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#NdryshoNarrativen

Ja tek kam né doré
njé tuféz tregimesh t&
shkruara nga nxénés e
nxénése né periudhén
e tyre t& adoleshencés;
tregime gé trajtojné
temén e barazisé
gjinore.

Mbetem pa fjalé. ..

Kuptoj se shpesh
realitetin e shohim
€ paqgarté, se
paragjykimet dhe
stereotipet nuk na
lejojné t& kemi njé ide
t& sakté t& zhvillimit g&
realizohet né mendjen
e té rinjve.

Kuptoj se céshtjet
gé tridhjeté vjet
mé paré i kishim t&
véshtira t'i artikulonim
pérpara nj& auditori
t& mbizotéruar nga
burrat, pavarésisht
se shtroheshin nga
gra gé mund t& ishin
profesioniste t& shquara
né fushén e tyre, sot
jané fema té frajtuara
me shumé liri, né njé

#ChangeTheNarrative

| am holding in
my hands a selection
of stories written
by students in their
adolescence that focus
on gender equality, and
| must say | am almost
lost for words.

| realize that we
often do not see reality
clearly and prejudices
and stereotypes do fail
to give us an accurate
idea of our youth's
mental and social
development. | realize
concerns that were hard
to articulate and say
out loud in front of an
audience dominated
by men thirty years
ago, are raised and
discussed openly by
boys and girls, high
school students today.

| believe that
nothing aimed at
society’s progress, not
a single sacrifice or
battle, undertaken with
conscience in the name

spektér t& gjeré interpretimi, gjykimi e
hedhjeje pér diskutim nga nxénés, qé
ende nuk kané shkuar né universitet.
Mendoj se asgjé gé synon
progresin e shogérisg, asnjé sakrificé
e pranuar me vetédije pér té drejta
t& barabarta, asnjé betejé pér
kete céshtje, e véshtiré apo gati e
pamundur né dukje, nuk shkon kot.
Mendoj se shogéria shqiptare
éshté njé shogeéri fatlume, sepse né
gjirin e saj ka t&é rinj dhe & reja si
autorét e kétyre tregimeve, shumica e
t& cilave jan& shkruar me njé gjuhé t&
rrjedhshme, me fjalor t& pasur, fjalé t&
pérzgjedhura me kujdes, sintaksg t&
pérpunuar dhe t& sakié t& shqgipes.
Autorét e kétyre tregimeve,
individé apo qofté edhe né grup,
kané& njé géndrim shumé t& garté rreth
historisé s&¢ marrédhénieve gjinore,
e cila ka kaluar népér pengesa e
diskriminime t& panumérta pér pjesén
femérore t& shogérisé, por nga ana
tjetér e kané po ashtu t& garté se koha
pér t& vazhduar me njé kulturé t& tille
ndarése e hierarkike, po mbaron;
sepse, kur djem e vajza sé& bashku
mendojné& njésoj pér njé céshtje t&
tille, do t& thoté se kjo kulturé s'do ta
kete me & lehté t& mbijetojé.

of equal rights, is wasted.

Albanian society is lucky
because it possesses young boys
and girls, such as the authors of
these well-written stories, who can
articulate themselves fluently, and
with correct syntax.

The authors of these stories,
individually or in groups, have
an unequivocal stance regarding
gender roles in history. Their
view surpasses obstacles related
to the expectations of women in
society, and it shows that the time
of divisive and patriarchal mentality
is up.

Because when boys and girls
have the same stance concerning
such a matter, this means that this
culture won't survive.

These stories, as a whole, are
written traditionally, respecting
the narrative and characters, the
situations they find themselves
in, and the conflicts they have to
solve.

All are driven by the idea that
women and men are different but
equal.

This is what Arba Ollomani’s
story is all about. This is a story



Tregimet, t& marra s& bashku, jané
shkruar sipas njé forme klasike, duke
respektuar ményrén e t& rréfyerit,
skalitien e personazheve, situatat né
t& cilat ata duhet t& ndodhen dhe
konfliktet 1& cilave duhet t'iu japin
zgjidhje.

Te gjitha pérshkohen nga ideja se
graté dhe burrat jané t& ndryshém,
por t& barabarté; se grave dhe
vajzave kété barazi dhe pavarési, nuk
ua dhuron askush né gofté se nuk e
fitojng vete.

| tille &shté tregimi i Arba
Ollomanit, ku princesha Alima, nuk
i nénshtrohet pushtetit autoritar dhe
absolut t& babait t& saj, mbretit, pér
t& mos iu bindur né gjithcka; ag mé
tepér t& martohet me até gé do ai.
Alimén e burgosin, por, ajo arrin 1&
arratiset nga burgu e me vullnetin
e saj pér njé jeté né liri dhe pér t&
rrézuar diktaturén mbretérore, pasohet
nga njé ushtri edhe mé e forté se e
té atit.

Pérshtypje t& vecanté mé
kang lené dy tregimet gé trajtojné
legjendén e “Rozafés”: ai i Ana
Morings dhe fjetri i Ema Megaijt, t&
cilén e ndryshojné krejtésisht, duke
i béré solidaré burrat dhe graté

where princess Alima refuses to
bend to the absolute power of
her father, the king and refuses
to marry the man he wants her
to. As punishment, she is sent

to prison, but she manages not
only to escape, but overthrow her
father’s army and bring down the
dictatorship.

| am particularly impressed
by two versions of The Legend of
Rozafa, one written by Ana Morina
and one by Ema Mecaj, who
change the plot, creating solidarity
between men and women. Both
stories change the essence of the
ancient legend that, as it has been
told for centuries, curses women
and makes them carry the burden
of the castle’s heavy stones.

