecturing
on the purpose of scientific inquiry, that of
continuously discovering conservation laws,
linking them to one another for scientific
progress. Every word I will utter will be

the echo of lost words. It is not the weakness
of the soul. In the process of writing, words
lose interest in the written, like some travelers
in this bus, charmed by the road, momentarily
have lost their destination, like me.

Quickly, I stare at my notes. Formidable black holes
swallow all the information the timeless light carries
in multiple directions ever since the Big Bang,

or time immemorial. I will not lecture on

why the metal rose never withers, yet it has

no fragrance. It’s gone, the metal rose.

And let it be. . .

When you have a split existence between science
and the poetics of space-time, you are forced

to lose some of your thoughts.

And let it be. . .

I plan not to grieve, knowing that anything you lose
will come around in another form.
And let it be. . .
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DHE LE TE JETE...

Lule t€ vjetra rané si lot qé€ bien

né shpirtin tim. Edhe kujtimet pa formé
kan€ ményrén e tyre t€ fundosen

né thellésité e detit.

NEé njé udhétim me autobus drejt universitetit,
mé duket sikur t€ pes€ shqisat e mia

jané t€ lidhura me njé€ genie tjetér.

S€ shpejti do té ligjéroj

mbi géllimin e kérkimit shkencor

zbulimin e pandérpreré t€ ligjeve té ruajtjes,
duke i lidhur ato me njéra-tjetrén

pér pérparimin e shkencés.

Cdo fjal€ g€ do té shqiptoj

do t€ jeté jehona e fjaléve té humbura.

Nuk &ésht€ dobési e shpirtit.

NEé procesin e shkrimit, fjalét

humbin interes pér t€ shkruarén,

si disa udhétaré né két€ autobus

qé, t€ magjepsur nga rruga,

pér nj€ ¢ast kané humbur destinacionin,

si uné.

Shpejt shikoj shénimet ¢ mia.

Vrimat e zeza té frikshme

gélltisin gjithé informacionin

q€ drita e pérjetshme bart

ng drejtime t€ shumta

g€ nga Shpérthimi i Madh,

apo q¢€ nga koha e pakohé.

Nuk do t€ ligjéroj

pse tréndafili prej metali nuk vyshket kurr€,
por nuk ka aromé.
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Ai éshté zhdukur, tréndafili metalik.
Dhe le té jet€...

Kur ke njé ekzistencé t€ ndaré
mes shkencés

dhe poetikés s€ hapésiré-kohés,
detyrohesh té humbésh

disa nga mendimet e tua.

Dhe le té jet€. ..

Vendos t€ mos pikéllohem,

duke ditur se gjithcka qé humbet
kthehet pérséri né njé formé tjetér.
Dhe le té jet€...
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IRON SPRINGS
-Written in Hotel du Quai Voltaire, Paris 2025

Fifteen springs at the bottom
of a dreaming, empty divan
start a gossip in a black night.

Lying over it, a night owl,

I am listening to their roars,
tearing the night apart,

staying as a guest at an

ancient Parisian hotel room

from where Baudelaire wrote

to his friend Theophile Gautier
that being a supernaturalist,

he could not find the needed forms
in nature, but the most remarkable
ones are revealed to him

through the chattering springs

at the bottom of one’s couch.

Springs, like the metallic roses
do not have fragrance, yet
they are filled with memories
as museums of past centuries
with authentic galleries.

Occasionally stepping out of
the dark mists, those divans
are part of the echoing houses
preserving dark legends and
are the sentinels of stories,

of poems covered by nights.
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BURIMET E HEKURTA
(Shkruar né Hotel du Quai Voltaire, Paris 2025)

Pesémbédhjeté susta né fund
té njé divani t€ zbrazét qé éndérron
nisin nj€ péshpéritje né natén e zezE.

I shtrir€ mbi té, si njé buf nate,

po dégjoj gj€mimet e tyre

q¢€ shqyejné natén,

duke géndruar si mysafir n€ njé
dhomeé té vjetér hoteli parisien

nga ku Charles Baudelaire i shkroi
mikut t€ tij Théophile Gautier

se, duke gené njé mbinatyralist,

ai nuk mund t’i gjente format e duhura
né natyré, por ato mé t€ jashtézakonshmet
i zbuloheshin

pérmes cic€rimés sé sustave

né€ fundin e njé divani.

Sustat, si tréndafilat metaliké,
nuk kané aromé,

por jané t€ mbushura me kujtime,
si muze t€ shekujve té kaluar

me galeri autentike.

Heré€ pas here, duke dalé nga
mjegullat e erréta, kéta divané
jané pjesé e shtépive qé jehojné,
g€ ruajné legjenda t€ erréta

dhe jané rojtarét e historive,

té poezive t€ mbuluara nga netét.

~ 140 ~



ﬁ\ The outpost of the time - Posta e kohés

REINSTALLATION

Drifting into mysterious depths, the feelings,
those heavy stones plunge into a deep pond
to end up in unfamiliar spaces, remain under
the shadows of acclimatized words.

