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# 1 Παιδί νύφη
_____________________________________________________

λευκό
όπως το βαμβάκι
που τρέχει
στην επαρχιακή οδό
όπως η ίριδα
των ματιών σου
όταν δεν κλαις

τον φλεβάρη λουλούδισε
στον κήπο η αμυγδαλιά
αν καθίσεις κάτω απ’ τα κλαδιά
θ’ ανθοστολιστείς

είσαι μικρή
χωράς στο τσόφλι του καρπού
σε κλείνω στην παλάμη μου
κι όταν την ξανανοίγω
έχεις πια χαθεί

λευκό
όπως το φόρεμα
που κρέμεται στην πόρτα
της ντουλάπας
όταν δεν κυλιέσαι στα χώματα

τον φλεβάρη μεταμφιέστηκες
κι αντίκρισε όλη η πόλη
μια ανθοδέσμη να αιωρείται
σ’ ένα σύννεφο από τούλι
δες πόσο είσαι γλυκιά
σε τραγανίζουν σαν μαρέγκα
κι όμως κανείς δεν θα μάθει ποτέ
της χελώνας την κρυψώνα

λευκή τον φλεβάρη
όπως ο εξαγνισμός
που τον διακόπτουν φλέβες
όπως η απουσία της μέρας
που γεννήθηκες απ’ το ημερολόγιο

σπάνια γιορτάζεις τη ζωή
καλότυχη, μικρή, εσύ

δεν έκοψες κλαδί
το ψυχοσάββατο
δεν αναστέναξε το αμπέλι
και οι ψυχές που κάθονταν
επάνω στο βλαστάρι
δεν έκλαψαν

περπατάς
με το σχοινάκι
περασμένο στο λαιμό
κι ακούς το ψυχοθρόισμα
μεταμφιέσου ακόμα μια φορά
γίνε λεύκα
γίνε άχνα
γίνε ομίχλη

λευκό
όπως νυφάδα

λευκό
όπως νιφάδα

# 1 Child bride
____________________________________________________

white
like cotton
that floats
on the rural road
like the iris
of your eyes
when you are not weeping

in February the almond tree
blossomed in the garden
if you sit below its branches
you will bloom

you are so small
you fit in the shell of the fruit
I close my hand
and when I open it again
you are gone

white
like the dress
that hangs on the door
of your wardrobe
when you are not rolling in the dirt

in February you disguised yourself
and the whole town saw
a bouquet hovering
in a chiffon cloud 
look how sweet you are
they crunch you like a meringue
but no one would ever learn
the hiding place of the hedgehog

white in February
like a cleansing
interrupted by veins
like the absence of your birthday
from the calendar

you rarely celebrate life
fortunate one, young, you

didn’t cut a branch
οn all soul’s day
the vine didn’t sigh
and the souls sitting
on the sprout
did not cry

you walk
with the skipping rope
around your neck
listening to their whispering
disguise yourself once again
become a poplar
become a polar
become a pall

white
like bride

white
like snowflake




# 1 Fëmijë-nuse
_______________________________________________________

bardhësi
si pambuk
në pluskim
rrugicë fshatrim
s’iridë
e sytë
kur nuk ngshërojnë

në shkurt
mund të lulzosh
nën pemët bajame
në lulzim

je kaq e vogël
strohesh në lëvozhg
grushtoj dorën
vanitesh
kur hap gishtat

bardhë
si fustani
lëkundur në portën
e gardrobës
kur nuk vaditesh në dhe

në shkurt u maskove
dhe gjithë mëhalla vështroi
buqetën pezull
në shtëllungën byrynxhyk

sa e ëmbël je
të brejnë si mafishe
po asnjeri s’do mësonte
ku fshihen iriqtë

në shkurt, bardhë – 
si spastrim pezulluar nga venat
si mungesa e ditëlindjes në calendar

shumë rrall feston jetën
e baftun, e re,   ti

s’e preve degën
në ditën e gjith shenjtorve
hardhia s’psherëtiu
e shenjtrit mugullonin e s’qanin

ecën
me litarin e kapërcimit rreth qafës
grumbullon psherëtima

maskohu dhe njëherë
bëhu plep,
bëhu polar,
bëhu palë,

në bardhzim 
si nus

bardh
si flok bor
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