In both new versions of the
legend, the third wife is not
encapsulated in the castle’s wall.
In the first story, the centuries-old
characters do not bend to the
old man’s advice to and all of
the characters, women and men,
chose to live in a hut rather than
a castle. In the second story, the
author changes one detail: she
replaces the old man with a fairy

me njérijetrin. Té dyja tregimet e
ndryshojné thelbin e legjendés s&
lashte, qé ashtu sic &shté rréfyer
ndér shekuj, duket sikur vulos me
guré t& réndé keshtjelle fatin e zi

t& gruas. N& kéto tregime, nusja

e treté nuk muroset. N& tregimin

e paré&, personazhet shekullore &
legjendés nuk i nénshtrohen keshilles
sé plakut pér t& sakrifikuar njérén
nuse. Afa, burra dhe gra, pranojné
t& jetojné né kasolle t& varfra dhe jo
n& keshtjella vrastare. Né& t& dytén,
autorja ndryshon njé personazh:
plakun e z&vendéson me shtojzovallen
Rozafa, e cila i porosit ndértuesit

g&, pér ta ndértuar até kashtjellg,
nevojitej edhe forca dhe puna e
grave, po aq sa e burrave; pra, dy
kendvéshtrime & guximshme pér t&
shprehur njé géndrim ndaj njé kulture
shuméshekullore.

Po aq interesant éshté “Andrra” i
Klelia Lokés, njé tregim i forte kundér
dhunés ndaj grave, ku personazhi
kryesor, Andrra, mishéron idené se
barazia gjinore nuk duhet t& mbetet
vetém njé éndérr.

Po ashtu, tregimi “Binjaket”, i
shkruar nga grupi: Klea Murati, Rea
Seferi, Sonja Memia dhe Daniel

named Rozafa. She advises the
three brothers that to make the
castle wall stand, they must join
forces with their wives, because
they are as able as men when it
comes to such work.

Also, Kleila Loka's story,
Andrra, is as enjoyable as it
delivers a solid message against
gender-based violence. In this
story, the main character, Andrra
communicates the idea that
gender equality should not remain
just a dream.

At the same time, there’s a
firm line in The twins, co-written
by Klea Murati, Rea Seferi, Sonja
Memia, and Daniel Buna: “Why
should girls disguise themselves as
boys if they want to go to battle?”;
this line sums up perfectly the
message the authors wanted to
deliver.

The same ideas and messages
| mentioned above are also
delivered in Mrikalemi and
Dardhojmeli written by Ema Bregu.
Here we have an elaboration of
the unjust affitudes tfowards women
for the sake of the concepts such
as ‘bravery’ and ‘honor’.

-~



Buna, ku fraza “Pérse vajzat duhet t&
maskohen pérheré si djem kur duan
t& shkojné né fushébeteje?”, jep né
ményré t& sintetizuar até gé kané
dashur t& thoné autorét.

Kéto ide e mesazhe gé pérmenda
mé sipér, pérshkojné gjithashtu
tregimin “Mrikalemi dhe Dardhojmeli”
t& Ema Bregut. K&tu kemi njé shtjellim
t& géndrimeve t& padrejta ndaj grave
pér hir t& ‘trimérisg’, ‘nderit’ efj. “Z&ri
im si grua, &shté po aq i fugishém sa
“friméria” jote, prandaj mé dégjo me
vémendje”, thoté personazhi gé kemi
kétu.

Né tregimin “Nga e para”, t&
autores Ersona Duro, kemi njé baba
gé nuk i do vajzat, aq sa kalon né
géndrime ekstreme kundrejt tyre.
Tregimi &shté shkruar me ndjeshméri
dhe emocion.

| vecanté né temén gé trajton
éshté tregimi “Prayla”, i Klea Daharit,
ku hasim njé tipar t& kulturés soné
t& vjetér tradicionale, g& u mésonte
djemve t& mos i shfagnin ndjenjat e
tyre, “qé t& dukeshin burrérorg” dhe

shpesh, ata nuk arrinin as t'i shprehnin

dashuring vajzés gé donin.

Ndérsa Pamela Haxhija i rikthehet

historisé dhe pérshkruan “Tringén”,

“My voice as a woman is
as important as your ‘bravery’,
so listen to me carefully”, says
the main character of the story,
Mrikalemi.

In the meantime, A new
beginning written by Ersona Duro
tells the story of a father who
doesn't like girls, to the point his
stance becomes extreme. This
sfory is written with sharp sensitivity
and emotion.

The story written by Klea
Dahari, Prayla, is as interesting
when it comes to its subject matter.
In this story, we encounter an
attribute of our traditional culture;
teaching boys not to express
their feelings to be more ‘manly’
to the point they do not express
themselves to the girls they are in
love with.

Pamela Haxhija takes a
character from history, Tringa, a
mountain warrior, who didn't spare
her life but ook to arms and went
to fight.

These are a selection of
very impressive stories, where
we cannot spot only the above-
mentioned ideas, but also falent

njé luftetare malésie, e cila vuri né
rrezik jetén e saj teksa mori armén
pér t& luftuar.

Pra, nj&¢ numér tregimesh
mbresélénés, ku nuk dallojmé vetém
ideté e sipérmendura, por dhe dhunti
letrare; sepse 1€ gjitha tregimet jané
shkruar me kulturg, por jo vetém.

N& to shohim aftési pér t& shprehur
artistikisht realitetin, pér t& krijuar njé
boté tjetér, até & jetés lefrare, botén
paralele me até gé jefojmé, gé i ngjan
asaj, gé shpiket nga imagjinata, qé
kerkon t& thoté dicka t& réndésishme
PEr jetén e vértete, pérmes veprimeve
e jefés artisitike t& personazheve

t& krijuara. Nj& seri krijimesh gg i

lidh njé fill i pérbashkét, mesazhi
#NdryshoNarrativén, duke gené gé
né até t& vjetrén, vajzat e graté jané
trajtuar shpesh shumé mé pak nga sa
meritojné e jan& vendosur né plan t&
dyte.