In the dark hours of one’s essence,

silence flutters into a universe of solitude
where hidden shadows lie immersed

and voiceless. Silence paints them over.
Silent faces emerge at every bend

as you roam in this land of phantoms.
Here, you cannot even visit others’ dreams
with your inconsolable call.

Recognizing that the flesh cannot survive
without the sun, the soul without a song,

you must rise once again, adjust the time,
restructure your galaxy, and leave behind

the mud to linger inside the travel clock.
Unrelentingly, you must become the early dawn
from whom the whole morning rose . . .
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RIVENDOSJE

Duke u zhytur né thell€si misterioze, ndjenjat,
si guré t€ réndé, bien né njé pellg té thellé

pér t€ pérfunduar né€ hapésira té panjohura,
duke mbetur nén hijet e fjaléve t€ mésuara.

Né orét e erréta té genies,

heshtja fluturon né njé univers vetmie

ku hijet e fshehura rriné t€ zhytura

dhe pa z&. Heshtja i mbulon ato.

Fytyra t€ heshtura shfagen né ¢do kthesé

ndérsa endesh né kété toké fantazmash.

Kétu nuk mund té€ vizitosh as éndrrat e t€ tjeréve
me thirrjen ténde t€ pangushélluar.

Duke kuptuar se trupi nuk mund t€ mbijetojé
pa diellin, as shpirti pa njé kéngg,

duhet té ngrihesh pérséri, té rregullosh kohén,
té rindértosh galaktikén ténde dhe té 1€sh pas
baltén g€ t& mbetet né orén e udhétimit.

Pa u ndalur, duhet té€ béhesh agimi i hershém
nga i cili u ngrit gjithé méngjesi...
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TIME GOES ON

My senses are far ahead of the road where [ am.
It is pitch dark out there. Time goes on.
I don’t know where it’s going, or why, or when.

Someone out there is busy sculpting rainclouds,
colliding them like flintstones,

trying to discover thunder to bring light to darkness
even if momentarily to replace the night

fragrant with dreams, rising out of the dust.

There will always be more sand in our souls

than the wind can whirl up, more ashes of poems

in our hands than they can hold. The trace left behind

is perhaps only a lingering smell of the burned moments
by the thunder that gives rise to the forest fires.

On one side, the fleeting thunder’s momentary light,
on my end, the dark unknown. Conceivably, tonight
the moon will break through the clouds. And a poem,
an hourglass always gives the right time.

Yet time goes on. | don’t know where it’s going.
Or why. Or when.
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KOHA VAZHDON

Shqisat e mia jané shumé pérpara rrugés ku ndodhem.
Atje jashté éshté terr i ploté. Koha vazhdon.
Nuk e di ku po shkon, pse, apo kur.

Dikush atje jashté éshté i zéné duke skalitur reté e shiut,
duke i pérplasur si gur€ stralli,

duke u pérpjekur t€ zbulojé bubullimén

pér té sjellé drité né errésir€,

qoft€ edhe pér njé€ cast, pér ta z&vendésuar natén

q¢€ mban aromé éndrrash dhe ngrihet nga pluhuri.

Gjithmoné do té€ ket€ mé shumé réré né shpirtrat tané
sesa era mund ta ngrejé né vorbull,

mé shumé hi poezish n€ duart tona

sesa ato mund t&€ mbajné.

Gjurmét g€ mbeten pas

jané ndoshta vetém aroma e zgjatur

e gasteve t€ djegura

nga bubullima g€ ndez zjarret e pyjeve.

Nga njéra ané, drita e gastit e bubullimés kalimtare,
nga ana ime, errésira e panjohur.

Ndoshta sonte

héna do t€ ¢ajé reté.

Dhe njé poezi,

si njé oré rére,

gjithmoné jep kohén e sakté.

Megjithaté koha vazhdon.
Nuk e di ku po shkon.

As pse.

As kur.
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SOUL ACHES FROM REMEMBERING TOO
MUCH

Ah, how my soul aches from remembering so much.
Love has once again transported me into exile, fetching
my buried feelings re-emerge from the infinity of time.

My uncle Hamit was a Dervish, a prominent member

of the Bektashi order in the city of Konya in Turkiye.

He was a poet of love and tenderness, and a humanist rebel
during the right-wing military period, a believer in goodness
and worship. Coming to our village during his breaks

from the university, he would gather my friends and me
and tell us fantastic stories of love and compassion,

reading to us and educating us on the love poems of

Nazim Hikmet, Orhan Veli, Rainer Rilke, Federico Garcia
Lorca,

Naim Frasheri, and so many others from around the globe,
instilling in us that we must always do good and abstain
from evil. He would leave those hand-scribbled poems

in our hands, educating us beyond all the teachers that
taught us so many other chores, like science and
mathematics.

