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AS GEZUAR NUK TE THASHE

Asht festa jote sot, nané. E ti, sigurisht
gé do té kishe dashté nji dhuraté. Si dikur
kur isha fémijé, e uné té sillja vetimén e
mendjes sime, té futun né nji letér, e cila
shérbente si mbéshtjellése.

Mandej ti herét a voné, mé merrje e mé
puthje, apo shkoje e u tregoje shogeve—
grave té lagjes sé vjetér—se cka té Kishte
ba djali yt dhuraté pér festén tande. E mbas
mbrami ato, péshpéritnin nji «Ta ruejté
Zoti» népér dhambé. Nji kafe, ¢anit
kopalla, dhe kag.

Dita strukej vrullshém né sqetull t&
natés, e bari njomej nga i lagshti i kurrizit
té qgiellit.

Sot, asht festa jote, nané. E ti, do ta
kishe dashté nji dhuraté, sado té vogél. Por,
Ve¢ pimjes sime, gé po e baj me dité e net
té tana, nuk té kam ba tjetér dhuraté.

E di fort miré se nuk asht puné e lehté
me e pa tand bir té dehun e té bam kandil,
pse jané punét e dashnisé, té cilat e
mundojné té ngratin.



Jané puné, té cilave s’po din me u
dhané maje, ndérkohé qé kur dérdéllit pér
puné letrash, mbahet si bukur i kénun.

Né fakt, pér kéto puné kush s’ka folé,
dhe deri diku dihet se cilat jané arsyet, gé e
cojné njeriun né pragje té tilla. Né& pragje
shndérrimi domethané. Apo né cfarédolloj
pragu, té denjé pér nji pércaktor pérmbrapa.

Asht gjarpni i Biblés, gé ishte kulacé
mbi vezét e veta, té cilat i kishte Iéshue né
rrajét e pemés soné. Pikérisht ai gjarpén,
me po até Iékuré, e me po até kangé qé i
spérdridhet gjuhés, dhe gé ruen po até
péshtymé.

Né kété rast, nuk dihet nése gjanat jané
té thana a té pathana.

Nése logjika asht alogjike.

Nése kujtesa asht shkujtesé.

Jané plasat gé e kané mbérthye tand
bir, dhe e kané Iéshue pérdhé si me gené nji
gengj bardhan.

Je po ti, qé edhe kété radhé je shkak
narracioni népér shkrimet e mia. Sido gé té
kesh gené. Te cilido né pac gené. Heré i
ashpér e heré shpérfillées. Me @éllim
artistik, natyrisht.



Heré te Melodia e harpés, heré te
Rabini i pasy, heré te Ungjilli (si)mbas
Gjonit, e sé fundmi te Doréshkrimi i
humbun i Shén Mateut.

Libra, heré me ¢mim e heré pa ¢mim,
por gé té gjithé sé bashku kushtojné sa nji
vepér e zakonshme e Kadaresé.

Ky dhé, nuk asht dheu i Camajt apo i
kujtdo gé ka shkrue pér té, por asht dheu i
Lisit, birit tand, qé edhe tue gené pérheré
mbi kété dhé ka mall e dashni pér té.

Ka mall e dashni, pse kur pata lindé,
krygin né ballé me dheun e vendit tim ma
bane. Sado gé emni im, asht grek.

Nuk asht se kété dhé e don, ngagé né té
kané shkelé té tané véllaznit e orgjinave:
Fishta, Mjedja, Koligi, Pali, Pipa e shumé
té tjerg, por e don pse asht dheu i kryqit
tand.

Nané, késaj here plasat nuk i ndreq
poezia, sepse asht ai gjarpni i kuq i Biblés,
té cilit ia mori mendja me na vizitue.

Asht gjarpni gé na
i ka vyshké
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pendlat, nané.

Sgepat toné
pos tallashit
nuk cikén gja.
Balli mé asht
zhveshé sé prituni,

e ty, thijat

té jané géndisé
tamthash.

Mikesha ime, e desh dheun e huej
shumé, aq sa kur té dilte matané do u
trillonte njerézve kombsing.

Do u thoshte se jam nga nji x (iks)
vend, pa e dité se theksi i saj kishte me e
mashtrue.

Mikesha ime, ish nji zog gé donte me
p4 shumé dhena té botés; me até kangé
Kishte 1é né gji. Ishte kanga e damaréve té
saj, tekembramja.

Ndérsa dheu i im, nuk i pélgente,
ngase mendonte se né té mbijné vec ferra.

Asht dhé, prej té cilit duhet me iké nji
oré e ma paré. Larg tij. Diku. Pa e dité
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seku. Pa e dité cka me ba. Pa e dité kah me
u pérplasé. Té mésyjmé brigje té reja.

Ka me gené ma miré andej. Do kemi
njeni tjetrin. Sikur kéndej nuk kishim me e
pasé!

Té turremi larg qé kétu, pse ky dhé
asht nji zallishte e pafund. Asht dhé ggé
kurrfaré bime s’rritet né té.

Cka t& baja me dheun e krygit tand,
nané?

Me e marré nji shplaké prej tij, e me u
¢mall heré mbas here?

Kam shkrue nji poezi, nané. Ashtu sig i
shkruej uné.

Poezi, né té cilat fije rrezeje diellore
nuk hyn.

Prejse dielli im, asht i errét.

Dielli im, del ve¢ natén. Natén kur
struken gishtézat e fulgijve t& mnershém,
dhe tashma pérralla nuk asht vegse nji e
pérzieme hini.

Ja ¢’thoté kjo poezi, e shkrueme mbi
nji kupon porosie:



| gjithé trupi kété naté
po mé dhemb.

Asgja s ’kam shkrue.
Veg kam pa se sa té mprehté
i kané njerézit dhambét.
E di gé gjithmoné
kam me gené
ai djali i vogél,
té cilit i pérhihet andrra
e fijes sé barit,
gé donte me u ba trung lisi.

Vuejtja né kohét e reja shekullane
asht frekuenca ma e dukshme.
Foleté e dalléndysheve
jané capérlue sé ftohti.

Ka vetém
morra té regjun
népér sheka té médhaja druni.
S’e marr vesh kah kjo eré
m’i vizaté brijét.

Tash gé po shoh kuponin, vé re se
paskam kthye mjaft konjaké.
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Mbase heshtas bluen, se ato dy grima
lekésh gé m’i jep, nuk m’i jep pér me u ba
rrumbull.

Pér me shkue deri né até gjendje sa me
harrue derén e shtépisé. Aq sa me u kthye i
lamé né gjak e i bamé turijsh me balté.
Bash sikur nji mi i cofun, gé i ka pérfundue
trupi kanalesh.

