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Ballad of Despair 
			

One springtime morning, so fair and bright,
Beneath the sun’s searing light,
As a sorrowful rose with a heart torn wide,
Half from the drink, half from despair inside,
I headed towards the shore, by the blue sea,
				
Drawn by its sweet, enchanting glee.

I wandered, lost, as my footsteps rattle,
When suddenly, a gunfire crackle,
Shattered the silence of the morning’s grace,
As bullets whizzed past my trembling face.
In our beloved Vlora, proud and grand,
The clash of arms swept through the land.
My weary soul was left to burn,
No hope, no dream, no path, no turn.

I ran across the soft hot sand of the beach,
Where pain burned deep in the soles it could reach.
Then news like lightning struck the air:
“A young man, armed, beyond repair,
Has robbed the bank without a care.”
			

The headlines raised despair to the skies,
But my shattered soul, still earnest and wise,
Sought out the truth with a curious ear,
And found it in whispers, heartbreakingly clear.
That poor, ordinary, Albanian man, worn,
Had a daughter, just five years since born.

His little quail lay weak in bed,
Struck by a curse, a sickness widespread.
The cruel disease, with merciless art,
Had seized her tender frame and heart.
And at its core, like a deadly flame,
A seed of death in her spirit came.

The death smiled, twirling in her dark, cruel dance,
				
Mocking the poor with a hollow glance,
Taunting the souls of the broken and bare,
While the ‘hypocrite’ doctor, without any care,
Asked for big bucks to save the little quail’s breath:
“No money? Then your daughter meets death!”
Said the white coated, cold as frost in his stare.

The desperate father sought a way to save,
				
His little angel from the silent grave.
				
He found a pistol, stormed the bank’s cold gate,
				
With shame’s heavy weight tied to cruel fate.
				
A desperate act, born from a soul distressed,
			

All to bring light back to his child’s breast,
			

To cradle health within her fragile frame.
				
Yet greed stood firm, unyieldin
				g and cold,
				
“No cure without money,” the h
				ealer told,
				
Ah, merci
				less world!
			

My soul crushed and torn apart,
				
My eyes flooded and brok
				e my heart.
				
Tears rolled down my cheeks flushed
				 with pain,
				
Upon my grey beard, they 
				fell again.
				
I reached into my torn-
				out pocket,
				
Pulled out a worthless coin I’d long
				 forgot it.
				
With heavy sigh, in the hot sand
				 I flicked,
				
Cursing the time when I was born
				 and lived.
			

Once more the sad news spread through town,
				
“The little fawn had
				 gone down.
				
She couldn’t bear the pain’s c
				ruel fight,
				
And soared to heaven’s 
				holy light.
				
Her peers in peace she
				 met above,
				
Where endless beauty wrap
				s in love.”
			

The waves were shaken by the pain they bore,
				
Turned into tearful water
				s evermore,
				
And their freshness faded, sof
				t and slow.
				
In that quiet depth where sp
				irits flow,
				
The ballad whispered throu
				gh the air,
				
With silent cries of de
				ep despair.
			



Inertia of Desertion
			

The waves of love begin to swell
				
In the essence of human being,
				
With the totality of vital impulse,
				
Yet crowned by hollow desires that dwell.
				
Hopeless, often undefined,
				
Sometimes pierced by amorphous shapes,
				
Rough, contaminating blooms
				
Within the soul of those confined.
			

Sunlight struggles to break through,
				
In that dark and fearful place,
				
Deep inside his restless soul,
				
Trapped within a cage of steel,
				
Where suffocating acids slowly drip,
				
Carving scars of weakness deep,
				
Deep inside his poisoned core,
				
Through a centuries- long, bloodstained race.
			

Within a soul of devilish strife,
				
His primal being drifts away,
				
Completely distant from love’s embrace,
				
The mother-love that shapes our life,
				
At times it comes in softened light,
				
Within the soul so full of failures.
				
An angel’s form, yet twisted still,
				
That rises, fades, and slips from sight.
			

And this world, a shameless, adorned harlot,
				
Waves the dance of deceit with nakedness,
				
With those vicious, mysterious inertias,
				
Polished smoothly, yet cloaked in deviant traps.
				
Money, fame, power, immorality, nakedness,
				
Betrayal, deceit, decadence,
				
With a thousand snares like sacred icons,
				
Groan their boastful, promising echoes.
			

Some reflections spark a blinding gleam,
				
Like ugly mirrors of suicide thought,
				
With beautiful veils of agony and drought,
				
Marching with their alphabet, like a conglomerate.
				