Having kept those writings from my childhood notebooks,
looking through them with tears in my eyes, tonight I was
reading those poems of Frasheri from his ‘Bektashi
Notebooks’ and one that struck me deep in my heart, that of
a flute speaking, telling the tale of a wretched exile, weeping
for this world of exile, using words of truth to spin it. That
poem was forever sitting in depths of my soul, I could recite
all of it so many decades later.

I was going to melt the pronouns sitting in my soul, reshape
them like a miner who hammers and shapes a heated iron.
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When the morning began with the night, I heard noises,
slamming of doors, and wondered who can it be visiting me
in my soul’s farmhouse?

Climbed out of myself, closed the doors, and in silence went
back to lie on those pronouns, within fortified bars of their
cage. | heard a whisper,

“Oh shepherd, have you not in a dream come back to me
with your wooden flute and your magic wand?”” Then
remained silent.

Awaiting a response, befitted myself into a guest the mystics
talk about.

Dilated years danced before my eyes with light footsteps,
memories slipped gently off my lips.

Slowly paced upstairs from where I can observe the stars,
full moon and the sea, closing my eyelids, head slightly
bent, wished to be whirled and lifted to the heavens, to the
furthest galaxies.

My breath changed into a shadow of desire. Scribbling a few
lines into my palm felt poetic sensations I’ve never felt
before.

As my head turned round and round, charcoaled ripples
carried alphabets of foam to my shores, distant flute’s cry
bent the bars of my soul.

Black bird’s purple song somewhere high above, crossed the
oceans like forgotten dreams, beloved’s smiling image
visited as if for the last time

in a boat of the last whirling dervish, the last infinity.
Through Naim’s verses, a chant was produced in my being,
a resonance with a secret melody.

A black hole appeared at the horizon of my feelings, spun
my soul, thrust me into a spiraling motion, into a splendid
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isolation, speaking so lightly of pain.

Naim’s poems scribbled by an invincible hand

in my soul’s walls between the pronouns, its fragrance still
made me delirious, yet nothing was ever lost in love’s
confusing joy.

I am an earthworm still chewing through his soil. Oh,
solitude, my solitude, you are now my only companion . . .
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SHPIRTI DHEMB NGA KUJTIMET E TEPERTA

Ah, sa shumé mé dhemb shpirti nga kujtimet e shumta.
Dashuria mé ka guar s€rish n€ mérgim, duke béré

q¢€ ndjenjat e mia t€ varrosura té rishfagen nga pafundésia e
kohés.

Xhaxhai im Hamit ishte dervish, njé anétar i shquar

i urdhrit bektashi né€ qytetin e Konyas né Turqi.

Ai ishte poet i dashuris€ dhe i butésisé, njé rebel humanist
gjaté periudhés s¢ sundimit ushtarak té djathté, njé besimtar
i s€ mires dhe i adhurimit.

Kur vinte né fshatin toné gjaté pushimeve

nga universiteti, ai mblidhte mua dhe shokét e mi

dhe na tregonte histori t&€ mrekullueshme dashurie dhe
dhembshurie, duke na lexuar dhe duke na mésuar poezité e
dashurisé té Nazim Hikmetit, Orhan Velis€, Rainer Rilkes,
Federico Garcia Lorcés, Naim Frashérit dhe shumé té
tjeréve nga e gjithé bota, duke na ngulitur se gjithmoné
duhet t€ bé&jmé t&€ mirén dhe t€ largohemi nga e kegja. Ai na
linte né duar ato poezi té€ shkruara me doré€, duke na edukuar
mé shumeé se t€ gjithé mésuesit qé na mésonin

puné té€ tjera, si shkenca dhe matematika.

Duke i ruajtur ato shkrime né fletoret e fémijérisé sime,
duke i shikuar me lot né sy, sonte po lexoja poezit€ e Naim
Frashérit nga “Fletoret Bektashiane” dhe njéra prej tyre mé
goditi thellé né zemér, ajo ku flet njé fyell, duke treguar
historiné e njé mérgimtari t€ mjeré q€ vajton pér kété boté
mérgimi, duke e tjerré me fjalé t& vérteta.

Ajo poezi kishte géndruar pérgjithmoné

né thellésité e shpirtit tim; mund ta recitoja té t€rén

edhe pas kaq dekadash.

Doja t€ shkrifja péremrat q€ rrinin né shpirtin tim, t’i
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riformoja si njé minator qé godet dhe forméson hekurin e
nxehur.

Kur méngjesi filloi bashké me natén, dégjova zhurma,
pérplasje dyersh, dhe u ¢udita kush mund t€ ishte g€ mé
vizitonte né fermén e shpirtit tim.

Dola nga vetja ime, mbylla dyert dhe n€ heshtje u ktheva té
shtrihem mbi ata péremra, brenda hekurave t€ fortifikuar té
kafazit té tyre.

Dégjova nj€ p€shpérimé:

“Q bari, a nuk u ktheve n€ éndérr tek uné€ me fyellin t€nd
prej druri dhe me shkopin ténd magjik?”