E di edhe gé ti, kurrénjiheré nuk ma ke
namé pijen né bark, sikurse e ke ba me
timaté pér vite e vite.

Por ve¢ mé ke pyeté nése mé hahet
dhe a kam déshiré me fjeté, tue mé ledhatue
njikohésisht edhe gafén.

Sepse sido gé té keté gené puna, je ti
gé mé ke ushqye me tambél, edhe nése
shpeshheré ta kam lendue parzmén.

Ky dhé, asht dheu i tamblit tand.

E yt bir, asht nji shkamb gé rrotullohet
furishmas térthores.

Por, edhe shkambi vritet pér shkak té
turrit té vet.
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Kur shega plaset, trajtén e saj té
maparshme nuk e merr dot ma.

Lulet e kumbullave kané celé
pérgjithané, e insektet bajné capat e tyne,
sepse i gézohen rrezeve.

Asht biri yt gé¢ e ka strajcén té
mbushun me ashte gegénie, nané.

Edhe pse ajo asht e arnueme,
prapéseprapé me vete e merr.

Né e pyetshin, se ¢ka jané ato; ai u
gjegjet se jané rrajé, e pa to—sado té kéqija
a té mira gofshin—nuk mundet me ecé.

Racional a impulsiv né e pacin dheun,
ku jané té nguluna.

Keétij marsi, t& mekun ore, e té dalun
fijesh, e t& marrun palce, e t€ mbaruem
shprese, e té krygzuem Kkycesh, e té
péshtyem fytyre, e té€ pérqyrrun soji, e té
ajun kambésh, e té camé, premé, shqyem,
té bamé zhangla, té rrjepun Ilékure, té
barrsuem (prej) shtrigash, t& frymé barku
me spermé shejtani, rrashta e kresé iu
ndafté pérgjysme.
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KEétij... tamthat i dalshin vendit. E mos
iu shendofté kurrigram shtatit té tij té
nxehté.

Jané namé té truellit toné, gé futen
errtas népér kthinat e dhomés sime, tue
ushtue po ashtu, sikur duhia e nji murrlani
epshak.

Eh, kjo djersé nané! Asht djersa e
duerve tueja. Té jané nxi té mjerat sikur
buzét e mérdhituna. Heré i kécen sipri, heré
ia péshtet lotéve.

Largoma nané ujin e bekuem, e até
fugure té Shén Meérisé. S’ke pse thérret
mbas gelgeve té dritores. Dhe léne até
Krisht e té vdesin si duhet né até dru. Léne
Krishtin e té vdesin nané si duhet. Léne!
Mos ia shto ma shumé mundimet. Uné e ti,
as uthulla e buzéve té tij nuk jemi.

Lénia ato gerpiké e t’i pushojné nén até
shi t& térmetshém. Sikur ne té ishim nji
piké e pluhunit t& asaj toke, do t& kishim
gené lule me petla lumnimi.

Léne nané até Krisht e té vdesin né até
dru.
Léne!
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Léne!

Léni Pashkét e té vijné me vezé té
ngjyeme. Rueje té kugen e tyne ndér thoj
sikurse Biri i Atit i ruejti bulat e gjakut
mbas bebézash té habitun.

Falja fémijéve qé trokasin né derén
toné ato vezé té kuge, nané, pse né té kuqgin
e atyne vezéve ndoshta fshihet petku i
Krishtit. Fémijét kané déshiré me i cikaté
ato vezé gé ti ua jep.

Fémijét kénagen kur Pashkét vijné,
ngaqgé kané déshiré me u marré me shendin
e tyne ma fort se me vdekjen e té
Dérguemit.

Késhtu gé, shendi dhe vdekja jané kaq
afér njena tjetrés sagé thjesht nji vezé e
ngjyeme mundet me na e déshmue.

Po i mbaron ora edhe festés tande,

nané, ashtu si mue qé mé mbaroi dridhja e
mbrame pér mikeshén time.
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E ndérkaq ti detyrohesh me i ra shtupé
té vijellit tim, me ato cirka lotésh qé té
shkasin pérposh mollézave.

Mue mandej, mé koloviten imazhe
kresé. Mbase edhe ma té frikshme se té
dishepullit Gjon tek Zbulesa. Nuk ka ma
engjéj, té cilét u bien instrumenteve
muzikore. Té lamé né ar e bardh si bora
njikohésisht.

Ka veg gérshetéza gé ia kané marré nji
kange bri gjolit.

Dhe rriné tue ba bishtaleca me
gjypneré. Por, ajo kangé nuk pran
asnjiheré.

Asnjiheré. Dhe ajo kangé flet pér nji
qyge té shndérrueme, jo prej véllazénve té
vet, por prej dregézave té dashnisé. Flet pér
nji qyge té shndérrueme, nané.

Nji gqyge té bame kuk dhe gé pérmend
emnin tim, gjaté tané kohés sé saj.

Kukézohet qygja, nané. Gérshetézat
kéndojné. Kéndojné nji kangé té hershme
dhe té pérhershme. Bajné bishtaleca. Me
gjypneré. Gjoli asht si 1émashk né ngjyré.
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Nuk kané pse engjéjt u bien
instrumenteve, ngagé asht qygja qé kukohet
pérmbi kryet e saj. Bahet aq e kularté prej
Iéngatave, saqé krahét e saj i ngjajné ’i
deformimi té pambarim.

Mbreti i Tulés ka kohé gé e ka flaké
kupén ndér valét e detit, nané. Ai kishte pa’
gené nji det i njelmét si marsi im. E pau tue
u zhyté, edhe tue kécye nalt, edhe tue hupé
me turr... bash sikur uné gé e pashé zemrén
time tue marré njelmésiné pérmbrendé.

Tashma zemra ime asht nji gja e
mbytun né krypé, gé u lén shije t& kege
shumé gojéve.

Vdiq edhe Krishti mbas do kohe, nané.
E ’i kryq né ballé mue mé la.

Krygin e dheut tim. Sa até kryq gja
nuk doja. E gjithmoné me té endesha.
Endesha zbathé e endesha mbathé. Por kah
’i lot pér fage mé shkonte gjithésaheré ai
m’u kujtonte.

Kur pashé dashniné tue mbarue, me
varré si nji trim i varrue, gé luftonte me
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askjeré té Mbretit, atéheré zemrén ia fala
detit.

Atij detit me njelmési plot, gé mé kish
falé gaze edhe lot. Edhe ra fill né fund té
zallit, me sy té langét sipér ballit.