Mbetet vetém t& uroj, g& autorét
e fregimeve & mos hegin doré nga
déshira pér t& shkruar dhe nesér
emrin e tyre fa shohim né kopertina
librash t& bukur!

in writing. All the stories reflect a
fascinating mix of both culture and
literary talent. In all of them, we see
the skill of the artist expressing a
reality, creating a new world and
a parallel world to the one we're
living in.

It is a way of articulating
something fundamental when it
comes to real-life, through actions
and the messages of invented
characters. A series of creations,
joined by a common thread, a
#ChangeTheNarrative message.

In the old narrative, girls and
women are often portrayed as
lesser than men and less than
they deserve. In the new narrative,
they are in their rightful place; as
leaders and equal to their male
counterparts.

As | come to the end of this
infroduction, | must wish the authors
of the stories good luck and | hope
they never stop writing. | wish one
day we will see their names on the
front covers of wonderful books.

Diana Culi
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ARBA OLLOMANI

Rebelimi
1 AlImes

Ema’s
rebellion

ILUSTRIMET NGA/ILLUSTRATIONS BY JURGEN TAFA
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Femijét ishin ulur né kopsht me
xhaxha Xhekun, i cili po i pyeste se
si e kishin kaluar ditén.

Pérshéndetje, xhaxha Xhek!

P&rshéndetje, fémijét e mi! Si
kaluat sot?

Mésuesja po na pyeste pér
éndrrat fona dhe kur erdhi radha
ime, i thashé se dua t& béhem
astronaute. Mésuesja geshi dhe mé
tha: “Po ti je vajz&.” — u pérgjigj
vogélushja Lajla, pakéz e mérzitur.

Bija ime, a ke dégjuar
ndonjéheré pér legjendén e
Alimés? — pyeti xhaxha Xheku.

Kush &shté Alima? — u
bashkuan né& kor zérat kureshtaré t&
vogélushéve e vogélusheve.

Oh, mirg, po jua tregoj historing
e saj pra, — tha ai dhe kruajti z&rin.
— Shumé larg nga ké&tu, né njé vend
t& errét, jetonte Alima, princesha
me mé t& bukurin emér. Ajo vec
njé éndérr t& madhe kishte e pér ta
realizuar até, ishte gati t& jepte edhe
jetén. Popullin donte ta shpétonte
nga skllavéria, por ngase ishte vajzé,
Alimén e ndaluan t& rebelohej. E
megjithekéte, princesha u stérvit
kundér vullnetit 1& t& gjithéve

14 | Arba Ollomani - Rebelimi i Alimés

The children were sitting outside
in the garden with Uncle Jack, who
asked them how their day was.

“Hello, Uncle Jack!”

“Hello, my children! How was
your day?”

“The teacher was asking us
about our dreams and when it
was my turn, | said that | wanted to
become an astronaut. The teacher
laughed at me and said to me: “But
you are a girl
who was a bit upset.

“My dear, have you ever heard
about Alima’s legend?” asked Uncle
Jack.

"Who is Alima?" asked a chorus

of curious voices.

|7

answered little Laila,

“I will tell you her story..."” he
said and cleared his voice. “Far
away from here, in a dark place,
lived a princess with the most
beautiful name, Alima. She had just
one big dream, and to make it come
true, she was ready fo sacrifice
her own life. She wanted to save
her people from the slavery, but
because she was a girl, Alima was
not allowed to rebel. The princess
trained herself against everyone's

dhe mésoi t& luftonte. Kur ajo u rrit
mjaftueshém e filloi t& krijonte telashe,
i ati i saj, mbreti, si dhe pjesa tjetér

e familjes, u shgetésuan e nuk dinin
si t& silleshin me t&. Nj& ditg, ata u
mblodhén né keshtjelle. Mbretéresha
ndihej e zhgénjyer, sepse i dukej
sikur nuk e kishte edukuar sic duhe;j t&
bijén:

Vajza joné &shté ¢cmendur. Si
guxoi t'i dilte kundér t& atit, mbretit?
Si guxon njé vajzé t& thoté se do t&
luftoje? Té luftuarit 8shté puné pér
burra!

Gjyshja e Alimés e mbéshteti:

Njé gjé e tille nuk eshte déegjuar
kurré mé paré. Turp!

Cmenduri! — pérsériti
mbretéresha pas saj dhe sapo Alima
hyri né dhomé, iu drejtua me zemérim
— Si mund ta bésh njé gjé t& tille? Si
mund t'i dalésh kundér babait?

Uné nuk jam ¢mendur. Ju jeni
verbuar. Jeni kthyer né skllevér. Im
até, mbreti dhe im vélla, princi,

ju drejtojné si marioneta, ndérsa

popullin e kané cuar deri né skamje.

Si guxon t& dalésh kundér vullnetit
tim dhe t& véllait tend? — iu hakérrye
mbreti.

will and learned how to fight. When
she grew older, her father, the

king and the rest of the family were
worried and didn’t know what to do.
One day, they all gathered in the
castle. The queen was disappointed,
because she felt like she hadn't
raised and educated her daughter
as she should:

“Our daughter is crazy. How
dare she turn against her father, the
king? How dare a girl say that she
will fight? Fighting is man’s job!”

Alima’s grandmother backed
her:

“Never before have we heard
something like this. Shame!”

“Crazy!" continued the queen, and
as soon as she saw Alima entering the
room, she turned angry to her. “How
can you do something like this?"”

“I'haven't gone crazy. You
are blinded. You have turned into
slaves. My father, the king, and my
brother, the prince, treat you like
puppets while they bring the people
info extreme poverty.” Alima said.

“How dare you turn against my
and your brother’s will?!” growled
the king.

Arba Ollomani - Alima’s rebellion | 15



Po dal kundér paaftésisé suaj,
jo kundér jush baba; po dal kundér
skllavérimit t& popullit tim. Me tehun
e shpatés do t'i képus ata zinxhiré qé
i mbajné t& robéruar njerézit e mi.

