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# 4 On Genealogy
____________________________________________________

Let me tell you was the name of the bar
where we met that evening
which now seems like an early triumph.

Tell me this is the future; we arrived here
slightly damaged on the edges
to exchange sweaters and inherited memories.
Tell me this is survival; there was no shame
in our first encounter. A map with multiple crossroads 
circled or deleted laid open on the table.

A night in summer. Tell me a story of quiet mortality.
I read the name of my grandmother on the side
of a boat. Cut around and you will realize 
how one makes young widows out of lovely brides.
Inhuman sounds of the sea. She’s
left alone to hold the hands of every passing priest.

A storm in summer. Rain brings another version;
of spinster youth and bitterness. Let’s try marriage
as puppet theatre, try raising a foreign child
next to an ungraspable body. Not even language
can make sense out of it. I read the name
of my grandmother inside my palm.

The wind is getting stronger.
This is not what we came here for
but here we are looking back at ourselves
as if drifting further
and further away from the shore.




#4 Mbi gjenealogjinë
_______________________________________________________

Të t’regoj emrin e lokalit
ku u takuam at’ nat’
që  më vjen si triumf i parë

 Më thuaj kjo ësht e ardhmja; mbërritëm
pak të shfilluaj në skaje
të shkëmbejmë pullovra e memorie të trashguara.
Më thuaj kjo ësht mbijetesë: s’kish turp n’takimin e pare.
Harta mbi tavolinë me kryqzime të shënuar ose të fshirë.

Nji nat vere. Më trego nji prrallë me vdekshmëri psheretuese.
Lexova emrin e gjyshes n’anën e nji varke.
Tërthorazi kuptohet si bëhen vejusha t’reja nuset e bukra.
vargjet çnjerzore të detit. Ka mbetur vetëm
të toki duart e fratërve që kalojnë.

Stuhi n’verë. Shiu sjell adaptim tjetër:
rinia lëneshë edhe idhnim. Ta provojmë martesën
si teatër kukullash, t’provojmë t’rrisim fmijë nga toka tjetër
me trupa t’pakapshëm. As gjuha s’ja nxjerr kuptimin.
Ia lexova emrin gjyshes n’pëllëmbën time.

Po ngurtsohet era. 
Kjo s’ësht pse erdhëm ktu,
po ja ku jemi
shqyrtojmë veten mbrapthi 
rrëshqasim pak e sa më pak larg bregut.
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