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Limelight Poetry is a 501(c)
(3) nonprofit organization
dedicated to promoting world
poetry, founded in 2024 in New
York City by poet Wang Yin.
It invites outstanding poets
and artists from around the
world to share their work in
various forms, with the goal
of showcasing poetry in under-
represented languages. Drawing
on the city’s rich cultural
resources, Limelight Poetry
connects poetry with other
art forms, fostering a global
exchange of poetic expression.
It welcomes audiences into a
vibrant and inspiring world of
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Luljeta Lleshanaku is a Poet Laureate of Albania
(2023-2025). She belongs to the first “post-to-
talitarian” generation of Albanian poets. Born
in 1968, she grew up under virtual house arrest
because of her family’s opposition to Enver
Hoxha’s Stalinist dictatorship. She studied
Albanian Philology & Literature at the Univer-
sity of Tirana and later she graduated with a
MFA from Warren Wilson College, USA. She was

a fellow of “International Writing Program”,
University of Towa inl1999 and was awarded with



a fellowship as a writer from the Black Moun-
tain Institute at the University of Nevada, Las
Vegas (2008-2009). She worked as journalist, TV
author, university lecturer and researcher.

She is the author of nine poetry collections in
the Albanian language, which were critically
acclaimed and awarded with national prizes such
as: “PEN Albania” award, the “Tirana Book Fair”
Award, KULT award, and the “Silver Pen 2000~
award from the Ministry of Culture of Albania.

Her poems have been widely translated and pub-
lished in collections in other languages. She
won the international “Crystal Vilenica 2009~
prize in Slovenia. Her last book in English Neg-
ative Space (2018) published by New Directions
in USA and Bloodaxe in UK, was the winner of the
“English PEN” award, a finalist for the “GRIFFIN
2019” international poetry prize in Canada and a
finalist for “PEN America 2019” among other nom-
inations. Her last book in German, Die Stadt der
Apfel (2021) was one of the books recommended by
the Deutsche Akademie fir Sprache und Dichtung,
in 2022. The same year, she became the laure-
ate of the “European Poet of Freedom” award in
Gdansk, Poland.



WATER AND CARBON



UJE DHE KARBON



1.

Revelation came to you on a September day,

not on top of a barren mountain but in the chemistry lab
during the last class period when you were starving,
when, after Hamlet’'s monologue and equations with two
unknowns,

it became clear there was nothing more to learn.

“Human beings are simply made of water and carbon,” he
declared,

and drew a long formula with many holes on the chalkboard
that looked like a metal trap for rabbits.

He was the messenger, St. John the Chemistry Teacher,
drenched in sweat, his belt buckled tight.

Face cleanly shaved, hair trimmed and parted flat with Figaro
oil ...

Wasn't he supposed to look a little more miserable?
Wasn't he supposed to have a long beard?

Wasn’t a bush nearby supposed to have burst into flames?
“Simply water and carbon!

Maybe even a little magnesium, nitrogen, calcium, and
phosphorus . ..

In short, little choice involved.”

And he chucked the chalk into the air

as if a key to a door without hinges.

He clasped his hands. Mission accomplished!

The last words already spoken.

Now disperse and spread the good news!

Or go to hell—who cares!

A bitter relief in the air, the scent of freshly cut grass.
Suddenly, we no longer knew who we were;

suddenly we were all the same.

So why the eternal worry on my mother’s face?

And what sort of chemical compounds

were Adler and Schopenhauer talking about in the other
classroom



1.

Zbulesa t'u bé njé dité shtatori,

jo né njé mal té thaté, por né kabinetin e kimisé

né orén e fundit t&¢ mésimit, kur té kish gérryer uria,

dhe kur pas monologut t& Hamletit dhe ekuacioneve me dy té
panjohura

dukej se s'mbetej mé gjé pér té nxéné.

“Njeriu éshté ve¢ ujé dhe karbon”- shpalli ai,

dhe shkroi njé formulé té gjaté e gjithé vrima né tabelé

si kafaz teli pér lepuijt.