E u képut dashnia lik pérmidisi
si té ki’n kéné dy krande lisi.
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DIDN’T EVEN WISH YOU MOTHER’S
DAY

Today is mother’s day,* nané.? And,
surely, you would have wanted a gift.
Remember when | was a child and used to
bring you my own light, little thoughts, all
wrapped up in a piece of paper?

Then, sooner or later, you’d take me
and kiss me or you’d go tell all the women
in the old neighbourhood what your son
had gotten for you on mother’s day. They’d
whisper a “God bless him” through their
teeth. You’d have coffee together, a chit
chat and that was it.

Day would hole up forcefully in
night’s armpit and the grass moistened
under the sky’s wet back.

*In Albania, mother’s day is celebrated on
March 8" every year.

2«Nang&” is in the Albanian dialect of Shkodra
for “mother”. It connotes a close relationship between
the speaker and the mother. “Mother” would have
been too cold and distant a term, whereas “mom” too
informal.

21



Today is mother’s day, nané. And you
would have liked a gift, no matter how
small. But, except for my drinking, which
goes on for days and nights in a row, | have
nothing else for you.

I know it’s not easy to see your son
drunk, but it’s the stuff of love that troubles
the poor fool.

It’s the stuff he’s not able to sort out as
he mumbles about texts he thinks he’s so
good at.

In fact, this stuff is what everyone ever
talks about and, to some extent, everyone
knows what causes man to arrive at such
thresholds.

Transformational thresholds. Or any
other kind of threshold worthy of a
different modifier.

It’s the snake from the Bible who
rolled up over the eggs he’d left at the roots
of our tree. It’s that same snake, with that
same skin, and that same song swirling on
his tongue, with that same spit in his
mouth.

In this case it’s not clear whether
things are said or unsaid.
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Whether logic is illogic. Whether
memory is mismemory.

Love’s own splinters have seized and
thrown your son to the floor as if he were a
little white lamb.

You drive the narrative in my writing
yet again. No matter what | make you look
like. No matter in which book | mention
you. Sometimes cruelly, sometimes
indifferently. With artistic purpose, of
course.

Sometimes in The Melody of the Harp,
sometimes in The Eyeless Rabi, sometimes
in The Gospel According to John, and
lately, in The Lost Manuscript of St
Maithew’s.®

These books, sometimes they cost
money, sometimes they cost nothing, but
together, they amount to the price of an
ordinary book by Kadare.*

% All the titles listed are books written by the
author.

4 Kadare refers to Ismail Kadare, prominent
contemporary Albanian novelist.
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This land is not Camaj’s® land, or
anyone else’s who’s written about it. It’s
Lisi’s land, your son’s, and even while he’s
always walking on it, he loves it and longs
for it.

He loves it and longs for it because
when he was born you made a cross on his
forehead with dirt from this land. Even
though you gave him a Greek name.

He doesn’t love this land just because
all his first brethren walked on it: Fishta,
Mjedja, Koligi, Pali, Pipa and many
others.® He loves it because it’s the land of
your Cross.

Nané, this time poetry can’t smooth
out splinters, because it’s that red snake
from the Bible who decided to drop in on
us for a visit.

® Camaj refers to Martin Camaj, exiled writer
and Albanian poet of the 20™ century, born in northern
Albania who later lived and died in Munich, Germany.

® The names listed are those of classical
Albanian literary figures from the north: Gjergj Fishta,
Ndre Mjedja, Ernest Koligi, Arshi Pipa.
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It’s the snake
who’s numbed
our wings, nané.

Our beaks,
under sawdust,
touched nothing.

My forehead ebbs
with waiting,

and you, white hairs

chainstitched
over your temples.

My friend loved foreign lands so much
that when she’d go abroad she’d make up
her nationality.

She’d say, I'm from x place, without
knowing that her accent would betray her.

My friend was a bird who wanted to
see too many foreign lands; that was the
song she was born with. It was the song of
her veins, in the end.

She didn’t like my land; used to think
that only weeds grow in it.
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It’s the kind of land one must flee from
as soon as possible. Far from it
Somewhere. Without knowing where to.
Without knowing what to do there. Without
knowing where to turn to. Let’s all run
toward new shores.

It’s better on the other side. We’ll have
one another. As though here we couldn’t!

Let’s all run away from here, because
this land is an endless gravel strand. It’s the
kind of land where nothing grows.

What should I have done with the dirt
of your cross, nané?

Take a slap from it once in a while for
old time’s sake?

I’ve written a poem, nané. The way | w
rite them.

Poems where sunlight never breaks in.
Because my sun is dark.

My sun comes out at night. At night w
hen small fingers
from terrifying jaws vanish into thin air and
by now this tale is nothing more than sand-
painting.
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Here’s what the poem says, written on
a receipt:

My whole body tonight
aches.

I'’ve written nothing.
I'’ve only seen how sharp
people’s teeth are.

I know I°/[ always be
that small boy
to whom
a dream is revealed
of the blade of grass
that wanted to be an oak tree.

Suffering in this new century
is too evident too often.
Swallows’ nests
are destroyed by frost.
There’s only lice marinating
in large logs.

| can’t tell where this wind

is blowing from, piercing through my
ribs.
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Now that I’'m looking at the receipt, |
see | had one too many shots.

Maybe you do worry about this: you
don’t give me those few bucks so | can get
drunk.

So that | get so wasted | forget my own
door. So that I turn around all covered in
blood, face smeared in mud. Like a dying
rat whose body has ended up in a canal.

I know, too, that you’ve never cursed
the drinks in my belly the way you did with
father for years and years.

You’d only ask me if | was hungry and
if 1 wanted to sleep, rubbing my neck all
the while.

No matter how things stood, you were
the one who nursed me even though I’ve
often hurt you.

This land is the land of your breast-
milk. And your son, he’s a rock that turns
furiously.

But even a rock breaks because of his
own hurry.
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When a pomegranate cracks, it can no
longer resume its previous shape.

The plum blossoms have bloomed
everywhere and insects crawl at their own
pace because they love sunlight.

Your son’s bag is full of Gheg bones,
nane.

Even though the bag is all patched up,
he still carries it everywhere.

If they ask him what’s inside, he tells
them they’re roots, that no matter if they’re
good or bad, he can’t walk without them.

It doesn’t matter if the dirt where they
are planted is rational or impulsive.

This March—this hourless month,
unravelling, weary and emptied of marrow,
hopeless, crucified by its ankles, spit on the
face, accursed of kin, footswollen, cracked,
cut, torn up and peeling, impregnated by
witches, its belly swelling with the sperm
of the devil—may its skull split in two.

May the temples on its head burst. And
may its boiling body never enjoy health.
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It’s the curses of our land that enter
darkly from the corners of my room
booming like the wind of a horny storm.