Pastaj mbeti heshtje.

Duke pritur pérgjigje, u béra veté ai mysafir pér té cilin
flasin mistikét.

Vitet e zgjeruara vallézonin para syve t€ mi me hapa té
lehté, kujtime rréshqisnin buté nga buzét e mia.

Ngadal€ u ngjita lart prej nga mund t€ vézhgoj yjet, hénén e
ploté dhe detin, duke mbyllur gepallat, me kokén pak té
pérkulur, déshirova t€ rrotullohesha dhe té ngrihesha dre;jt
qiellit, deri n€ galaktikat mé té largéta.

Frymémarrja ime u shndérrua né€ njé€ hije déshire.
Duke shkruar disa rreshta n€ péllémbén time
ndjeva ndjesi poetike qé nuk i kisha ndier kurré mé paré.

Ndérsa koka ime rrotullohej pa pushim, valézimet e zeza si
qymyr sillnin alfabet shkume drejt brigjeve té mia,

dhe klithma e njé fyelli t€ largét pérkulte hekurat e shpirtit
tim.

Kénga e purpurt e nj€ zogu té zi diku lart mbi giell
kaloi oqeanet si éndrra té harruara; figura e buz€qeshur e té
dashurés

~ 149 ~



Sultan Catto. ﬁ

mé vizitoi sikur pér heré€ té fundit

né barkén e dervishit t& fundit rrotullues, né€ pafundésing e
fundit.

Pérmes vargjeve t€ Naimit

njé kéngé lindi n€ genien time, njé rezonancé me njé melodi
té fshehté.

Njé vrimé e zezé€ u shfaq né horizontin e ndjenjave t€ mia,
rrotulloi shpirtin tim dhe mé hodhi né njé€ 1&vizje spirale,
né€ njé vetmi madhéshtore, duke folur kaq leht€ pér
dhimbjen.

Poezité e Naimit, t€ shkruara nga njé doré€ e pathyeshme
né muret e shpirtit tim mes péremrave,

aroma e tyre ende mé€ deh, dhe megjithat€ asgjé nuk humbi
kurré né gézimin e hutuar t€ dashurisé.

Uné jam ende nj€ krimb toke g€ pértyp dheun e vet.
O vetmi, vetmia ime, ti tani je shogja ime e vetme . . .
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LAST WHISPERS

I am the foam of the sea, the night in the day,
an image of emptiness before emptiness.

Monotonous waves beat against my shore.
I hear their wild palpitations next door to youth;
I’m tasting the ashes and dust from leftover songs.

I have been waiting for those relics
to turn into a posthumous poem,
for the words to be reborn from their first sound.

Trying to imagine a day without a day behind it,
a night without a previous night.
It seems that I have run out of words and pronouns.

Not daring to re-enter my cabin,

resting against its crumbling doorsteps
troubled by pain and by daydreams,

and hands stiffened, am no longer able to write,
no longer able to pack the hours that slip
through fingers, recreating circles, replacing
the Fano diagram with a generalized one.

In autumn, there were always apples ready to fall,
but in this winter of my life, I have become

a fountain ready to freeze.

And to be a poet is no easy task.
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PESHPERITJET E FUNDIT

Uné jam shkuma e detit, nata brenda dités,
njé imazh i zbrazétisé para zbrazétisé.

Valé monotone pérplasen n€ bregun tim.
Dégjoj rrahjet e tyre té egra prané rinisé;
po shijoj hirin dhe pluhurin e kéngéve t€ mbetura.

Kam pritur g€ ato relike
té shnd€rrohen né€ nj€ poezi pas vdekjes,
q¢ fjalét t€ rilindin nga tingulli i tyre i paré.

Duke u pérpjekur té€ imagjinoj njé dité pa njé dit€ para saj,
nj€ nat€ pa njé€ naté t€ méparshme.
Mg duket se mé kané€ mbaruar fjalét dhe péremrat.

Pa guxuar té hyj pérséri n€ kabinén time,

i mbéshtetur te pragjet e saj q€ po rrénohen,

i trazuar nga dhimbja dhe nga éndrrat e dités,

me duart e ngurtésuara, nuk jam mé né gjendje t€ shkruaj,
nuk jam mé né gjendje t€ mbledh orét q€ rréshqasin

pérmes gishtérinjve, duke rikrijuar rrethe, duke zévend€suar
diagramin e Fanos me njé t& pérgjithésuar.

Né vjeshté gjithmoné kishte moll€ gati pér té réné,
por né kété dimér té jetés sime jam bére

njé burim gati pér t’u ngriré.