Ky ishte lajmési, Shén Gjoni, mésuesi i kimisé

me kémishé té djersitur nga vapa,

dhe rripin e pantallonave t&€ mbérthyer né vrimén e tij té fundit.
| gethur, i rruar taze, flokét e dystuar me vaj “Figaro”...

A nuk duhet té kishte té paktén njé pamje mé té pérvuajtur?
A nuk duhet té kishte sé paku njé mjekér?

A s’duhej sé paku té merrte flaké njé shkurre?

“Thjesht ujé dhe karbon!

Ndoshta edhe pak magnezium, azot, kalgium dhe fosfor...
Me njé fjalé, pak zgjedhje.”

Dhe i gjithépushtetshém, flaku shkumésin né njé cep,

si njé celés, qé pasi éshté shkulur dera,

nuk ka mé arsye té pérdoret.

Dhe shkundi duart. Misioni i krye! E fundit, sapo u tha.

Tani shpérndahuni dhe pércillni lajmin e miré!

Ose qafén thefshi; pak réndési ka!

Njé lehtésim i hidhur né ajér, njé aromé bari e sapopreré.
Papritur s’dihej mé se kush ishim; papritur ishim té gjithé té
njejté.

Atéheré, ¢’ishte ai shgetésim i pérjetshém né fytyrén e sime
méje?

Dhe pér ¢’dreq kombinimi kimik,

flisnin Adleri, Shopenhaueri, né kabinetin ngjitur,

prej té cilit na ndante veg njé mur i hollé,

apo njé jeté e téré...



from which only a thin wall separated us
or was it an entire existence?

2.

Water and carbon. Measurable.

When you’re born they measure your weight, your height and
heartbeat;

they encase and stamp you with a belly button like a leaden
seal

you have no authority to open! (You have no authority over
yourself.)

They measure your temperature, in the shade of course,
your sugar levels, albumen, iron, reflexes on your knees,
your tongue, twice, before and after a meal.

(What does this have to do with speaking?!)

They measure the circumference of your head

to fit you with a hat so you can think with a cool brain,

and your chest for a suit, the tailor’s

icy cold hands tickling your armpits and ribs,

and making you nervous.

They fill your clothes with padding

s0 no one can hear what'’s going on inside you.
Double-breasted, single-breasted, spare buttons, fake pockets
on your pants.

All yours! Now you’re one of us!

Welcome to the kingdom of water and carbon!

When they recruit you they give your naked body a check-up.
You have to be healthy, the impeccable lamb of the herd
for a sacrifice in the name of your country.

Give to Caesar what belongs to Caesar.

But you're unsure what to cover with your hands.

Between your genitals and shaved head

you choose your genitals

forgetting that the mane



2.

Ujé dhe karbon. Té matshém.

Té masin peshén qgé kur lind, gjatésiné, rrahjet e zemrés,
me kérthizén té mbyllin si me njé vulé plumbi

gé s’ke autoritet ta hapésh! (S’ke asnjé autoritet pérmbi veten.)
Té masin temperaurén, nén hije sigurisht,

sheqerin, albuminén, hekurin, ndjeshmériné me njé ¢ekic né
gjunje,

té masin gjuhén, dy heré: para dhe pas buke,

(¢’lidhje ka kjo me té folurin?!!).

Té masin perimetrin e kokés pér kapele

qgé té mendosh me koke té ftohté,

perimetrin e gjoksit pér kostum

me njé palé duar té ftohta akull rrobagepési,

gé né fillim té gudulisin né sqgetulla dhe ije

por pastaj té béjné nervoz.

Té mbushin me vata pambuku né supe dhe krahéror

g€ mos té dégjohet se ¢faré ka brenda.

Dopjopet, monopet, kopsa rezervé, xhepa té rremé
gemer té forté pér pantallonat.

E gézofsh! Tani je njéri prej nesh!

Mirésevjen né perandoriné e ujit dhe karbonit!

Dhe gjaté rekrutimit, t& kontrollojné trupin lakurig.

duhet té jesh i shéndetshém, gingji i patémeté i tufés,
pér njé sakrificé né emér té atdheut.

Jepi Cezarit até gé i takon Cezarit.