Ah, this sweat, nané! It’s the sweat of
your hands.

They’ve turned black, miserable
things, like your frozen lips. Sometimes
you sit over them, sometimes, you lift them
to wipe your tears.

Take away the holy water, nané, and
that St. Mary figure. There’s no use in
calling after window glass. And let Christ
die as he should on that cross. Let Christ
die as he should, nané. Let him. Don’t add
on to his suffering. We’re not even the sour
spit on his lips, you and I.

Let his eyelashes rest under that rain
that shook the earth. If we could have only
been a small particle of dust on that earth,
we would have been flowers, blooming
with holy petals.

Let Christ die on the cross, nané.

Let him.
Let him.
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Let Easter come with its coloured
eggs. Suffer their redness under your
fingernails as the Son of God suffered
beads of blood on stupefied pupils.

Nané, don’t mind the children who
knock on our door with red eggs, because
in that redness Christ’s robe might be
concealed. Children can’t wait to strike
those eggs you give them against each
other.

The children are happy when Easter
comes because they like to occupy
themselves with joy more than with the
death of the One who was sent there.

Thus, joy and death are so close to one
another that a simple coloured egg bears
witness to it.

Mother’s day is almost over, nané, like
the last ache for my friend is almost over
too.

And meanwhile you have to wash off
my vomit as tears fall down your
cheekbones.

Afterwards, images start swinging in
my head. Maybe even more frightening
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than the ones John the Apostle saw in The
Revelation. There are no more angels who
play musical instruments. Bathed in gold
and white like snow at the same time.

There’s only gérshetéza * who’ve
started singing by the lake. They keep
knitting their hair into braids. But their
song never ends.

Never. And that song speaks of a
cuckoo, transformed, not by her brothers
but by wounds of love. It speaks of a
transformed cuckoo, nané.

A cuckoo, all curled up. Who calls my
name all the time. The cuckoo curls up,
nané. The gérshetéza sing. They sing an
ancient, timeless song. They braid their
hairs. With needles. The lake is the colour
of moss.

" Gérshetéza — a figure from traditional Albanian
folklore described as a beautiful woman with long hair
who lived in lakes, or rivers, and would sometimes
come out at the edge of the water to comb her hair.
Here, it is used in its plural form.
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There’s no need for angels to play
instruments because the cuckoo curls its
head in her knees. She becomes so coiled
from sorrow that her wings resemble an
endless distortion.

It’s been a long time since the King of
Thule hurled his goblet on the waves of the
sea, nané. That was a salty sea like my
month of March. He saw the goblet sink,
jump up and disappear at once just like |
saw my own heart sink taking its salt
within.

Now my heart is one of those things
soaked in brine that leave a bad taste in
your mouth.

Even Christ died after some time, nané.
And he left me a cross on my forehead.

The cross of my own land. | never loved
anything more than that cross. | went
everywhere with it. | wandered with or
without shoes. But a tear fell down my
cheek each time | thought of it.

When | saw love dying, like one battling
the King’s men on one knee, then | gave
my heart to the sea.
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To the sea that’s filled with salt which
has given me tears and joy. My heart fell
on a bed of sand, with moist eyes on its
forehead.

And love, in two pieces, tore
as if it were simply an acorn.
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HHU IMPA3HUK TU HUCAM
YECTUTAO

JHanac je TBOj Ipa3HUK, MaTu. A Tu 0OH,
CHUTYpPHO, kenena ToksioH. Kao Hekax kaj
Ocjax gere, Kaga TH JapUBax O3apeHC
MHCIIH, yMOTaHe y Tapye Iamnupa.

3atuM OM Me TH, Tpe WIN KacHH]eE,
y3ena y Hapydje U MoJbyOniIa, Wil UIa U
MOKa3MBaJa >KeHaMa W3 CTapor Kpaja mira
TH je CUH TIOKJIOHHO 32 Tpa3HHUK. A oHe Ou
npomanTtane: ,Hexka ra bor uyBa” kpo3
3yoe. OnHma y3 kady pekia-kazaua, |
TOJIMKO.

Jlan 6u ce ckiynmyao mox nasyx Hohw,
a TpaBy Ou Biaxkmia seha HeOa.

Hanac je TBOj mpa3HUK, MaTH. A T On
XKelesna MOKJIOH, Ma KOJHMKO Mai. AJH,
OCHM MOT NHjaHYeHa JaH ¥ HOh, HucaM TH
HUIITA JAPYTO MOJapHO.

3HaM /1a TH HHje JIaKO Jia TIIeAall CHHa
TPEUITEHOT TMHUjaHoT, jep jaJHUKa Mope
JbyOaBHU jajiu.
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Jamu ¢ xojuma He Moxke u3ahu Ha Kpaj,
Hako ce mo0po IpKu 0K Opbiba o
TEKCTOBHMA.

3ampaBo, 0 THM jaxuMa HeMa KO HUje
MIPUYa0 ¥ JIOHEKJIE je TO03HATO KOjU Cy TO
y3poLH KOjH YOBEKa JOBEOYy IO TaKBe
rpanune. Jlo rpanune npomene. Miu 6mito
Koje Apyre TrpaHWIe, JOCTOjHE Onpenode
KOja cIenu.

3mmja u3 bubnmje ce ckimymyana Haz
CBOjUM jajuMa Koja je IIOJIeTria Ha KOpemy
HaIIer JpBeTa. bamr Ta 3MHja, y HUCTO] TOj
KOXH, C MCTOM TOM IIECMOM KoOja joj ce
yBHja jE3UKOM M C UCTOM TOM IIJbyBa4KOM
y yCTHUMA.

VY oBoM ciy4ajy He 3Ha Ce Ja JH Cy
CTBapH peucHe NIIN He.

Ja i je JTOTHKa HeJIOTHYHA.

Ha mu je namheme 3abopas.

JbyGaBHe jagu 3rpabuie cy chHa TBOT
n obopuie Tra Ha 3eMJby Kao 1a je 0ero
jarme.

Tu cu u oBor myra pasior Mor
mucama. be3 063upa Ha TO KakBy caM Te
cTBOpHO. be3 003upa Ha TO y K0joj caM Te
K3 CIOMeHyo. Hekaa OKpyTHO, HeKaj
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paBHOAymiHO. C YMETHHYKAM  IHJBEM,
HapaBHO.