Dhe t€ jesh poet nuk &shté njé detyré e lehté.
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BIOGRAPHY

Sultan Catto has been writing and reading poetry for several
decades. For the past twenty-two years, he has served as the
Poetry Convener at the prestigious Yale Club and

the National Arts Club in New York. His poems have been
published in Yale Poets and in numerous international
literary journals and anthologies, including Noches de
Cornelia, An Anthology of Contemporary Poetry, The
Seventh Quarry, Paterson Literary Review, Long Island
Sounds, Light Millennium, Israeli Expatriate

Literature, Bengali Literary

Review, Shabdagucha, Lips, Voices of Israel, Shanghai
Literature, Korean Expatriate Literature, Ithaca, Chinese
Huifeng Literature, Romanian Climate

Literare, Nocturnari, Poetry Without Borders — World
Anthology, and many other literary journals and book
publications.

CATTO’S FULL-LENGTH POETRY BOOKS

1. Under the Shadows of Your Falling
Words (2008), Ediciones Godot, Buenos Aires.

2. Yale Poets I (2006), Hutton Publishing House, New
York, USA.

3. Yale Poets II (2008), Hutton Publishing House,
New York, USA.

Noches de Cornelia (2008), Ediciones Godot,
Buenos Aires.

4. Echo/Eco (2012), translated into Spanish by M.
Millan and P. Blanco (English/Spanish bilingual
edition), Hutton Publishing House, New York,
USA.

5. Echo (2013), translated into Chinese by Steven
Zhang (English/Chinese bilingual edition).
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

At the Heart of Wait (2013), Seventh Quarry
Press, Wales, UK.

Escape into Time (2013), Hutton Publishing
House, New York, USA.

Bonding (2018), New Feral Press, Oyster Bay, New
York.

Lost in Layers of Time (2020)

and Bonding (2018), jointly published by New
Feral Press, Oyster Bay, New York, and Cross-
Cultural Communications, Long Island, New York.
So Many Ifs (2021), jointly published by New Feral
Press, Oyster Bay, New York, and Cross-Cultural
Communications, Long Island, New York.

The Nomad’s Pace (2022), also published in a
bilingual Italian/English translation. Translated by
A. R. Dicuonzo and published by The Seventh
Quarry Press, Swansea, Wales, UK.

Roots of Reality (2023), published in a bilingual
edition translated into Albanian by Jeton
Kelmendi, published by IWA Bogdani, Brussels
and Prishtina.

Time Dilation (2023), published in a bilingual
edition translated into Albanian by Jeton
Kelmendi, published by IWA Bogdani, Brussels
and Prishtina.

The Confession of Numbers (2024), a book of
short stories (180 pages in English), IWA Bogdani
Publishers, Brussels.

Dilatazioni del Tempo, Poesia (2025), translated
into Italian by Maria Miraglia, director of P.
Neruda, published by L’ Arte Che Mi Piace.
Dilatachija Bremena, Poesija (2025), translated
into Serbian by Milutin Bruchkovia, Belgrade.

~ 154 ~



ﬁ The outpost of the time - Posta e kohés

In 2026, five additional books will appear in translation
in Romanian, Albanian, Slovenian, Chinese, and
Hungarian.

CATTO’S INTERNATIONAL AWARDS FOR
POETRY AND LITERATURE

He has received numerous international awards for poetry
and prose. Many of these recognitions were accompanied by
bilingual readings in English and in other translated
languages.

“Homer Medal,” European Medal of Poetry and Art
(2018)

EASAL Medal (European Medal for Arts and Sciences).
The European Academy of Sciences, Arts and Letters
awarded him the European Poetry Medal at the French
Senate in Paris (2020).

The Polish Academy of Arts in Poznan awarded him
the Polish Medal for Poetry, Towarzystwo Imienia
Hipolita Cegielskiego — the same medal previously
awarded to Pope John Paul II (2020).

Cross-Cultural Communications Literary Arts Medal,
New York (2021).

Greek Medals for Poetry, awarded in Chalkida and
Athens, Greece (2022).

Mihai Eminescu Medal for Poetry, awarded by
the Romanian Literary Academy, Constanta (2022).
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Eritrean Medal for Poetry, Eritrea (2023).

“Shogata pér Kulturé dhe Art” Medal, awarded in
Prizren, Kosovo, for “Poetry and Science” by the Kosovan
International Writers Association (2024).

Mother Teresa Award for Humanity in Poetry, Peja,
Kosovo; International Writers Association Award (2024).

Diploma for Literature, awarded by Academiei
Tomitana, Constanta, Romania (2024).

Poet of the Year Award, diploma and medal at the XLIV
Congreso Mundial de Poetas, Monterrey, Mexico (2025).

The Great Alexander Gold Medal for Science and
Literature (2025), under the auspices of the UNESCO
Group of Piraeus and Islands, Athens, Greece.

At the 8th BOAO International Poetry Festival (Shanghai
and Sydney, Australia), he received the Best Poet of the
Year Prize, medal and diploma (2025), and was made

a Permanent Honorary Member of the International
World Congress of Poetry.

ACC International Literary Prize, awarded by
the Shanghai Literary Association, China (2025).

Professor Honoris Causa for Science and the Arts,
awarded by AAB College, Prishtina, Kosovo (2025).