Por ti nuk di se ¢faré t& mbulosh mé paré me duar:

midis gjenitaleve dhe kokés sé gethur,

zgjedh té mbulosh gjenitalet,

duke harruar qé éshté krifa ajo qé e bén luanin mbret.
“Pér t& mbrojtur ¢faré? Ku fillon dhe mbaron territori im?”
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is precisely what makes a lion king.

“To protect what? Where my territory begins and ends?”
Nothing is yours.

Attack and invade. Use trickery like the knight in a chess game:
two squares horizontally, one vertically.

Ambush your fate, face to face, or from behind,

when it least expects you.

And don’t forget: as soon as you plant your feet somewhere,
hang a torn shirt or a pair of ragged pants outside on a clothes-
line,

enough to frighten the crows.

This is your passport—

poverty makes you a citizen anywhere you go;

poverty makes you indigenous.

3.

Your body throws you under the bus; your body betrays you.
Your body is simply water and carbon.

| was seventeen one morning in my prison cell

when after a night of delirium, running a 107-degree fever
caused by bronchopneumonia,

| woke up drenched in my own urine.

| was neither a child nor a man anymore.

Then in the labor camp, out in the marsh,

| saw the theologian gathering rotten bits of cigarettes,
smelling the butts, trying to take a single drag.

But when | saw the former Sorbonne professor

secretly digging through the trash and pick up a piece of
watermelon rind,

which he then wiped on his pants and swallowed whole
without chewing,

| knew | witnessed five thousand years of civilization
extinguished in one moment.

Of course, it’s always the fault of the witness,



Asgjé nuk éshté e jotja. Turru dhe pushtoje. Pérdor dinakériné
si kali né fushén e shahut:

dy kuadrate horizontalisht, tre vertikalisht.

Dili fatit heré pérpara, e heré né shpiné,

tamam atje ku nuk e pret.

Dhe mos harro: sapo té ngulesh diku,

var njé kémishé té grisur a pantallona té arnuar, jashté né tel,
aq sa té trembin korbat.

Kjo do té jeté pasaporta jote;

varféria té bén vendas ngado gé shkon,

varféria té bén autokton.

3.

Trupi té I€ né balté; trupi té tradhéton.

Trupi éshté thjesht karbon dhe ujé.

Isha 17 vjeg, kur njé méngjes né qgeli,

pas njé nate kllapie, me 41 gradé temperaturé, bronkopneumoni,
u gdhiva né mes té pellgut tim té urinés.

Nuk isha mé as burré e as fémijé...

Pastaj, né kampin e punés, né kéneté

pashé teologun té mblidhte duget e kalbura té cigares

pér njé té thithur té& vetém, apo sa pér t'u maré eré.

Por kur pashé ish-profesorin e Sorbonés,

té rrémonte fshehtas né plehéra pér njé |€kuré shalqini,

té cilén e fshiu pas pantallonave dhe e gélltiti pa e pértypur.
isha déshmitar i zhdukjes sé pesémijé vjetéve qytetérim
brenda njé minuti.

Natyrisht, éshté gjithmoné faji i déshmtarit,

i syrit té gabuar, né vendin e gabuar.

Pa déshmitar, s’do té kish as krematoriume,

dhe nga hundét e historisé do té dilte veg tym i bardhé.

11
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the wrong eyes at the wrong place.
Without a witness we wouldn’t even have crematoriums
and only white fumes would leak out of history’s nostrils.

4.

He had such dignity, the old man who hung himself
(rejected here on earth and now also in heaven),

his bare feet like a saint’s, his body a frozen planet
revolving one last time around itself,

his head drooped to one side,

as if he were refusing to witness even his own death . ..
But it didn’t end here; they plucked out his gold teeth
as if removing three generations of his history.
Declassed, disgraced, even among the dead.

How can a toothless man protect himself at the Last Judg-
ment?

How could he formulate his arguments?

The dead would laugh; angels would shake their heads.
And so he too would be forgotten.

Simply water and carbon like everyone else.

The living went back to work, eyes cast down as if at their own
funeral.

The whips against their joints and back

gave them no time to think much.

You can’t be last in line—this was the goal,

morning to night.