Pérkundrazi, zinxhirét t& presin
edhe ty. Do t& mbyllesh né& kullén
mé t& larté t& pallatit dhe do t&
dalésh prej andej vetém kur t&
martohesh me burrin gqé do t&
zgjedh pér ty. Roja, merreni dhe
largojeni g& kétej!

Rojat e térhogén zvarré Alimén,
e cila nuk u dorézua, por vazhdoi
t'i hakérrehej t& atit teksa ishte duke
dalé nga dhoma. Mbretéresha dukej
e shgetésuar. — Mllefi i saj mé
frikeson, hirési.

Mos u shqetéso. — u pérpoq
ta getésojé mbreti. — Alima &shté
thjesht njé vajzé dhe s'mund t&
bgjé asgje, vecse 1é flasé. Le t&
gjejmé diké pér ta martuar dhe
t& shpétojmé njéheré e miré nga
marrézité e sa!

Ndérkohg, né gelinég ku e kishin
burgosur, Alima i premtoi vetes
se nuk do t& dorézohej. “Nuk do
t& lejoj q& mbreti t& shkruajé fatin
tim dhe t& popullit tim, por do
t& luftoj deri n& pikén e fundit t&
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“l'am not turning against you,
but against your impotency, father.
| am turning against the slavery of
my people. With the blade of my
sword | will cut the chains that have
enslaved them.”

“On the contrary, you will end
up in chains yourself. | will close
you up in the castle’s highest tower,
and you will come out only when
you marry the man that | will choose
for you. Guards, take her away

The guards dragged Alima out,
but she did not surrender and kept
shouting at her father. The queen
looked concerned. “Her anger
frightens me, your majesty!”

“Don’t worry!” the king calmed
her down. “Alima is just a girl

|

and there is not much she can do
besides talk. Let's find her a good
husband and get rid once and for
all of her madness!”

In the meantime, in the cell where
she had been imprisoned, Alima
promised herself never to give up. “I
won't allow the king to write me and
my people’s destiny, but | will fight
to the last drop of blood. Do they
believe that they can make me quiet
and keep me away from the royal

gjakut. Vallé mendojné se mund

t& mé bgjné t& hesht, duke mé
larguar nga oborri? Nuk arrijné ta
pranojné situatén né t& cilén e kané
cuar popullin dhe frikésohen nga e
vérteta e hidhur.”

Pérvec rrezeve t& mekura t&é
dritgs, t& vetmet q& depértuan
n& geling e saj ishin fjalét
shpresédhénése t& rojés. —
Princeshg, hirésia juaj... Keni t&
drejté kur flisni pér rrezikun gé& na
kanoset dhe besoj me zemér se do
t& sillni ndryshimin.

— Ashtu?! — brofi Alima.

Hera e paré qé dikush né oborr
e mbéshteste dhe pér mé tepér,
ky dikush ishte njé burré. — A nuk
mendon edhe ti si t& tjerét se jam
njé vajzé gé nuk duhet t& merrem
me puné burrash?

E cfaré réndésie ka gjinia,
hirésia juaj?! Ju patét guximin t&
dilnit kundér familjes dhe mbretit
pér drejtési, guxim & cilin nuk e ka
njé ushtri me gindra burra. Mg thoni
princeshg, si mund t'ju ndihmoj?
Jam né shérbimin tuaj.

Mund t& mé ndihmosh t& dal
nga kétu. E vetmja ményré &shté t&
kacavirrem me njé litar nga dritarja,

court? They won't accept the situation
they have put the people in and they
are frightened by the ugly truth.”

Beside the weak sunlight, the
only things that could sneak into her
cell were the guards’ comforting
words. “Princess, your majesty...
You are right when you talk about
the danger, we as people are facing
and | believe from the bottom of
my heart that you will bring the
change.”

“Do you?!"” said Alima. This
was the first time that someone was
supporting her, and on top of that,
this person was a man. “Don’t you
think, as the rest does, that | am a
girl and shouldn’t mess with men’s
matters?”

"And why does the sex matter
at all?! You had the guts to turn
against your own family and the king
himself, a courage that an entire
army of hundreds of men doesn’t
have. Tell me, princess, how can |
help you? | am in your service.”

“You can help me get out of
here. The only way is for me to
crawl down the cell’s window with
a rope because there are tens of
guards in the prison that, unlike you,
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sepse né burg ka dhjetra roja
g&, ndryshe nga ju, nuk jané kaq
dashamirés.

Roja u befasua edhe njé heré
tjetér nga guximi i vajzés. — Si?! Do
t& rrézoheni nga gjithé ajo lartési.

Bgj si t& them, — tha princesha
me vendosméri.

Roja u largua dhe pas dhjeté
minutash u kthye me litarin né doré.
Ato dhjeté minuta iu dukén Alimés
si dhjeté oré. — Urdhéroni, hirési!
Ja ku e keni, — dhe i zgjati litarin,

i cili né njgfaré meényre, i kishte
lidhur edhe bashké né ményré t&
pazgjidhshme.

Faleminderit, o njeri i miré! Mbaj
mend se, kur njeriut i humb shpresa
pér t'u besuar, i lind zjarrmi pér
t& luftuar. Tani shko dhe tregoju t&
gjithéve se duhet t& bashkohemi pér
fitore! — tha princesha dhe u var
nga dritarja e ngushté e gelisg, drejt
e né toké. Tanimé ishte e liré.

Ndérkohg, bashké me arratisjen
e saj, u pérhap edhe lajmi se
princesha kishte shpétuar nga
zinxhirét. Teksa tellalli njoftonte
popullin pér kété ngjarje, né syté e
burrave dhe grave & vendit rrezatoi
njé dritéz shprese.
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are not as supportive as you are
to me.”

The guard was surprised once
again from the girl’s courage.
“But how?! You can fall from that
altitude.”

