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Do té parapélgeja té mos flisja pér punét e
mia, sepse nuk di si t& shprehem me fjalé (té
dija té shkruaja”, thoté Edward Hooper”, nuk
do merresha me pikturé). Té njohésh veten
éshté gjéja mé e véshtiré dhe thuajse e
pamundur, prandaj nuk e mendoj aspak até
qé do té pikturoj. Shpesh shfrytézoj njé njollé té
béré intuitivisht qé pérmban né vetvete dicka
té cuditshme, jashté arsyes dhe mundohem ta
zhvilloj mé tej. Né prekjen e fundme kuadri
duhet té krijohet veté, uné vetém duhet ta
finalizoj! Ajo gé mé argéton mé shumé éshté
ményra se si i jap formé jete dickaje qé krijohet
spontanisht pa e menduar. Kjo prekje finale
pérmban né vetvete njé energji té brendshme
gé mé shumé mé relakson. Eshté kjo energji
relaksuese qé mé shtyn té pikturoj. Dhe késhtu
thjesht pikturoj, pa u menduar shumé. Nése
"mendimi" merr pérparési, e shkatérroj até gé
kam béré dhe rifilloj nga e para, duke ruajtur
ato gjurmé qé i kané “shpétuar mendimit".
Fundja arti nuk lind nga arsyeja, por nga
"marria”. Até ti nuk e zotéron dot, ajo té drejton
ty. Duke e |éné até té dalé jashté teje dhe té té
drejtojé, éshté mé e mira gé mund té bésh. Ajo
vien pa té lajméruar, aftésia jote éshté ta
pikasésh kur té vjen e ta lesh té liré. Shpesh
"mendimi" éshté mé i lehté pér t'u kuptuar,
prandaj jemi té prirur drejt tij dhe shpesh nuk e
kuptojmé gé kemi shkatérruar krijimin toné! _

Foggia 2000

...... gé pas 2000 se ¢ckam pasur njé deshiré té
béja njé pikturé mbi té cilén ¢faredo "aksidenti”
té ndodhte jo vetém té mos ndikonte né té
pérgjithshmen, por pérkundrazi té shtonte
pranine e " marrézise" mbi té. Dhe né mjaft
puné né fakt, nése dikush zhgarravit me stilo-
laps apo gruas i derdhet vaji mbi té, nuk eshte
se ndryshon gjé&, né ndonjé rast mund edhe té
ndikojé pér mé miré.

Tirané 2024

| would prefer not to talk about my work
because | am not really good at putting words
together. As Edward Hopper said, “If | knew
how to write, | wouldn't be a painter.” Knowing
oneself is the most difficult thing, almost
impossible. That is why | rarely linger on the
meaning of what | paint. Instead, my process
often begins with intuition, with a single spot
on the canvas. A spot that contains within itself
something mysterious, beyond reason, which |
then further develop. With each brushstroke,
the painting seems to come to life on its own.
What captivates me most is the act of creation
itself: bringing order to chaos and giving shape
to something not by thought, but by instinct.
This energy, this surrender, is the true drive of
my art. | paint with little calculation. When
thought takes the lead, it forces me to begin
again, salvaging only the fragments
untouched by logic. Art doesn’'t emerge from
careful reasoning, but from a kind of beautiful
madness—a force that cannot be possessed,
only followed. It arrives with no warning; |
simply recognize its presence and set it free.
Thinking may offer clarity, but it often comes at
the cost of authenticity. In trying to under-
stand, we risk ruining what was already whole.

Foggiaq, Italy - 2000

Since the distant year of 2000, |I've entertained
a foolish desire: to create a painting so resilient
that no accident could diminish it. On the con-
trary, every mishap—a scratch, a stray pen
mark, a splash of cooking oil from your

| wife—would not mar the work but enhance its

spirit, adding to its wildness. Maybe even per-
fecting it.

Tirana, Albania - 2024
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Kur njeriu i dashur largohet nga kjo jeté, hyn
brenda teje si njé shpirt endacak né kérkim té
njé trupi. Njé prezencé e heshtur gé géndron
tek ti, e zhveshur nga jeta, duke ruajtur imazhin
e saj tejdukshmérisht té lodhur, derisa edhe ti
veté shndérrohesh né njé endacak né kérkim té
strenés. Ti mbart kudo zbrazétiné e tij rénduese
derisa njé dité, i cfilitur, ¢lirohesh mé né fund
prej saj e kthehesh edhe veté né zbrazéti. Ky
shpirt largohet prej teje dhe fillon rrugétimin
drejt pafundésisé, duke u kthyer né materie té
heshtur: njé gjethe, njé lévozhgé, njé skelet
gaforreje apo njé patate né dukje e pavleré.
Cikli i natyrés. Figurat e mia jané reflektime té
atyre shpirtrave té dashur. Ato nuk kané as
mish, as gjak, as aromé; fytyrat e tyre té
pérhumbura e iluzore, si nén vellon e mjegullés
Angleze.

Tirané 2021 >
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The moment the beloved one departs from this
world, they inhabit you like a wandering soul
seeking a vessel. A silent presence, stripped of
life, dwells within you holding onto its weary
and translucent image, until you yourself
become a wanderer in search of refuge. You
carry this weighing emptiness everywhere,
until one day, exhausted by it, you finally set
yourself free and become that same void. This
soul departs from you and embarks on its jour-
ney towards eternity, while transforming into
silent matter: a leaf, a shell, a skeleton of a
crab or a humble potato. The circle of life. My
images are reflections of those beloved souls.
They have no flesh, no blood, no scent; their
faces as veiled and elusive as the English fog.

Tirana, Albania - 2021