But where was our country at that moment?

Where was Caesar?

5.

“They stripped us naked

and beat us under cold tap water
with Soviet boots. We fainted.



4.

Kishte kaq shume dinjitet né trupin e veté-varur té atij burri plak,
(té refuzuar né toké, tashmé dhe né qiell),

né kémbét e zbathura prej shenjtori, né trupin si njé planet i
ngriré

g€ bén rrotullimin e fundit rreth vetes,

né kokén e varur anash,

sikur refuzonte té ishte déshmitar edhe i vdekjes sé vet...
Por nuk mbaroi me kaq; ata ia shkulén dhémbét e floririt,
me njé harbutéri té atillé sikur po i shkulnin tre breza.

E deklasuan edhe pér sé vdekuri.

E si mund t& mbrohet né Ditén e Gjykimit njé njeri pa dhémbé né
gojé?

Si do t'i formulojé argumentet?

Té vdekurit do té geshin. Engjéjt do té shkulen gazit.
Késhtu edhe ai do té harrohe;.

Thjesht ujé dhe karbon si gjithé té tjerét.

Té gjallét u nisén né puné kokéulur, si né funeralin e tyre.
Hunjté qé i godisnin né nyje dhe kérbishte,

nuk u linin kohé t& mendonin mé gjaté.

S’duhet té ngelesh i fundit né rresht; kjo ishte ¢éshtja,

nga méngjesi né darké.

Po ku ishte atdheu até ¢ast? Ku ishte Cezari?

5.

“Ata na zhveshén lakuriq

dhe na rrahén nén ujin e ftohté t& cezmés

me gambale sovjetike. Ne humbém ndjenjat. Por...*

13
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But...”

“But?”

“But the next day all four of us were still alive at roll call.
And the officers made a bet for a case of beer on the boy from
Tropoja

having left him outside in the snow all night long

naked as the day he was born.

But...

“But?”

“But one of them lost the bet.”

“When they beat the old man like a child, slapping him in the
face,

| did nothing to help him...”

“Then | knew that even death didn’t give a damn about us. It
approached us like a dog, sniffed us then left us alone ...”
“We were simply femur bones, without marrow.”

And his eyes suddenly beamed, as if he had just found

a nail on the wall where he could hang a painting:
“However, Sergeant Halim was a good man . ..”

“What good things did Sergeant Halim do?”

“He didn’t do anything good,

but he didn’t do anything bad either.”

6.

Then one day you became one with suffering,

as it transformed into a limb

that must be treated generously like your other limbs:

wash it, clean it, cut its nails carefully, keep it warm,

feel its numbness

like when you placed your arm beneath your head late at night,
dumping all your sleepless weight onto it, and the searchlight



“Por?”

“Por té nesérmen ishim té katér gjallé né apel.

Dhe pastaj oficerét vuné bast pér djalin nga Tropoja

me njé arké birré, pasi e lané né mes té déborés

gjithé natén, ashtu si¢ e kishte lindur néna. Por...”

“Por?”

“Por njéri prej tyre e humbi bastin.”

“Por kur burrin plak e rrahén si fémijé me shpulla né fytyré,
dhe uné nuk béra asgjé pér ta mbrojtur...”

« om

“Atéheré e dija pse as vdekja nuk na pérfillte mé. Na afrohe;j si
gen,

na merrte eré dhe na linte rehat..”

“Ishim thjesht njé kocké femuri, pa palcé.”

Dhe me syté qé i ndritén papritur,

sikur sapo té kishte gjetur né mur njé gozhdé té vetme ku té
varte

historiné e tij qé dukej se i kishte mbetur né doré,

ai shtoi:

“Por ama, kapter Halimi ishte njeri i miré...”

“Cfaré té mire béri kapter Halimi?”

“Nuk béri asgjé té miré,

por ama nuk béri asgjé té keqe.”

6.

Dhe vjen njé dité, dhe béhesh njésh me vuajtjen,
vuajtja té kthehet né njé gjymtyré

g€ duhet ta trajtosh njélloj si gjymtyrét e tjera,

ta lash, ta pastrosh, t'ia presésh thonjé me kujdes,
ta mbash ngrohté, t'ia ndjesh mpirjen,

si asaj dorés qé e vé nén krye natén voneé,

duke rénduar mbi té gjithé peshén ténde té pagjumeé.