Filled with arrogance and archaic unrest,
				
From roots that twist beneath the stone,
				
Never grasped deep in foundation’s core,
				
A mystery buried, lost, unknown. 
			

In that mysterious constellation,
The waves of the tired ocean wearily sway,
They sink into contaminating waste,
While the lake exhales its final breath today.
				
In their defeat, the rivers and seas cry loud,
Their pain audible in their last gasp,
				
Abandoned by their cooling nature,
				
Poisoned by burned palaces’ shroud. 
			

Their core stripped bare, exposed and naked,
				
From a life killed, poisoned and violated.
				
The light within fades to endless night,
				
By the hand of man’s destructive might.
				
On Mother Earth’s throat this hand sinks deep,
				
Though tired, she prays in her faint voice, 
				
She prays for breath, for life, for hope,
				
She prays for mankind, though murderous, blind!
			

Armed for endless destruction,
				
Blindly he runs from his very core,
				
To a mechanical transformation,
				
Degrading, harsh and artificial.
				
Madness tattooed on his hand,
				
A flag that holds a silent stand,
				
Adorned with cursed, cryptic signs,
				
Formulas lost in shadowed lines.
			

In those matrices filled with human slyness,
				
Veiled in shame, denigration and decadence,
				
Unbowed, he parades through mortal time.
				
Meanwhile, in this negative inertia,
				
Amidst the dark, a spark appears,
				
A shining star through cloudy atmosphere,
				
Applying effort for eternal birth,
				
For birth, for birth, for birth. 
			



Albanian Mother
			

With stoic stand, both proud and grand,
				
Forever robed in mourning’s strand,
				
Wounded, scorned, yet still unbowed,
				
Through shadowed ages, veiled by cloud.
				
In In ruthless times, defying sly deceit,
				
Still standing firm, refusing defeat.
				
In native lands of 
				
					Arbëria
				
				,
				
On sacred soil of 
				
					Dardania
				
				,
				
In verdant fields of 
				
					Illyria
				
				,
				
On the mountains where pride resounds,
				
Where freedom’s voice forever bounds.
			

Albanian mother, her face aglow,
				
Stands firm like rock where brave winds blow.
				
O! Mother dear, the flame of fight,
				
So sweet, so tender, warm and right,
				
With scent of soul and heart of trust,
				
You rise from pain, though bowed in dust.
			

Albanian Mother, her face full of light,
				
Stands stoic as a rock of valour bright.
				
O! Dear Mother, the flame that won’t cease,
				
So gentle, so sweet, with a touch full of peace,
				
With scent of soul and heart of trust,
				
You rise from pain, though bowed in dust.
				
The echo of your voice wraps all around,
				
The sky, the earth, Arbëria’s blessed ground. 
			

Five hundred years under the Ottoman blade,
				
At honour’s lead you stood proud, unafraid.
				
Two hundred more in Slavic chains,
				
You bore the blood, you bore the pains. 
			

Genocide, genocide, genocide — the stain remains,
				
Etched deep upon your back with endless pains.
				
Like blackened seals of a tragic past,
				
Yet in your soul’s core, triumphs hold fast,
				
Carved in golden letters, shining bright,
				
A timeless epitaph, in stone of endless light.
			

Two centuries of pain, blood and strife,
				
Forged from the harshest Slavic knife.
				
Yet you, dear Mother, gave birth without retreat,
				
To lion-hearted warriors, brave and fleet,
				
Men of rifle, honour, and sacred trust.
				
You crowned their brows with manhood’s just,
				
With fists unbroken, fierce and free,
				
The might and pride of bravery.
			

Your fervent hug brings sacred heat,
				
To every Albanian soul, in every beat.
				
It weighs like stone on ancient land,
				
And rises like volcano a nation’s stand.
				
Your eyes, like sunlight breaking free,
				
Shine past the walls of history.
				
Beyond the reach of mind and lore,
				
You light the path forevermore.
			

Your sweetness pierces the hero’s grave,
				
Caressing the silent warrior brave.
				
Like a call for freedom, your voice resounds,
				
Ignites the blood of Albanian daughters and sons.
				
Unites the patriotic hearts on the path they roam,
				
Toward eternal union in the national home.
			

Forever stoic, both proud and grand,
				
Forever robed in mourning’s strand,
				
With fate adorned in crimson rose,
				
Your eyes hold centuries of silent throes.
				
You bear the message, sacred and pure,
				
Toward the realms of heaven’s eternal shore.
			