Yac y Menoouju xapege, yac y Cnenom
pabuny, dac y Jesanhewy no Joeany, a
HENaBHO Wy MU3eybenom  pykonucy
Csemoz Mamuje.8

OBe «kmure, KkaTkajx HarpahuBane,
KaTKaJ He, 3ajeTHO KOIITajy KOJIHMKO jeITHO
00OMYHO ZEII0 Kazlapea.9

Oga 3emsba Huje 3emba Llamaja™ wmm Gumo
KoTra Jpyror Ko je 0 ’\0j mucao, Beh je oBo
semuba Jlucuja,! cuna TBOT, KOjH, Mpema
OJlyBeK HOME XOJa, BOJMH je U 4Ye3He 3a
BOM.

® HapeZieHH HACTIOBM Cy HACJIOBH KEbHTA KOjE je
HaIncao ayTop.

® HMcmanmn Kamape je mosHaTH —caBpeMeHH
JI0QHCKH TIHCAIl.

' Maprun Ilamaj je anGaHCKn THCAIl U TICCHHK
XX Beka, poheH Ha ceBepy Anbanuje.

Y Ckpaherno ox Jlucamapu; lis Ha anGanckom
j€3HKy 3HA4H XPacT.

39



Bonu je m 4e3He, jep cM My OBOM
3eMJbOM KaJl Ce€ pPOIUO Ha 4Yely KpCT
HauuMHWIA. Mako cu My HajeHyna Tpuko
nume.

Huje na oy 3emsby Boim camo 300T
TOra IITO Cy KOME XOohana meroBa Opaha
mo mopekny: Owmra, Mjena, Komuhuy,
Many, [uma u muoru apyru;™ Bomn je jep
je 3emMJba TBOT KpcCTa.

Matu, oBor myta jajze He MOXe na
yOnaxu noesuja, jep je Ta IpBeHa 3MHUja 3
bubnuje pemmia 1a HaC MOCETH.

3muja je ma xoja
Ham je oocekna
Kpunia, Mamu.

Hawu xwynosu
ucnoo nu/veguHe
HUCY K/bYYHYIU HUWMA.
Yeno mu je cnaacuyno

2 Hapesiena MMeHa Cy MMeHa KEbMDKEBHHKA Ca
ceBepa Anbanuje: bepl) @umra, Hape Mjena, Epuecr
Kounnhu, I"acnep [Manu, Apuu [Mumna.
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00 yekarvd,
a mebu ce pazgezaue

ceou npameHosu
NPeKo cienoo4Huyd.

Moja mpujarespuna je TOJMKO BOJENa
Tyhe 3emube 7a je, kKama Om OTHILIA MPEKO,
U3MHIIIBaJIa CBOjY HAIMOHAIHOCT.

Pexna 6um spymmMa na je w3 Mmecra X
(ukc), He 3Hajyhu J1a je o/aje Haracax.

Moja je mpujarespuiia Ouiia NTUIA KOja
je JKernena Jia BUIM MHOTE 3eMJbE; C TOM je
mecMoM pohena. Ta joj je mecMa Tekia
BEHaMa, HalOCIIETKY.

A Moja joj ce 3eMJba HHjE CBHUJIEINA, jep
je Muciuia ja Ha Bb0j pacte caMo KOpPOB.

Ha je To 3eMiba U3 Koje Tpeba otnhm
opxe-6ospe. ITto marmme. Hekyn. He
3Hajyhn kynma. He 3najyhm mra tamo na
pamn. He 3Hajyhm Ha kojy cTpany na ce
okpene. Jlosehu HOBE obate.

buhe Oosse Tamo. Mmahemo jemno
npyro. Kao na opne He 6ucmo nmanu!
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Jla moOerneMo najieko OjAaBae, jep je
oBa 3eMJba OeckpajHa MouBapa. Ha moj He
ycIieBa HUjeHa OnsbKa.

ITa je Tpebano na ypaaum ca 3eMJbOM
TBOT KPCTa, MaTH?

Ha je mycTuM Ja Me omaMapu ¢
BpEeMeHa Ha BpeMe, 1a Me YeKba MUHE?

Hammcao cam jegHy mecMy, MaTH.
OHaKo KaKo MX ja IAIIEeM.

[ecme y xoje ce He poOUja HU Tpavak
CYHUEBOT 3paKa.

Jep je Moje cyHIe TaMHO.

Moje cynue uznaszu camo Hohy. Hohy
KaJa ce OJ Ebera KpHjy 3je BHIC, U Tajaa
Beh 0Oajka HMje HMIITA JIpyro A0 BPTIOT
npalmHe.

EBo miTa kaxe Ta recma, HalMcaHa Ha
moJiehH padyHa:

L]eno meno
Mme nohac 6onu.
Huwma nucam nanucao.
Camo cam npumemuo
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KOIUKO CY BYOCKU 3Y0U OWmpu.
3nam oa hy yeex bumu
OHaj Oeuak
Kojem ce npuguha cau
enamu mpage
Koja siceneuie nocmamu
xpacmonm.

Hamma je y Hogom 6eky
Hajeudbusuja nojasa.
Jlacmuna ene3oa
VHUWMUO je Mpas3.
Ocmane cy camo
omnopHe 8auiu
V GEeNUKUM NAIbe8UMA.

He moey 0a pasasnam odaxne
oonasu osaj gemap
wmo mu ce npobuja Kkpos pebpa.

Cama tnenmajyhm y padyH BHOuM Oa
caM IIOIHO JOCTA KOKaKa.
Moxna Te Opune nma hy morpommrth

TUX Iap HOBYMha IITO CU MH Jajla Ha

OTHjakbe.
Jla ce HamMjeM TOJHMKO Ja 3a00paBUM

kyhHu npar. /la ce Bparum caB y KpBH,
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Onarmwasor auna. Kao yrunysu naros koju
j€ 3aBpILHNO Y KaHay.
3HaM J]a MU HUKaJ HHUCH Kiena nuhe y
TpOyXY, Kao HITO jecu OIly MOM roiMHaMma.
Camo Ou Me muTaja a JIM caM IJiajaH
U KeJbaH CHA, MIIIYjyhH Me HCTOBPEMEHO
10 Bpary.

Jep, O6nito Kako O6WIIO, TH CH Ta KOja Me
j€ OTXpaHWIIa MajYMHUM MIIEKOM, HaKO CaM
TH 9€CTO 3a/aBao 00J y rpyanMa.

Osa je 3eMJba 3eMJba TBOT MJIEKA.

A TBOj je CHH CTCHa KoOja c€ CHa)KHO
KOTpJba.

Anm, W cTeHa ce pasdmje O CBOjy
MaXHHUTAJIOCT.

T

Kaza Hap mykHe, He MOXKe 1a MOBPaTH
MPBOOUTHU OOJIHK.