Honorary Doctor of Literature (Litt.D.), awarded by
the World Congress of Poetry and UNESCO in
Monterrey, Mexico, and recognized by the State of
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California, USA (2025).

Best Poet of the Year Medal, International PEN Club,
Sydney, Australia (2025), where he was also elected Vice
President of the International PEN Association.

Scientific Background

The scientific metaphors in Sultan Catto’s poetry reflect
another of his passions. Catto holds M.S., M.Phil., and
Ph.D. degrees from Yale University in Mathematical
Physics and has made significant contributions to the
development of elementary particle physics, particularly in
the field of Dynamical Supersymmetry, a subject he
developed in collaboration with the distinguished Yale
physicist Feza Giirsey. He has also contributed to
mathematics in the areas of Spectral Theory of
Automorphic Forms and octonionic (eight-dimensional)
projective geometries, with applications to the foundations
of quantum mechanics through his discovery and
implementation of Color Algebras.

He is also the inventor of new algebraic structures in
mathematics known as “l- and R-algebras” and “FG(16)
algebras,” representing new algebraic species in
mathematics.

Catto is a Professor of Mathematical Physics and served
for several decades as the Executive Officer of the Ph.D.
Program at the Graduate School and University Center
of the City University of New York (CUNY). He has also
been a research scientist at the Henry Krumb School of
Mines at Columbia University and a permanent visiting
professor at Rockefeller University in New York.

He has taught for many years at Columbia, Yale, and
Rockefeller Universities, and has served and continues to
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serve on numerous international advisory boards in
theoretical physics and mathematics, including:

e International Symposia on Quantum Symmetries
ISQS)

o International Colloquia on Group Theoretical
Methods in Physics (ICGTMTP)

e Lie Theory and its Applications in Physics (LT)

e Bogoliubov, Gauss, and Lobachevsky
Conferences in Mathematical Physics (BGL
Conferences)

He has organized major international conferences in New
York, such as the International Meeting on Group
Theoretical Methods in Theoretical Physics and

the Differential Geometric Methods in Theoretical
Physics, and has edited three large volumes of conference
proceedings.

He has supervised more than a dozen Ph.D. dissertations,
whose recipients now hold tenured professorships
worldwide and in the United States, and has served on over
forty doctoral dissertation committees at CUNY,
Rockefeller, and Columbia Universities.

He has published several hundred original research
papers in peer-reviewed journals in mathematics and
physics. Among his many scientific distinctions is

the Benjamin W. Lee

Prize from the International School of Subnuclear
Physics in Sicily, awarded to him by four Nobel Laureates
in Physics.
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BIOGRAFIA

Sultan Catto ka shkruar dhe ka lexuar poezi pér disa dekada.
Pér 22 vitet e fundit ai ka gené Koordinator i Poezisé né
institucionet prestigjioze “Yale Club” dhe “National Arts
Club” né Nju Jork. Poezité e tij jané botuar né Yale

Poets dhe né njé€ numér t€ madh revistash dhe antologjish
ndérkombétare letrare, si: Noches de Cornelia, An
Anthology of Contemporary Poetry, The Seventh

Quarry, Paterson Literary Review, Long Island

Sounds, Light Millennium, Israeli Expatriate

Literature, Bengali Literary

Review, Shabdagucha, Lips, Voices of Israel, Shanghai
Literature, Korean Expatriate Literature, Ithaca, Chinese
Huifeng Literature, Romanian Climate

Literare, Nocturnari, Poetry Without Borders — World
Anthology, si dhe n€ shumé revista dhe botime t€ tjera
letrare.
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1. Under the Shadows of your Falling
Words (2008), Ediciones Godot, Buenos Aires.

2. Yale Poets I (2006), Hutton Publishing House, New
York, SHBA.

3. Yale Poets II (2008), Hutton Publishing House,
New York, SHBA.
Noches de Cornelia (2008), Ediciones Godot,
Buenos Aires.

4. Echo/Eco (2012), pérkthyer né spanjisht nga M.
Millan dhe P. Blanco
(botim dygjuhésh anglisht/spanjisht), Hutton
Publishing House, New York, SHBA.
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

Echo (2013), pérkthyer né kinezisht nga Steven
Zhang

(botim dygjuhésh anglisht/kinezisht).

At the Heart of Wait (2013), Seventh Quarry
Press, Uells, Mbretéria e Bashkuar.

Escape into Time (2013), Hutton Publishing
House, New York, SHBA.

Bonding (2018), New Feral Press, Oyster Bay, New
York.

Lost in Layers of Time (2020)

dhe Bonding (2018),

botuar bashkérisht nga New Feral Press, Oyster
Bay, New York dhe

Cross-Cultural Communications, Long Island, New
York.

So Many Ifs (2021), botuar bashkérisht nga New
Feral Press, Oyster Bay, New York dhe Cross-
Cultural Communications, Long Island, New York.
The Nomad’s Pace (2022), botuar gjithashtu n€ njé
pérkthim dygjuhésh italisht/anglisht.