15
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scanned the camp

moving cunningly across the brown blankets

like the eye of a jackal preying on the weakest animal in the
herd.

Nothing and no one came between you and your suffering.
One dissolved into another like salt in water

(and now you can’t remember which one of you preceded the
other).

And you quit complaining.

From your lungs carbon streams out freely.

7.

“I'm tired of listening to you. Enough now.

Tell me just one thing: Why did you tolerate all this?”
asks his brother from an ocean away

groomed by Hudson’s breeze.

He lives in a country where the right to pursue happiness
is guaranteed by the constitution.

“And what should we have done according to you?”
“Some of you should have been killed

so the rest could live with dignity.”

But this doesn’t follow chemistry’s laws.

The sole mission of water and carbon

is to stay alive at all costs.

And to stay alive they simply need their basic instincts,
as basic as the words and phrases in the small pocket dictio-
nary

tourists carry in foreign lands.

Like for example: “bread” “water” “How do you get to the
nearest town?”

“Do you have a vacant room for tonight?” “I can pay cash.”
Because of these instincts

some of us returned home alive

with a pair of borrowed shoes.



Kur drita e projektorit t& kampit

zhvendoset dinake mbi batanijet e murrme

si syri i gakallit gé kérkon prené mé té dobét midis tufés.
Askush dhe asgjé nuk futej mé midis teje dhe vuaijtjes.
Té tretur tek njéri- tjetri, si uji me kripén

(tashmé as té kujtohet se cili prej jush ge e pari).

Dhe rresht sé ankuari.

Prej mushkérive karboni del i liré.

7.

“U lodha sé dégjuari. Mjaft mé.

Mé thuaj vetém njé gjé: pse i duruat, xhaném?”-pyet prej pérte;j
ogeanit,

véllai i krehur nga puhité e lumit Hudson,

né vendin ku e drejta pér té gené i lumtur mbrohet me kushte-
tuté.

“E ¢faré duhet té bénim sipas teje?!”

Té vriteshit tre, qé i katérti té rronte me dinjitet.”

Por kjo nuk futet né ligjet e kimisé.

Misioni i vetém i ujit dhe karbonit

éshté té mbetet gjallé me ¢do kusht.

Dhe pér té mbetur gjallé, i duhen vetém instiktet bazé,

sa fjalét dhe shprehjet né njé fjalorth xhepi,

nga ato gé pérdorin turistét né vendet té panjohura.

Si fjala vien: “Buké”..., “Ujé”..., “Si shkohet né gytetin mé té
afért?”..,

“A keni ndonjé dhomé pér té fietur sonte?”...,“Paguaj kesh, né
doré!”

Falé instikteve,

disa prej nesh u kthyen gjallé né shtépi,

me njé palé képucé té marra hua.

Né njé kasolle me kallama e balté mocali rifilluam jetén,

17
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We built a hut of reeds and mud where we could begin again
under a sky where a colorless porridge cooked in a pot
with all the leftover seeds

like Noah’s porridge.

We were guns without latches.

We softened walls with our shadows.

And we bore children, two-dimensional children,

like ribbons of light that enter through the crack of a door
or through the torn tarp on a roof.

Daydreaming children, the children of survival

who noticed only the bonny haunches of the farm oxen,
and at night, like a secret sect,

gathered around Dickens.

8.

You can’t conquer evil. Evil ends on its own.

No matter how great, every evil has its moment of saturation:
murderous sharks, wars, inquisition fires,

cholera and the plague, destructive glaciers too . . .

Even dictatorships reach their saturation point

when sulfur spills out of their sickened stomachs.

And blessed is the one destined to live through the Epoch of
Saturation:

like paradise in those illustrated religious flyers

where tigers and humans bask peacefully together under the
sun,

in an apple orchard by a river of honey, co-sufferers and
co-citizens.

Fault is not a feature of water or carbon.