L{BeToBM HUBKMBA PaCLBETAIN Cy CE Ha
CBE CTpaHe, a MHCEKTH T'MHXKY M3 CBOJHX
MYyKOTHHA jep ce paayjy CyHYEBUM
3parma.
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Topba TBOr cuHa je ITyHa TI'erHjCKHX
KOCTH, MaTH.

Hako je cBa MNOKpHBEHa 3aKprama,
UIIaK je cBy/a ca coOOM HOCH.

Kan ra murajy mra wmMa yHYTpa, OH
0JiroBapa — Kopemwe, a 0e3 WmUX — KOJIUKO
TOJ] JIOIITW WK AOOpH Omim — He MOXKe Ja
Xo7a.

be3 0063upa Ha TO Ja JM je 3eMIba Ha
KOjo] Cy HHKIM paluoHalHa WA
HMITYJICUBHA.

Heka oBOM MapTy Mecelly — Kojem
THAjy CaTH, OTPLAHOM, OrOJBEHOM [0

CpKH, 6C3Ha[le)KHOM, PpacreTom,
IIOHMXKCHOM, O6eIH‘IaHIheHOM, OTCUCHUX
cTromaja, paCnyKHyTOM, pacedyCHoM,

paclienmaHoMm, — pacliapyaHoM, —H3JepaHe
KOXXE, KOjer cy BeITHIEe 3adene, a haBo
OILTOHO — JI0OAka IPEMyKHe Ha TIoJ1a.

Ouu My ce Ha THJI OKpeHyJe. Meco My
0J1 KOCTH]y OTIAJIo.

To cy KieTBe Hamie 3eMJbE KOje ce

MpayHO YBYKY Yy YIJIOBE Moje cobe u
0J13Bamajy Kao 0JIyja MOXOTHOT CeBepIia.
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Ex, oBaj 3n0j, matu! To je 3HO] TBOjUX
pyky. Ilomozapene cy T, jagHe, MOMYT
3aneheHnx ycana. Yac cenum Ha BUMa, 4ac
BUMa OpHIIen! cy3e.

CKJIOHM 071 MEHE CBETY BOJUILY, MAaTH,
u ty ¢urypy Majke bBoxje. Hema cBpxe na
JI03MBAI M3a MPO30PCKOT cTakia. U myctu
Xpucra 1a ympe Kao mro Tpeba Ha KpCTy.
Ilyctn Xpucra na ympe, MaTH, Kao IITO
Tpeba. [lyctu ra! Hemoj my otexaBatu
Myke. Tw W ja, HUCMO YaK HM Kwucena
IJbYBauKa C lerOBUX yCaHa.

Ilyctu ma My TpenaBuie oaMapajy Ha
TOj KHMIIM IITO HOCU 3eMiboTpec. Jla cmo
MOIJIM OMTH YecTHLla MpalinHe Te 3eMJbe,
HUKHYJM Oucmo y uBehy € pagocHUM
JaTuama.

Ilyctn, matm, Xpucra ga yMmpe Ha
KpCTYy.

ITycrtu ra!
[lyctu ral

Ilyctu na mohe Yckpe ¢ obojeHMM
jajuma. UYyBaj HHUXOBO LPBEHWIO MO
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HOKTHMa kao mro je CuH Boxju uyBao
KaIi KpBH Ha 30yH-CHUM 3€HULIaMa.

Jaj menm Koja Kynajy Ha Hamia BpaTa
Ta IpBEHA jaja, MaTH, jep CE y HHUXOBOM
LIPBEHIWIY MOXJa KpHje XPHCTOBa OA0pA.
Hemna jenBa yekajy ma pazoujy jaja Koja UM
JIaIl.

Hemna ce paayjy Yckpey jep xene aa
MHCIIE Ha BeceJbe W PajocT pajdje HO Ha
cMpt OHOT KOjH je mociar ¢ Hebeca.

PamocT u cMmpT cy Tonmko Oiucke
jenHa apyroj, a jexHo 000jeHo jaje Hajoosbe
0 TOME MOXKE CBEJIOYHTH.

bmwku ce Kpaj W TBOM TIpasHHKY,
MaTH, Kao IITO Ce ¥ MOM 0oty o] cuHOh 3a
TIpYjaTebUIOM OJIVKH KPaj.

A tn cu y melyBpemeHy npuMopaHa
Jla My Opwunient 0JbYBOTHHE Cy3aMa Koje TH
KIJTU3€ HU3 jaroJuIie.

Menu, moToM, y TJIaBH JIEyjajy CIIHKE.
Moskzaa cTpaliHHje OX OHHX KoOje je
arnocton JosaH Buzeo y Omkpogersy. Hema
Bulie anhena Koju CBHPajy My3HYKe
nHcTpyMmeHTe. OKynaHux y 37aty U 0eiamx
nonyT CHETa UCTOBPEMEHO.
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Camo cy milazie BUJIe Ha je3epy HecMy
pasBuie.

W mrnery cBoje Kkoce y IUIETEHHIIE.
Aun, Ta BUXOBA IIeCMa HUKA/]] HE IpecTaje.

Huxan. ¥V Toj mecMu neBajy o NTHIH
KyKaBULIM KOjy HHUCY INpeoOpasmia HeHa
Opaha, Beh JpyOaBHm jamm. IleBajy o
peoOpakeHO] KyKaBUIIH, MaTH.

CxiyrmyaHa KyKaBHIIA KOja CIIOMHEGE
MOje UMe CBE BpeMe.

KykaBuna ce caBHja y KIIYIKO, MaTH.
Bune meBajy. IleBajy napeBHY u BedHY
necmy. Ilnery xoce. Wrnama. Jesepo uma
00jy MaXxoOBUHE.

Anbenmn HeMajy 3amTo Jia CBHPAjy
HMHCTPYMEHTE, jep ce KyKaBulla caBHja Hal
camoMm coboMm. Tomuko je ckiymdyaHa of
OomoBa na meHa Kpwia mnozacehajy Ha
6eckpajay aehopmanmjy.

Ipomuwuro je mocra BpemMeHa o1 Kaja je
kpass Tyme Gampo CBOj mexap y MOpCKe
tanmace, mati. To Mope Oelie ciaHO Kao
Moj MapT. ['ienao ra je kako TOHe, UckKaue
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Ha TMOBPIIMHY M HECTaje OjEeHOM... Oail
Kao IITO CaM ja TJeJa0 COICTBEHO CpIie
KakKo TOHE y cnaHohy H3HyTpa.

Cama je Moje cpue jegHa OJ OHHX
CTBapu HATOIJbCHA COJbY, KOja OCTaBJba
ropakK yKyc y yCcTuma.