“Do as | say!” persisted the
princess.

The guard left, to only come
back ten minutes later, with a rope
in his hands. Those ten minutes felt
like ten hours to Alima. “There you
go, your majesty.” And handed
her over the rope. This rope
bonded them inextricably.

“Thank you, you are a good
man! Never forget: When
someone loses his hope to be
trusted, the fire to fight grows in
him. Now go, and tell everyone
else that we need to come together
as one fo succeed!” the princess
said and crawled down from the
narrow window of the cell. Soon
she reached the ground. She was
free again.

In the meantime, the news that
the princess was free again left the
cell. As the town crier announced
the street, a light of hope sparkled
in the eyes of the people.

“O milet! Dégjoni dhe mbani vesh. ..
Alima, princesha jonég do 1& luftojé,

gé mashtrimet t& mos ulen né fron.

Kjo &éndérr arriti nga oborri ta ndajé,
tani nuk e mbéshtesin as prindérit e saj.
Mbreti vendosi gé larg ta martojé,

por ajo nuk pranoi dhe si zog fluturoi.
Mbreti s'e shikon n& ¢’krizé kemi réng,
ai do vetém gé fronin i biri ta z&ré.

T& lutemi pér Alimén gé& page kérkon,
nga skllavéria t& gjithéve t& na shpétoje!”

"Hey, people! Listen to this right,

Alima, our princess, is ready to fight.

So that deceptions won't sit on the throne,

and the misery and suffering will soon be gone.
This dream separated her from the court

she no longer has her royal family’s support.
The king decided to marry her one day,

but she didn't accept and, like a bird, flew away.
The king won't see how far our poverty has gone,
he just wants his son to soon sit on the throne.
Let's pray for Alima, who for peace makes a call,
and wishes from the cruel slavery save us alll”

66 14

Kur njeriut i humb
shpresa pér t'u besuar, i
lind zjarrmi pér t& luftuar

b 29

When someone loses his
hope to be trusted, the
fire to fight grows in him
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Edhe njeriu mé dyshues dikur
karshi princeshés, tashmé nuk
kishte mé dilema pér aftésité e
saj. Ditén gé ajo iku nga gelia, né
njéfaré ményre u largua edhe nga
paragjykimet. Tregoi se ishte njé
luftétare dhe njé prijgse e denjé.
Prandaj kur kérkoi, gjithmoné né
fshehtési, t& takohej me graté dhe
burrat e vendit t& saj, nuk ishte e
véshtirg t'i mblidhte t& gjithé.

Njé méngjes, shumé herét, kur
dielli dhe armigté e saj ende nuk
ishin zgjuar nga gjumi, Alima iu
drejtua me kéto fjalé njerézve té saj:

Ju falénderoj & patét guximin
t& mblidheshit sot k&tu. Mé& kujtohet
kur isha féemije dhe qgyteti lulézonte,
gélonte nga zérat e lumtur t&
femijeve, kengét qé kéndoheshin né
¢do cep, veshjet shuméngjyréshe,
aromat e gatimeve t& shijshme n&
cdo tryezé. Po sot? Qyftetit i ka
humbur shkélgimi dhe né syté e
secilit duket gartazi zhgénjimi. Sic
t& gjitheé e shohim, jemi futur né njé
gropé t& madhe, nga e cila nuk po
dalim dot. Mbreti dhe oborrtarét
e 1ij, ju kané plackitur tokat dhe
pasurohen me punén tuaj. Por jo
mé&! Uné& jam z&éri i drejtésisé, zéri
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Even the previously most
doubtful person was no longer
in a dilemma about the princess's
abilities. She demonstrated that she
was a dignified fighter and a leading
woman. This is the reason why, when
she demanded to meet the men and
women of her country, it wasn't that
difficult to gather them all.

One morning, very early on,
when the sun and her enemies
hadn't woken up yet, Alima
addressed her people with these
words:

“|'am thankful that you had the
courage to join me here today. |
remember when | was a child and
the city was thriving, swarmed with
joyful voices, the songs that were
sung in every corner, the colorful
dresses, and the smell of tasty
cooking on every family’s table. And
today? The city lost its sparkle, and
in the eyes of all people you can
clearly see the disappointment. The
king and his courtiers have stolen
your lands and they are becoming
rich from your hard work. But
enough is enough! | am the voice
of justice, the voice of your anger.
Now it is time fo rise up! Wake up!




i zemé&rimit tuaj. Tani &shté koha t&
ringrihemi. Zgjohuni! Eshté koha pér
t& véné drejtési. A do té lejojmé mé
gé vendi yné t& léngojé nén kthetrat
e tiranise?!

Kurré prijésja joné! — u dégjuan
disa zéra t& luhatur.

Gjithmoné gati pér drejtésil —
foli me bindje njé grua.

Do t& luftojmé me po aq guxim
sa ju dhe krah jush! — ia priti nj&
tjetér.

Faleminderit g& na hapét
syté! — tha fshatari g& me zor
mbante fémijét me bukg, pér shkak
t& taksave t& papérballueshme.
Ndérkohg, né syté e t& gjithéve
lexohej guximi dhe triméria. Ata sy
dukej sikur thoshin: “T& gjithg, gra e
burra jané gati & luftojné krah jush,
princeshé Alima.”

Ketu xhaxha Xheku e ndérpreu
pér pak pérrallén dhe né keté cast
ndjeu se si fémijét, sidomos vajzat
e vogla, ishin kureshtaré t& dinin
nése Alima ia doli n& kété lufte me
shtypésit. Ai nuk e zgjati, por iu
rikthye tregimit.
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It is time to make justice. Are we
going to allow our country to suffer
misery and tyranny?!”

“Never, our majesty!” some
voices unified.

"Always ready for justice!” said a
woman.

“We will fight with the same
bravery as you and by your side!”
added another.