Fault doesn'’t exist.



nén njé qiell ku pérzihej njé corbé e pangjyré
me gjithé farat e mbetura, si corba e Noes.
Dhe muret i zbutém me hijet tona

si me armét gé u éshté hequr shuli.

Dhe lindém fémijé, fémijé dydimensionalg,

si fasha e drités gé hynte nga poshté derés
apo prej catisé sé grisur prej katramaje.
Fémijé éndérrimtaré, fémijét e mbijetesés.

té cilét, shihnin veg vithet kocké e IEkuré té geve té kooperativés
dhe né darké si njé sekt sekret

mblidheshin rreth “Dikensit”.

8.

Té keqges, nuk i dilet me gjoks. E kegja mori fund veté.

Sado e madhe qé té jeté, e kegja ka momentin e saj t&€ ngopjes:
peshkagenét ngopen, luftérat ngopen, turrat e druve ngopen,
ngopen epidemité,

kolera dhe murtaja ngopen, akullnajat ngopen...

Edhe diktaturat ngopen,

derisa nxjerrin squfur prej stomakut té prishur.

Dhe lum kush ka fatin té jetojé Epokén e Ngopjes,

si parajsa né ato fletushkat e ilustruara fetare,

ku tigrat dhe njerézit shéllehen né diell bashké, né page,

né njé kopésht me moll&, anash njé lumi qé rrjedh mjalté,
bashkévuajtés e bashkéqytetaré.

Faji nuk éshté atribut i ujit dhe karbonit.

Faji nuk ekziston.

19
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9.

Children, yes,

but adults never abandon their toys.

Among tin bowls and aluminum spoons,

coats and clogs of the same size, among shaved heads

we were identified by our lost causes:

one believed in “the republic,” one in “the monarchy,”

one in “the revolution,” one in “the truth,”

and one simply in “health.”

(A little too much faith there in thirteen square feet of space).
And the one who used to talk to himself or to a corner of the
wall

once got a little carried away when he claimed to be Constan-
tine

the Great.

Mind separate from body,

he was more akin to the Constantine Colossus

with two right hands in the Palazzo dei Conservatori.

You have no right to occupy two places in this world;

even in prison there is no space for two selves.

So one day they took him away, all of his pieces,

to who knows where; whichever piece ended up in court

and whichever in the madhouse . . .

And he was only twenty-five years old.

Observed from above

we were simply part of a museum—

somewhere a millwheel shone, somewhere a parchment
yellowed,

and somewhere else a horseman’s costume hung

without a horseman in sight.

10.
Water is recyclable.
Nature is a good housewife and lets nothing go to waste.



9.

Fémijét po,

por té rriturit kurré nuk i braktisin lodrat e tyre.

Né mes gavetave dhe lugéve prej alumini,

né mes kapotave dhe nallaneve té njejta, né mes kokave té
gethura,

ne identifikoheshim me kauzat tona t&€ humbura:

dikush besonte tek “republika”, dikush tek “monarkia”,
dikush tek “revolucioni”, dikush tek “e drejta”,

dhe dikush tjetér akoma,

thjesht tek “shéndeti”,

(Ca si shume,

pér katér metra katroré)

Ndérsa ai gé fliste heré me vete e heré me njé cep muri,

e teproi ca kur tha se ishte veté Kostandini i Madh.

Por me mendjen té ndaré nga trupi,

ai ishte saktésisht si statuja e Konstandinit

né Musei di Conservatori né Romeé,

pér mé tepér,

me dy duar té djathta.

Nuk ke té drejté té zésh dy vende né kété bote,

as né burg nuk ka vend pér dy personae.

Ndaj njé dité e morén, ashtu né copa dhe nuk di ku e guan;
cilén pjesé né gjykaté, e cilén né gmending?

Dhe ishte vetém 25 vjec.

Ndérsa té paré nga sipér

ne ishim thjesht njé muze antropologjik,

ku diku zbardhte njé rroté mulliri, diku zverdhte njé pergamen
e diku varej njé kostum kalorési

pa kalorés brenda.