Pérkthyer nga A. R. Dicuonzo dhe botuar nga The
Seventh Quarry Press, Swansea, Uells, MB.
Roots of Reality (2023), botim dygjuhésh,
pérkthyer né shqip nga Jeton Kelmendi, botuar
nga IWA Bogdani, Bruksel dhe Prishtiné.

Time Dilation (2023), botim dygjuhésh, pérkthyer
né shqip nga Jeton Kelmendi, botuar nga IWA
Bogdani, Bruksel dhe Prishtiné.

The Confession of Numbers (2024), libér me
tregime t€ shkurtra (180 fage n€ anglisht), botuar
nga IWA Bogdani Publishers, Bruksel.
Dilatazioni del Tempo, Poesia (2025), pérkthyer né
italisht nga Maria Miraglia, drejtore e P. Neruda,
botuar nga L’ ArteCheMiPiace.
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16. Dilatachija Bremena, Poesija (2025), pérkthyer né

serbisht nga Milutin Bruchkovia, Beograd.

NEé vitin 2026, do té dalin edhe pesé libra té rinj, t&
pérkthyer n€ rumunisht, shqip, sllovenisht, kinezisht dhe
hungarisht.

CMIMET NDERKOMBETARE TE CATTOS NE
POEZI DHE LETERSI

Ai ka fituar shumé€ ¢gmime ndérkombétare pér poezi dhe
prozé (medaljet e pérmendura mé posht€ jané€ shoqéruar me
lexime dygjuhéshe né anglisht dhe né pérkthime t€ tjera):

“Homer Medal” — European Medal of Poetry
and Art (2018).

EASAL Medal (European Medal for Arts and
Sciences).

Akademia Evropiane e Shkencave, Arteve dhe
Letérsisé i dha “European Poetry

Medal” né Senatin Francez né Paris (2020).
Medalja Polake pér Poezi, dhéné nga Akademia
Polake e Arteve né Poznan,

Towarzystwo Imienia Hipolita Cegielskiego.

E njéjta medalje qé mé paré€ i ishte dhéné edhe Papa
Gjon Palit IT (2020).

Cross-Cultural Communications “Literary Arts
Medal” dhe diplomé né Nju Jork (2021).

“Greek Medals for Poetry”, né Chalkida dhe
Athing, Greqi (2022).

“Mihai Eminescu Medal for Poetry”, dhéné

nga Akademia Letrare Rumune,

Constanta (2022).

“Eritrean Medal for Poetry”, Eritrea (2023).
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e Medalja “Shogata pér Kulturé dhe Art”, dhéné
né Prizren, Kosové,
pér “Poezi dhe Shkencé”, nga Shoqata
Ndérkombétare e Shkrimtaréve té
Kosovés (2024).

o “Mother Teresa Award for Humanity in Poetry”,
Pejé, Kosové,
nga International Writers Association (2024).

¢ “Diploma for Literature”, dhéné nga Academiei
Tomitana, Constanta, Rumani (2024).

o “Poet of the Year”, diplomé dhe medalje né¢ XLIV
Congreso Mundial de Poetas, Monterrey, Meksiké
(2025).

e “The Great Alexander Gold Medal” pér Shkencé
dhe Letérsi (2025), nén patronazhin e UNESCO
Group of Piraeus and Islands, Athiné, Greqi.

e Festivali i 8-t€ Ndérkombétar i Poezisé BOAO,
Shanghai dhe Sydney:

“Best Poet of the Year Prize”, medalje dhe
diplomé (2025).

U bé Anétar Nderi i Pérhershém i Kongresit
Botéror té Poezisé.

e “ACC International Literary Prize”, dhéné
nga Shanghai Literary Association, Kiné (2025).

o  “Professor Honoris Causa” pér Shkencé dhe
Arte, dhéné nga Kolegji AAB, Prishtiné (2025).

¢ Doktor Nderi i Letérsisé (Litt. D.), dhéné
nga World Congress of Poetry dhe UNESCO, né
Monterrey, Meksiké, si dhe nga Shteti i
Kalifornisé, SHBA (2025).

o “Best Poet of the Year Medal”, International
PEN Club, Sydney, Australi (2025).