“Thank you for opening our
eyes!” said the villager who could
hardly feed his kids, because of the
unbearable taxes. In the meantime,
in everyone's eyes you could see the
courage and bravery. These eyes
looked like they were saying, “We
all, men and women, are ready to

i

fight by your side, princess Alima.”

Uncle Jack interrupted his story
for a moment, but he felt like the
kids, especially the litile girls, were
way too curious to know whether
princess Alima made it in this war
with the oppressors.

“Alima put fogether an army
with all the bravest girls, women,
men and boys,” continued Uncle

Alima arriti 1& krijonte njé ushtri
me vajzat, graté, djemté e burrat e
guximshém. Ndoshta ata nuk ishin
luftétare dhe luftétare t& stérvitura
si t& mbretit, por njé forcé e
pandalshme buronte nga zemérimi
dhe pakénagésia e tyre. Ky zemérim
ishte mé i mprehté se thika mé e
stérvitur e ushtrisé s& mbretit. Alima
kag gjé e dinte, ndaj dhe ditén e
betejés, ajo u dha ké&shtu zemér
ushtaréve 1& saj besnike: “Eshte
koha pér t& véné drejtési, o luftétare
dhe luftétaré trima. Te ju buron forca
mé& e madhe, pastértia e shpirtit
dhe dashuria e pafund pér vendin.
Andaj, sot le t& vendosim planin né
zbatim, t& largojmé shtypésit dhe ta
lirojmé popullin nga prangat. Mé
ndigni!” — dhe u l&shua teposhté
pllajgs, ku ndérkohé ushtarét e
mbretit kishin marré& revansh.

Beteja ishte e gjaté dhe e
véshtiré. Alima humbi shumé nga
ushtarét dhe ushtaret dinjitoze, por
né fund fitoi dhe bashké me t&, fitoi
edhe drejtésia. Kjo ishte arritja e
paré né jetén e saj g& nuk mund ta
ndante me familjen, sepse né k&té
rast, familja ishte kundérshtarja e
saj dhe g& nga ky moment edhe

Jack. “It was true that they were

not as trained and experienced as
king's warriors, but an unstoppable
power sprang from their anger and
disappointment. This anger was
sharper than the most rained blade
in the king's army. Alima knew so
much, which is why the day of

the big battle, she heartened her
loyal warrior men and women. “It
is time for justice fo be served, my
dear brave warriors. It is in you that
grows the strongest power, spirits’
purity, and the endless love for our
homeland. That is why today, let's
make our plan happen, and cast
away the oppressors, thus setting
our people free from the chains.
Follow me!” And she went down the
hill, where the king's warriors were
already waiting.

The battle was long and hard.
Alima lost many of her dignified
warrior men and women, but at the
end, she won, and alongside her,
justice triumphed.

In the meantime, the news of
the defeat reached the royal court.
Alima’s family had realized they were
to lose all of their privileges.

|7

“We were wrong, your majesty
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humbésja n& betejé.

Ndérkohé, né oborrin mbretéror
sapo kishte mbérritur lajmi pér disfatén.
Familja e Alimés e kuptoi se po |
humbiste t& gjitha privilegjet. Alima ishte
dikur vajza e mbretit, princesha, por nga
sot, mbreti do t& ishte babai i heroinés.

Gabuam, hirési. — tha mbretéresha
e penduar. — Edhe pse nuk e besuam t&
voglén tong, ajo sérish ia doli.

Ushtria ime ishte mé e madhe, mé
e pérgatitur, por ushtria e sime bije
ishte mé e forte, mé e drejté. Alima
u ngrit mbi paragjykimet tona, kurse
ne nuk u ngritém dot mbi besimet
tona t& vjetéruara. — u pértyp mbreti.

Ai dukej sikur e dégjonte gartazi
kéngén triumfuese, e cila e shogéronte
princeshén teksa rendte me galop nga

fusha e betejés drejt késhtjellés tashmé t&

cliruar nga shtypésit.

(14

Alima u ngrit mbi
paragjykimet tona, kurse
ne nuk u ngritém dot mbi
besimet tona t& vjetéruara

%
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said the queen with regret.
"Although we didn't trust our
little girl, she made it in the
end.
“My army was bigger
and more trained than my
daughter’s, but hers was

"

stronger and more virtuous.
Alima stood above our
prejudices, while we couldn’t
stand above our old-fashioned
beliefs!” murmured the king.

Now free from her
oppressors, Alima rode info
the castle singing the song of
triumph.

(14

Alima stood above our
prejudices, while we
couldn’t stand above our

old-fashioned beliefs
2

"Dallgén e fugishme mundi besimi im
dhe populli 8shteé mbushur me gézim.
Para meje kisha mure shumé t& larta,

ngaqgé isha vajzé, besimin e kérkujt s'pata.
Nése mé nénvleréson, nuk do t& hesht,
edhe nése thikat bien mbi mua rrebesh.

Dhe premtoj, ¢farédo t& béhet,
nuk lejoj gé shpirti t& dorézohet!

Mjafton t& luftosh e t& mos hysh né déshpérim,

se edhe qgiellin e arrin me vetébesim.”

"My trust defeated the waves of bitterness,

and the people now are full of happiness.

In front me, there was a big stone wall,

| wasn't trusted as a girl, to them | was a doll.

But if you underestimate me, | won't hush and cry,
even though arrows fall over me from the sky.
And | promise to whoever fries to stop me,

that | will persist and continue to fight in eternity!
If you keep yourself from falling in despair,

your self-esteem will raise you up in the air.”

66

Para meje kisha mure
shumé té larta, ngagé
isha vajzé, besimin e
kérkujt s'pata

b

14

In front me, there was a
big stone wall, | wasn't
trusted as a girl, to them
| was a doll

%

o
1

Arba Ollomani - Alima’s rebellion |



Alima pa e kuptuar kishte hyré
n& oborrin e késhtjellés. Dyert ishin
hapur pér popullin tashmé t& cliruar
nga vargonjté.