10.
Uji éshté i riciklueshém.
Natyra éshté amvisé e miré; nuk 1é gjé t'i shkojé dém.
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They say the one who posed for Jesus’s portrait in The Last
Supper

was the same person who posed for Judas’s four years later,
though this time not the soft-skinned, golden-haired choir boy
anymore, but the man in a prison in Rome, convicted of
serious crimes.

Water

can do wonders in four years—

it can freeze, turn cloudy or stale, flow out of its bed—
wonders that even da Vinci’s eagle eye

couldn’t predict.

And so each of us could have four lives.

In the most fortunate case

we could be recycled from a balloon into cleaning gloves,
then into a car seat, and in the end into the synthetic snow
that falls on a romantic Christmas scene shoot in mid-July
until the director is satisfied and yells, “Cut!”

Where there’s hope, there’s compromise.

But what can be said of the man

who willingly chose to die of starvation?

Ecce homo they shouted mockingly—people in uniform,
the materialists who couldn’t wait to wash their hands.
Because dignity, if not inherited, can be contagious.

11.

Water has a short memory.

From Palm Sunday to Good Friday there were five blessed
days;

the one they welcomed as triumphant into Jerusalem

was nailed as “faithless” on the fifth day.

“But, if we're only water and carbon,

then what is love? How do we know it’s love?”



Ai gé pozoi pér portretin e Jezusit né “Darkén e fundit”,
thuhet se pozoi edhe pér Judén pas katér vjetésh,

kété heré jo mé ai djaloshi Iékuréhollé e gimepraruar i korit té
kishés,

por i i dénuari pér krime té rénda né njé burg t& Romés.
Eshté uji ai

Q€ pér katér katér vjet mund té béjé cudira,

té turbullohet, té ngrijé, té gelbet, té€ dalé prej shtratit...

cudira gé nuk i parashikon dot as as syri i mprehté i Da Vingit.
Késhtu, secili prej nesh mund té keté katér jeté.

Né versionin mé fatlumeé,

mund té riciklohemi nga tullumbace né doreza pastrimi,
pastaj né sedilje makine dhe né fund né boré sintetike

pér xhirimin e njé skené romantike Krishtlindjesh né mes té
korrikut,

deri kur regjisori té& bértasé i kénaqur “Stop!”

Atje ku ka shpresé, ka kompromis.

Por, ¢faré mund té thuhet pér até burré

qé zgjodhi vullnetarisht té vdiste urie.

Ecce homo bértitén me tallje té sfiduarit, njerézit me uniformé,
materialistét,

€ mezi prisnin té lanin duart.

Se dinijiteti,

né mos i trashégueshém,

mund té jeté ngjités.

11.

Por uji ka kujtesé té shkurtér.

Té Djelén e Palmave nga e Premtja e Zezé

e ndajné vetém pesé dité té bekuara jave;

até qé e pritén si shpétimtar né Jeruzalem,

té pestén dité e gozhduan si té€ pafe.

“Por, nése jemi vetém ujé dhe karbon,

Atéheré cfaré éshté dashuria? Nga e kuptojmé se éshté
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You can’t know but others can;
when they see you roofless, they think:
“There was a fire there!”

At the camp, when mail arrived on Tuesdays—letters from wives,

fiancées, lovers—one of us always ended up empty-handed;
“No letters for you!” meaning, “She left you.”

In that moment all eyes seized you

and conjugated the verb “to leave” into all the tenses, forms,
persons

beyond etymologies, all the way to Salome

and the “Dance of the Seven Veils” . . .

Never before did you feel so naked,

so naked that they could count the hairs and pores on your
body,

the nerves firing under your skin like frantic moles.

They could easily make out your heart

a late tomato on the vine, unripe, green, so green

you were stunned.

From war and love

you return even more ignorant

than when you first set out.

12.

“You are free,” they told him after forty-five years.
“Where will you go now?”

They could’ve been asking someone on death row,
“What song do you want to hear?” Or more precisely,
“Do you know what you’ve lost?”

A second punishment, a second execution.

It was the end of June. The sky opened its mouth ear to ear
and laughed brazenly, exposing a cluster of clouds
above some lonely mountain peaks,

and the ticket seller her wisdom teeth

when he asked, “A ticket to the sea, please!”



dashuri?”