Yak je m XpHCT yMpO TOcCi€ HEKOT
BpeMeHa, MaTH. M Ha Yenmy MH je OCTaBHO
KpCT.

Kpcr Moje 3emspe. Hwumta HEcam
BOJICO BHIIE Of Tor Kpcra. CBynma cam ¢
BUM Hao. Jlyrao cam 6oc n 00yBeH. Au
cy3a OM MU CKIM3HYJa HU3 00pa3 CBakH
IyT Kajia OMX Ha Fhera MOMHUCIIHO.

Kama Buzmex Jsby0aB JOK ymmHpe, Ha
rpoOy rae cumO00i1 jyHaka U3BHpE, KOjH ce
00pHO Ha KpaJbeBOM TPOHY, Tajga Cple
npenax Mopy.

ToMm Mopy IyHOM CONH, KOjeé MH je
naino pazgoct u 6omu. U nmpaBo Ha THO mazge
cpue, a O4YM My Ha 4Yelly OCTajolle
U3BpPHYTE.

U jby0aB Ha mona nmpenykHy,
HAJIMK XPaCTOBOM CYBapKy.
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NI PRAZNIK TI NISAM CESTITAO

Danas je tvoj praznik, mati. A ti bi,
sigurno, zelela poklon. Kao nekad kad
bejah dete, kada ti darivah ozarene misli,
umotane u parce papira.

Zatim bi me ti, pre ili kasnije, uzela u
narucje i poljubila, ili isla i pokazivala
Zenama iz starog kraja Sta ti je sin poklonio
za praznik. A one bi prosaptale: «Neka ga
Bog ¢uva» kroz zube. Onda uz kafu rekla-
kazala, i toliko.

Dan bi se sklup¢ao pod pazuh no¢i, a
travu bi vlazila leda neba.

Danas je tvoj praznik, mati. A ti bi
zelela poklon, ma koliko mali. Ali, osim
mog pijan¢enja dan i no¢, nisam ti nista
drugo podario.

Znam da ti nije lako da gledas sina
trestenog pijanog, jer jadnika more ljubavni
jadi.

Jadi s kojima ne moze iza¢i na kraj,
iako se dobro drzi dok brblja o tekstovima.

Zapravo, o tim jadima nema ko nije
pricao i donekle je poznato koji su to uzroci
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koji ¢oveka dovedu do takve granice. Do
granice promene. Ili bilo koje druge
granice, dostojne odredbe koja sledi.

Zmija iz Biblije se sklupcala nad
svojim jajima koja je polegla na korenju
naSeg drveta. Ba$ ta zmija, u istoj toj kozi,
s istom tom pesmom koja joj se uvija
jezikom i s istom tom pljuvackom u ustima.

U ovom slucaju ne zna se da li su
stvari re¢ene ili ne.

Da li je logika nelogi¢na.

Da li je pamcenje zaborav.

Ljubavne jadi zgrabile su sina tvog i
oborile ga na zemlju kao da je belo jagnje.

Ti si i ovog puta razlog mog pisanja.
Bez obzira na to kakvu sam te stvorio. Bez
obzira na to u kojoj sam te knjizi
spomenuo.  Nekad  okrutno, nekad
ravnodu$no. S umetni¢kim ciljem, naravno.

Cas u Melodiji harfe, ¢as u Slepom
rabinu, ¢as u Jevandelju po Jovanu, a

54



nedavno i u lzgubljenom rukopisu Svetog
Matije."

Ove knjige, katkad nagradivane,
katkad ne, zajedno kostaju koliko jedno
obicno delo Kadarea™.

Ova zemlja nije zemlja Camaja® ili
bilo koga drugog ko je o njoj pisao, vec je
ovo zemlja Lisija*®, sina tvog, koji, premda
oduvek njome hoda, voli je i Cezne za
njom.

Voli je i Cezne, jer si mu ovom
zemljom kad se rodio na ¢elu krst nacinila.
lako si mu nadenula gréko ime.

3 Navedeni naslovi su naslovi knjiga koje je
napisao autor.

™ 1smail Kadare je poznati savremeni albanski
pisac.

5 Martin Camaj je albanski pisac i pesnik XX
veka, roden na severu Albanije.

16 Skraéeno od Lisandri; lis na albanskom jeziku
znadi hrast.
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Nije da ovu zemlju voli samo zbog
toga $to su njome hodala njegova braca po
poreklu: Fista, Mjeda, Koli¢i, Pali, Pipa i
mnogi drugi;*’ voli je jer je zemlja tvog
krsta.

Mati, ovog puta jade ne moze da ublazi
poezija, jer je ta crvena zmija iz Biblije
resila da nas poseti.

Zmija je ta koja
nam je odsekla
krila, mati.

Nasi Kljunovi
ispod piljevine
nisu kljucnuli nista.
Celo mi je splasnulo
od céekanja,

a tebi se razvezase

' Navedena imena su imena knjizevnika sa
severa Albanije: Derd Fista, Ndre Mjeda, Ernest
Koli¢i, Gasper Pali, Arsi Pipa.
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sedi pramenovi
preko slepoocnica.

Moja prijateljica je toliko volela tude
zemlje da je, kada bi otisla preko, izmisljala
svoju nacionalnost.

Rekla bi ljudima da je iz mesta x (iks), ne
znajuci da je odaje naglasak.

Moja je prijateljica bila ptica koja je
zelela da vidi mnoge zemlje; s tom je
pesmom rodena. Ta joj je pesma tekla
venama, naposletku.

A moja joj se zemlja nije svidela, jer je
mislila da na njoj raste samo korov.

Da je to zemlja iz koje treba otic¢i brze-
bolje. Sto dalje. Nekud. Ne znajuéi kuda.
Ne znajudi Sta tamo da radi. Ne znajuéi na
koju stranu da se okrene. Love¢i nove
obale.

Bi¢e bolje tamo. Imacemo jedno
drugo. Kao da ovde ne bismo imali!

Da pobegnemo daleko odavde, jer je
ova zemlja beskrajna mocvara. Na njoj ne
uspeva nijedna biljka.
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Sta je trebalo da uradim sa zemljom
tvog krsta, mati?

Da je pustim da me oSamari s vremena
na vreme, da me ¢eznja mine?

Napisao sam jednu pesmu, mati.
Onako kako ih ja pisem.

Pesme u koje se ne probija ni tracak
sunéevog zraka.

Jer je moje sunce tamno.

Moje sunce izlazi samo no¢u. Nocéu
kada se od njega kriju zle vile, i tada ve¢
bajka nije nista drugo do vrtlog prasine.