When I Had My Brothers
			

The ego writhes, flies above the Mother Earth,
				
Tears roll down from the captured Sun’s light,
				
A fury comes alive, in a violent birth,
				
Inspired by devilish sources in the night, 
				
Envy pierces the hearts of brothers near,
				
So dear to me, like blood that flows inside, 
				
A storm of toxic sounds we all can hear, 
				
A satanic rhythm none can hide. 
			

Love turns to hatred, sharp and full of spite,
				
Harmony shattered, lost from our sight,
				
Into fragments broken, scattered and cold,
				
Closeness and warmth now no longer hold.
				
Embraces become chains of division’s art,
				
Locked in steel cages, tearing apart,
				
Hearts turn to stone, frozen deep inside,
				
In chests where the cold and silence abide.
			

Mankind is veiled in shame’s dark night,
				
Hypocrisy and greed spread flames of spite,
				
They scorch my heart, now torn and worn,
				
With countless wounds, both bruised and torn.
				
Arrogance dances with a cold, sly grin,
				
Spinning in orbits where shadows begin,
				
Within my soul, fed up with devil’s ire,
				
Its restless flame, its dark desire.
			

Again, the Ego soars above the Mother Earth,
				
Tears tumble down on the eclipsed Sun’s face,
				
The green garden, alive with lilacs’ birth,
				
Now scorched to ash in passion’s fierce embrace,
				
It crumbles slow beneath the desert’s breath,
				
From hearts that once gave light and grace,
				
Now veiled in shadows, close to quiet rest,
				
A fading glow from hearts once at their best.
			

Within the night, the brothers fall,
				
Once inspired by angels’ call,
				
Now turned to mischief, spreading shame,
				
A blackened veil hides their name.
				
The weary soul with sight grown dim,
				
Sings barren songs, a hollow hymn,
				
Dispensing archaic fruits as “gifts,”
				
Venom, venom, venom drifts.
			

Arrogance and ignorance turn to gold,
				
They smother kindness, leave it cold.
				
With heavy burden, they drag us down,
				
Into tarred sands, where hopes drown.
				
Slowly sinking, lost in despair,
				
A silent tomb, choking the air,
				
Mortal loss, no light to see,
				
Bound forever, hopelessly free.
			

Awaken! Awaken! Hear the silent command,
				
The Ego flies over the blessed land.
				
Tears fall heavy from the veiled Sun’s eye,
				
While blind to truth, the spirits lie.
				
The sacred light — Nur — has turned away,
				
Its healing rays no longer stay.
				
What once revealed beyond man’s sight,
				
Now fades into the endless night.
			

Where is love, kindness, care?
				
Altruism vanished, fading in air.
				
Ah! How my soul begins to weep,
				
My faithful heart has wounds so deep.
				
I see my brothers, lost, astray,
				
Shaped by this world in shades of grey.
				
In lifeless forms they drift, obey,
				
This life, a spark that fades away.
			

Suffocating smoke arises from their heart,
				
Ego drifts above Earth, tearing worlds apart.
				
Tears roll down the eclipsed Sun’s face,
				
A sign of a heart lost in sickness and grace.
				
Their mouths breed lies, like a foolish donkey’s laugh,
				
While souls feast on fruit that’s empty and half.
				
No virtue found, no value to share,
				
Just hollow desires floating in the air.
			

Ah! My heart aches deep inside,
				
Seeing faces that once shone bright with pride,
				
Now eclipsed within the night’s dark veil,
				
As dawn breaks with the morning pale.
				
After the desertion of the night’s deep shade,
				
Beneath the glow of stars, enchantingly laid,
				
Led by despair and a restless soul,
				
I speak with melancholy, my heart wounded whole.
			

I ask my heart,
				
‘How do things truly stand inside you?’
				
It gazes back with quiet shame and speaks:
				
‘Love dwells here, carved in radiant streaks.
				
Sincerity shines in the full Moon’s light,
				
Reflecting closeness, tender and bright.
				
Unveiling truths both deep and divine,
				
A sacred flame forever mine.’
			

Kindness and humanity softly shine,
				
Like sunrays warm, pure, and divine.
				
They shape and renew both faith and mind,
				
Toward the Seventh Heaven’s shrine.
				
Within the Divine Chest they rest,
				
Floating in light’s vast ocean blessed.
				
With my lost and weary soul in sight,
				
I grasp a moment in surreal light:
			

I’m with my brothers and sisters near,
				
Gathered ‘round one table clear,
				
Surrounded by blessings, pure and bright,
				
From the table bursts a radiant light.
				
Our faces speak without a word,
				
And sing the sparkle felt, not heard,
				
A sacred glow that fills the air,
				
Brilliance shining everywhere.
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