Ti s’ke nga e kupton, por té tjerét po,

sepse qgelbesh djegésiré, tym, si njé i pastrehé.

Atje né kamp, kur t& martave vinte posta,

letrat nga graté, té fejuarat, té€ dashurat,

njéri prej nesh mbetej duarthaté;

“Nuk ka letér pér ty!”, kishte kuptimin “Té la”.
Atéheré syté pérreth teje zgjedhonin foljen “l&”

né té gjitha kohét, ményrat, vetat,

shkonin pértej etimologjisé, deri tek Salome-ja,

e tek “Vallja e shtaté vellove”...

Kurré mé paré nuk ishe gjendur kaq lakuriq,

ag sa mund té té numéronin gimet, poret e trupit,
nervat g€ gurgullonin nén I€kuré si njé kope urithésh.
Mund té dallonin qarté zemrén, si njé domate té voné,
té papjekur jeshile,

aq jeshile sa edhe veté habiteshe.

Dhe kush shkon i paditur né Romé,

i paditur kthehet.

12.

“Je i liré.” i thané pas dyzetepesévjetésh. “Ku do té shkosh?”
Ishte njélloj si té pyesésh té dénuarin me vdekje “Cfaré kénge
do?”

ose mé sakté: “A e di se ¢faré ke humbur?!”

Njé dénim i dyté, njé ekzekutim i dyté.

Ishte fund gershori. Qielli hapte gojén cep mé cep

me njé té geshur té pacipé

duke zbuluar njé grumbull resh mbi majat e vetmuara,

ashtu si biletashitésja dhémballét e saj pjekurisé,

kur ai i tha: “Njé bileté pér né Det, té lutem!”

Udhétimi qe i gjaté,
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The journey was long,

the longest our kind of water and carbon could ever take,

in a boxcar that smelled of freshly baked buns and sweat.

He stopped at the wrong station.

Traveled the rest of the journey on foot.

The breeze from the poplars blew softly against his neck;

he felt like a newlywed entering the bedroom for the first time,
not knowing if that gesture was meant to be congratulatory or
consoling.

And here’s the sea!

How can man hide such a miracle from man?

How can you hide water from water?

Where had he seen that white ship leaving the dock before?
In the dreams of the father, grandfather, great-grandfather?
Around him circled men and women in speckled bathing suits
and joyous children with sunburned shoulders.

He was the only one in the wrong season—

late, premature.

He was the only one fully clothed, from head to toe,

as if a black piano shut in the corner of a hall

around which the world revolves undisturbed.

He touched the sand—

only a single grain finds its way into the belly of an oyster
with time and pain, to be transformed into a pearl.



mé i gjati g€ mund té béje soji yné prej uji dhe karboni,

né njé vagon gé mbante eré simite t€ sapodala nga furra

dhe djersé.

U ndal né stacionin e gabuar. Pjesén tjetér té rrugés

e béri né kémbé. Puhia e plepave e godiste lehté né zverk

si dhéndrrin e ri gé futet pér heré té paré né dhomén e gjumit,
pa e kuptuar,

nése ishte pérgézues apo ngushéllues ai gjest?

Dhe ja detil

Si mundet t'ia fshehé njeriu njeriut njé mrekulli té tillé,

Si mund t'ia fshehésh ujin, ujit?!!

Ku e kishte paré até anije té& bardhé qgé i largohej portit?

Né cilén éndérr babai, gjyshi, a stérgjyshi?

Pérreth tij, silleshin burra dhe gra me kostume laramane banjoje,
dhe fémijé té hareshém e supe pércélluar.

Vetém ai né sezonin e gabuar,

i vonuar, i parakohshém.

Vetém ai i veshur, me rroba dhe képucé.

si njé piano e zezé e mbyllur né cep té njé salle,

rreth sé cilés bota rrotullohet e patrazuar.

Duke prekur me malléngjim ato miliarda e miliarda kokrriza rére,
prej té cilave,

njé e vetme do té pérfundojé né barkun e njé molusku,

ku dhimbja do ta shndérrojé né perlé.
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