Evo sta kaze ta pesma, napisana na
poledini racuna:

Celo telo
me nocas boli.
NisSta nisam napisao.
Samo sam primetio
koliko su ljudski zubi ostri.
Znam da ¢u uvek biti
onaj decak
kojem se privida san
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vlati trave
koja Zelese postati hrastom.

Patnja je u novom veku
najvidljivija pojava.
Lastina gnezda
unistio je mraz.
Ostale su samo
otporne vasi
u velikim panjevima.

Ne mogu da razaznam odakle
dolazi ovaj vetar
Sto mi se probija kroz rebra.

Sada gledajué¢i u racun vidim da sam
popio dosta konjaka.

Mozda te brine da ¢u potrositi tih par
novcica §to si mi dala na opijanje.

Da se napijem toliko da zaboravim
kuéni prag. Da se vratim sav u Kkrvi,
blatnjavog lica. Kao uginuli pacov koji je
zavrsio U kanalu.

Znam da mi nikad nisi klela pic¢e u
trbuhu, kao $to jesi ocu mom godinama.

Samo bi me pitala da li sam gladan i
zeljan sna, milujuéi me istovremeno po
vratu.
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Jer, bilo kako bilo, ti si ta koja me je
othranila majé¢inim mlekom, iako sam ti
&esto zadavao bol u grudima.

Ova je zemlja zemlja tvog mleka.

A tvoj je sin stena koja se snazno
kotrlja.

Ali, i stena se razbije o svoju
mahnitalost.

Kada nar pukne, ne moze da povrati
prvobitni oblik.

Cvetovi sljiva rascvetali su se na sve
strane, a insekti gmizu iz svojih pukotina
jer se raduju suncevim zracima.

Torba tvog sina je puna gegijskih
kosti, mati.

lako je sva pokrivena zakrpama, ipak
je svuda sa sobom nosi.

Kad ga pitaju sta ima unutra, on
odgovara — korenje, a bez njih — koliko god
losi ili dobri bili — ne moZe da hoda.

Bez obzira na to da li je zemlja na
kojoj su nikli racionalna ili impulsivna.
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Neka ovom martu mesecu — kojem
tinjaju sati, otrcanom, ogoljenom do srzi,
beznadeznom,  raspetom,  poniZenom,
obescascéenom, otecenih stopala,
raspuknutom, raseenom, rascepanom,
rasparCanom, izderane koze, kojeg su
vestice zacele, a davo oplodio - lobanja
prepukne na pola.

O¢i mu se na til okrenule. Meso mu od
kostiju otpadalo.

To su kletve nase zemlje koje se
mra¢no uvuku u uglove moje sobe i
odzvanjaju kao oluja pohotnog severca.

Eh, ovaj znoj, mati! To je znoj tvojih
ruku. Pomodrele su ti, jadne, poput
zaledenih usana. Cas sedis na njima, ¢as
njima brises suze.

Skloni od mene svetu vodicu, mati, i tu
figuru Majke Bozje. Nema svrhe da
dozivas iza prozorskog stakla. | pusti Hrista
da umre kao $to treba na krstu. Pusti Hrista
da umre, mati, kao Sto treba. Pusti ga!
Nemoj mu otezavati muke. Ti i ja, nismo
¢ak ni kisela pljuvacka s njegovih usana.
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Pusti da mu trepavice odmaraju na toj
kisi §to nosi zemljotres. Da smo mogli biti
Cestica prasine te zemlje, niknuli bismo u
cvecéu s radosnim laticama.

Pusti, mati, Hrista da umre na krstu.

Pusti ga!
Pusti ga!

Pusti da dode Uskrs s obojenim jajima.
Cuvaj njihovo crvenilo pod noktima kao
§to je Sin Bozji ¢uvao kapi krvi na
zbunjenim zenicama.

Daj deci koja kucaju na nasa vrata ta
crvena jaja, mati, jer se u njihovom
crvenilu mozda krije Hristova odora. Deca
jedva ¢ekaju da razbiju jaja koja im das.

Deca se raduju Uskrsu jer zele da misle
na veselje i radost radije no na smrt Onog
koji je poslat s nebesa.

Radost i smrt su toliko bliske jedna
drugoj, a jedno obojeno jaje najbolje o
tome mozZe svedociti.
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Blizi se kraj i tvom prazniku, mati, kao
§to se i mom bolu od sino¢ za prijateljicom
blizi kraj.

A ti si u meduvremenu primorana da
mi brise$ bljuvotine suzama koje ti klize
niz jagodice.

Meni, potom, u glavi lelujaju slike.
Mozda stragnije od onih Kkoje je apostol
Jovan video u Otkrovenju. Nema vise
andela koji sviraju muzicke instrumente.
Okupanih u zlatu i belih poput snega
istovremeno.

Samo su mlade vile na jezeru pesmu
razvile.

| pletu svoje kose u pletenice. Ali, ta
njihova pesma nikad ne prestaje.

Nikad. U toj pesmi pevaju o ptici
kukavici koju nisu preobrazila njena braca,
ve¢ ljubavni jadi. Pevaju o0 preobrazenoj
kukavici, mati.

Sklup¢ana kukavica koja spominje
moje ime sve vreme.
Kukavica se savija u klupko, mati. Vile
pevaju. Pevaju drevnu i ve¢nu pesmu. Pletu
kose. Iglama. Jezero ima boju mahovine.
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Andeli nemaju zaSto da sviraju
instrumente, jer se kukavica savija nad
samom sobom. Toliko je sklup¢ana od
bolova da njena krila podseéaju na
beskrajnu deformaciju.

Proslo je dosta vremena od kada je
kralj Tule bacio svoj pehar u morske talase,
mati. To more beSe slano kao moj mart.
Gledao ga je kako tone, iskace na povrsinu
i nestaje odjednom... bas kao Sto sam ja
gledao sopstveno srce kako tone u slano¢u
iznutra.

Sada je moje srce jedna od onih stvari

natopljena solju, koja ostavlja gorak
ukus u ustima.

Cak je i Hrist umro posle nekog
vremena, mati.

I na ¢elu mi je ostavio krst.

Krst moje zemlje. Nista nisam voleo
vise od tog krsta. Svuda sam s njim isao.
Lutao sam bos i obuven. Ali suza bi mi
skliznula niz obraz svaki put kada bih na
njega pomislio.
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Kada videh ljubav dok umire, na grobu
gde simbol junaka izvire, koji se borio na
kraljevom tronu, tada srce predah moru.

Tom moru punom soli, koje mi je dalo
radost i boli. | pravo na dno pade srce, a oci
mu na ¢elu ostadose izvrnute.

I ljubav na pola prepuknu,
nalik hrastovom suvarku.
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