U zgjodh gjithashtu Nénkryetar i Shoqatés
Ndérkombétare PEN.
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Poezité e tij jan€ pérkthyer n€ shumé gjuhé, pérfshiré shqip,
azerbajxhanisht, bengalisht, ¢ekisht, kinezisht, eritreisht,
fréngjisht, greqisht, hungarisht, italisht, japonisht, kazakisht,
koreanish, mongolisht, polonisht, rumanisht, rusisht,
turkmenisht, turqisht dhe ukrainisht. Poezité e tij jané botuar
né shumé revista dhe botime né gjuhé t&€ ndryshme si shqip,
azerbajxhanisht, bengalisht, katalanisht, kinezisht,
flamandisht, gjermanisht, hebraisht, hungarisht, italisht,
japonisht, koreanish, mongolisht, spanjisht dhe turgisht.
Poezité e tij jan€ nominuar shumé heré pér Pushcart Prize.
Ai éshtg fitues i Homer Medal (2018), European Medal of
Poetry and Art, dhéné pér krijues t€ shquar né letérsi. Ai
fitoi gjithashtu International Poetry Prize “Love of Nature”
(2020) dhe mori Medaljen Letrare né Senatin Francez né
Paris (Palais du Luxembourg) nga European Academy of
Sciences, Arts and Letters (EASAL), ku lexoi poezité e tij
né anglisht me pérkthim né fréngjisht.

Ai ka marré gjithashtu Cross-Cultural Communications
Medal for the Arts (New York, 2021), medalje té tjera

né Athin€ dhe Chalkida, Mihai Eminescu Medal nga
Rumania (2023) dhe shumé té tjera. Ai u shpall Poeti i
Muajit (korrik 2022) né Uells, Mbretéria e Bashkuar. Libri i
tij Nomad’s Pace u pérkthye né italisht nga Angelo Di
Cuonzo dhe u botua nga Seventh Quarry Press né Uells
(2023). Librat Roots of Reality dhe Time Dilation u
pérkthyen né€ shqip nga Jeton Kelmendi (2023), ndérsa libri i
tregimeve “Confession of Numbers” u botua nga IWA
Bogdani n€ Bruksel (2025).

Ai Eshté gjithashtu késhilltar né disa borde filmike qé lidhen
me shkencén dhe né bordet késhillimore t€ teatrove
avangardé€ né Nju Jork, si “Mabou Mines” dhe “Atelier
Seven”.
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Dimensioni shkencor i Sultan Catto

Metafora shkencore né poeziné e Sultan Catto-s éshté njé
dritare drejt pasionit té tij tjetér. Catto ka diplomé M.S.,
M_.Phil. dhe Ph.D. nga Universiteti Yale né Fiziké
Matematike dhe ka dhéné kontribute t€ réndésishme né
zhvillimin e fizikés sé grimcave elementare, veganérisht né
fushén e Supersimetrisé Dinamike, t€ cilén e zhvilloi né
bashképunim me shkencétarin e njohur t€ Yale Feza Giirsey.

Ai ka dhéné kontribute edhe né matematiké né fushat

e Teoris€ Spektrale t€ Formave Automorfike, si dhe

n€ gjeometrit€ projektive oktonionike (8-dimensionale) me
aplikime né themelet e mekanikés kuantike pérmes zbulimit
dhe zbatimit t& Algebrave té Ngjyrés (Color Algebras).

Ai Eshté gjithashtu shpikési i strukturave t€ reja algjebrike té
njohura si “l dhe R algebras” si dhe “FG(16) algebras”,
specie t€ reja algjebrike né matematiké.

Sultan Catto &shté profesor i fizikés matematikore dhe ka
shérbyer pér disa dekada si Executive Officer i programit t&
doktoraturés (Ph.D.) né Graduate School dhe University
Center té City University of New York (CUNY). Ai ka qené
gjithashtu shkencétar kérkimor né Henry Krumb School of
Mines t€ Columbia University dhe profesor vizitues i
pérhershém né Rockefeller University né New York.

Ai ka ligjéruar pér shumé dekada né Columbia, Yale dhe
Rockefeller University, dhe ka shérbyer né shumé borde
késhillimore ndérkombétare né fiziké teorike dhe
matematiké, si:

e International Symposia on Quantum Symmetries

(ISQS)
o International Colloquia on Group Theoretical
Methods in Physics (ICGTMTP)
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e Lie Theory and its Applications in Physics (LT)

e Bogoliubov, Gauss dhe Lobachevsky
Conferences in Mathematical Physics (BGL
Conferences)

Ai ka organizuar konferenca ndérkombétare né Nju Jork

si International Meeting on Group Theoretical Methods in
Theoretical Physics dhe Differential Geometric Methods in
Theoretical Physics, si dhe ka botuar tre véllime t€ médha té
punimeve t& kétyre konferencave.

Ai ka qené udh&heqgs i tezave t€ doktoraturés pér mé shumé
se njé duziné doktorésh shkencash gé sot mbajné poste
profesoriale né boté dhe né SHBA, si dhe ka gené anétar né
komisionet e doktoraturés pér mé shumé se 40 kandidaté
Ph.D. né CUNY, Rockefeller dhe Columbia University.

Ai ka botuar qindra artikuj shkencoré origjinalé né revista
ndérkombétare t€ matematikés dhe fizikés me recensim
shkencor.

Ndér ¢gmimet e tij né fizik€ éshté edhe Benjamin W. Lee
Prize, dhéné nga International School of Subnuclear Physics
né Sicili, gmim i dhé&né nga katér laureaté t€ Cmimit Nobel
né Fizikeé.
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