E di se jo t& gjithé patét besim
se mund t'ia dilja. Vajzat e graté
mund t& arrijné ¢do gjé. Mos ua
shkelni éndrrat! Ne jemi sa t& bukura
e t& mencura, aq edhe t& fugishme,
prandaj kini besim! A jeni gati pér
njé fillim & ri? — tha dhe shikimi
i saj u ndesh me syt& e gjelbér t&
njé vogeélusheje né turmé. U ndje
e lumtur pér t&. Kur Alima ishte n&
até moshé, askush nuk fliste dhe as
mendonte késhtu. Kjo vajzé do t&

Xhaxha Xheku e zgjati pakéz
gérmén “i”, cka shérbeu pér t'i véng
piké rrefimit t& tij, g& i kishte lené
femijet me gojén hapur. Aq real iu
ishte dukur atyre ky rréfim, sagé kur
ra heshtja pér pak sekonda, dikush
nga fundi bértiti:

Rrofté mbretéreshé Alima! —
Femijet shpérthyen né t& geshura.

Ah, po, se nuk e thamé. Ajo
princesha gé nuk ia mbushte syté
askujt, u b& né fund mbretéreshé
dhe drejtoi popullin e saj.
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Alima had entered the courtyard
of the castle.

"I know that not all of you trusted
me that | would make it. Girls and
women can achieve everything.
Don't destroy their dreams! We
are beautiful and smart, as much
as we are powerful, so have faith
in us! Are you ready for a new
beginning?” she said, and her eyes
met with those of a little girl in the
crowd. She felt happy and relieved.
When Alima was her age, no one
talked or even thought this way. This
girl would grow up free.

Uncle Jack prolonged the “e”
at the end of the word “free”, and
this served to put a period in his
sentence and in the whole story, a
story that had left the children with
their jaws on the floor. This story
sounded so real and impressed
them so much that they remained
silent for a few seconds after Uncle
Jack was done. Then, a child from
the last back shouted:

“Long live queen Alima!” the
kids burst into laughter.

“Yes, we forgot to say that the
princess everyone doubted at the
beginning became a queen and led

Xhaxha Xheku buzégeshi. Nuk e
kishte ditur se ishte nj& rréfimtar kag
i mirg, por u ndje i lumtur gé keté
pérralle pér njé vajz& guximtare,

e kishte treguar kaq me vértetési

njé gjysh me mustage dhe zérin e
egér; ama vetém zé&rin kishte t& egér
xhaxha Xheku, pastaj cdo gjé tjetér,
pérfshiré zemrén, e kishte & buté.

Uaaaaau, xhaxha Xheku! Alima
e realizoi éndrrén e saj, edhe pse
askush nuk pati besim tek ajo? —
pyeti Lajla, e paduruar. Pikérisht
ajo picirrukja, e cila u bé shkas g&
xhaxha Xheku ta rréfente kété histori.

Po, bija ime. Alima ia doli
t& bashkonte graté dhe burrat e
vendit t& saj. Sic ti mund t'ia dalésh
t& realizosh &ndrrat e tua. Mund
t& behesh austronaute, fizikane,
inxhiniere, cfaré & duash!

Uné&? Po si? — pyeti Lajla, e cila
e dinte & gjithsesi Alima ishte njé
personazh i sajuar.

Forca e Alimés fshihet né
zemrén e t& gjithéve ne, Lajla. — e
siguroi xhaxha Xheku. — Alima
donte gé historia e saj & ishte
shembull pér vajzat dhe djemté e
vegjél si ti. Ajo e shkroi vet historing
e saj. Ashtu sic ti mund t& shkruash

her people for many years.” Uncle
Jack smiled. He didn't know that he
was such a good storyteller, but
he felt happy that his story about

a courageous girl was told by a
grandpa with a wild voice.

“Wooooow, Uncle Jack! Alima
made her dream come frue,
although no one had faith in her?”
asked Laila, impatiently. The little girl
who was the reason that Uncle Jack
told this story in the first place.

“Yes, my daughter. Alima
brought together the women and
men of her country. The same
way, you can make your own
dreams come true and become an
astronaut, physicist, and engineer,
whatever you want!”

“Me? But how?” asked once
again the little Laila, who knew that
at the end, Alima was still a fictional
character.

"Alima’s strength lies in the
hearts of all of us, Laila
her Uncle Jack. “Alima wanted
her story to be an example and
inspiration for little girls and boys
like you. She wrote this story herself,
just as you can write your own

|

assured

story.”

[
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Tringa u zgjua até méngjes mé
herét se zakonisht, sepse e dinte se
jeta tanimé kishte marré tjetér rrjedhé.
Nuk kishte kaluar shumé kohé gékurse
prindérit ishin larguar nga jeta dhe t&
gjitha pérgjegjésité kishin réng mbi
supet fisnike t& késaj bukurosheje
malésore. Né fshat flitej p&r njé armik
dhe pa dyshim ndihej era e turbullt e
njé lufte t& frikshme.

Tringa jetonte rrézé malit, afér
luginave me ujé t& freskét e 1& pastér si

fytyra e bardhé e vajzés, prané kodrave

gjelbéroshe, aty ku gengjat e vegjél
laroshé lodronin, ndérsa sokolesha i
shikonte plot admirim, duke u kthyer
pas né fémijéring e saj. Fémijéria. Sa
i mungonte! | kujtoheshin prindérit
zemérbardhé, véllai i saj, Curri, i cili
tani kishte z&né shtratin nga plagét e
luftes dhe dergje;j i rraskapitur prané
vatrés sé zjarrit, duke lénguar nga
dhembjet.

Até méngjes, Tringa i pérzuri kéto
mendime dhe pasi mbushi ujé ng
burim, u nis me nxitim drejt banesés
sé ngrohté pér t'i lagur buzét e nxehta
t& véllait, t& cilat dukeshin se kishin
marré flaké nga efja. Ai méngjes ishte
ndryshe. Premtonte vuajtje, déshtime,
hidhérime dhe shumé e shumé kobe.
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Tringa woke up earlier than
usual that morning because she
knew that her life was going
differently. Not long had passed
after her parents were gone,
and all the responsibilities had
fallen on this beautiful and noble
mountaineer. In their village,
there was falk of an enemy,
and the chance of battle was
imminent.

Tringa lived at the foot of
the mountain, surrounded by
valleys with fresh and crystal
clear water, green hills, and her
childhood memories. How much
she missed those times! She
remembered her parents, her
brother, Curri, who was crippled
because of the wounds of war
and lay by the fire languishing in
pain.

That morning, Tringa cast
away these thoughts and filled
a pitcher with spring water. But
that morning was different. It
promised suffering, failures,
sorrows, and many, many
disasters. The enemy had
entered the heart of the village.
The brave women and men

Pamela Haxhija - Tringa
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Armiku kishte hyré né zemér & fshatit.
Trimat e triméreshat kishin dalé pér

t& mbrojtur trojet, fémijét, nénat dhe
mofrat e tyre. E ndérsa vasha, e shpejté
si njé sorkadhe, vraponte népér
shkurret e ashpra, gjembat e mprehté
dhe gurét e thepisur pér t& shkuar

njé oré e mé paré te trimi, armiku
géndronte pérballé derés s& drunjté
me pushkén drejtuar ballit si héné t&
malésorit, nga ku mjaftonte ve¢ njé
plumb pér ta béré até njgsh me tokén.

* k *

A thua se ndonjé zog i kishte
dhéné lajmin e hidhur! Zemra iu nda
mé dysh. Hyri vrullshém né oborr dhe
pa t& véllang, Currin, t& plandosur né
toké. Ai nuk merrte mé frymé, kurse
ajo merrte frymé me shpejtési. Lotét i
rrodhén curg mbi faget e kuge prush
dhe me duart e fiohta akull, ledhatoi si
pér heré 16 fundit trupin e pajeté t& t&
véllait. Tanimég, si kurré mé parg, Tringé
sygershia kishte mbetur e vetme mes
tmerrit t& luftés s& pérgjakshme dhe
e dyzuar pérpigej t& gjente fillin mes
atij kaosi. Edhe sa mund t& zgjaste kjo
gjendje pér t& marré njé vendim 1&
drejte?!

were out to protect their lands,
children, mothers, fathers,
sisters and brothers. Tringa ran
through the stones, thorns and
bushes to reach her brother as
soon as possible. But the enemy
was already at her door, gun in
hand and her brother in front of
him. One bullet alone would be
enough to put the mountaineer
down.

* k k

It was like a bird whispered
the sad news in her ear! Her
heart was broken in two. She
rushed into the yard and saw
her brother Curri lying on the
ground. He couldn’t breathe
anymore while she was breathing
fast. Tears fell down her red
cheeks, and her hands touched
the cold, lifeless body of her
brother. Now, more than before,
Tringa remained all by herself in
the middle of the bloody horrific
war, unable to find a way out of
this chaos.

Full of anger, she grabbed a
gun and went out into the street,
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Mijaftuan vetém disa minuta pér ta kthyer
Tringén né realitetin e hidhur. E mbushur
me zemé&rim, ajo u turr drejt pushkés sé&
mallkuar, e mori n& duar dhe doli né rrugicat
e kalldrémta, t& cilat ishin veshur me petkun e
kugérremtg, t& géndisur nga burrat dhe graté
fisnike.

Triméresha mori zemér e si njé luftétare
e vérteté mbéshteti pushkén mbi gjoks, mori
shenjé dhe gélloi fort drejt armikut; pastaj iu
bashkua turmés.

* k%

Kur Tringa hapi syté kishte ardhur pranvera.
Rrezet e diellit s’e kishin harruar pérkédheljen
e tyre lozonjare se kush do t& trokiste e para
né syrin si yll t& dalléndyshes, ndérsa lulet
shuméngjyréshe kishin ngritur kryet dhe
shijonin t& gézuara momentin. Dalléndyshja
nxori kokén jashté folesé dhe u ngrit hijshém
né fluturim. Ishte e lirg, si prej fillimit. .

1 14

which was full of noble
women and men.

The brave girl took a
deep breath and, like a
real warrior, pointed the
gun at the enemy and shot;
then she joined the crowd.

* k%

When Tringa opened
her eyes, it was spring.
The sun’s rays hadn't
forgotten their playful
caresses, and the colorful
flowers had raised their
heads and were enjoying
the beautiful moment. The
swallow pulled its head
out of the nest and rose
gracefully in flight. She
was free.

Dalléndyshja nxori kokén The swallow pulled its
jashté folesé dhe u ngrit head out of the nest and
hijshém né fluturim. Ishte e rose gracefully in flight.
lirg, si prej fillimit... She was free

%
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Né fillim t& universitetit, duke
vrapuar kundér rrymés pér 1€ jetuar liring
e munguar, mésoi 'i jepte makings, gjeti
njé pung, krijoi bibliotekén e saj dhe
nuk rreshtte sé& lexuari. Studionte shumé,
arrinte t'i pérmbushte géllimet gé i
vinte vetes, sepse kishte &éndrra pér t&
ardhmen. Ishte e pandalshme. ..

6 vjet mé voné

Sipérmarrése e njérés prej markave
mé luksoze & parfumeve né Ballkan,
Prayla, gjaté njé konference njihet me
djalin rebel, Alperin dhe i dhuron atij
aromén e preferuar t& koleksionit & saj
t& ri pér meshkuj.

Pas disa javésh, djali rikthehet dhe
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She had just started
university, was going against the
flow to live the missed freedom,
learned how to drive a car, found
a job, created her big library,
and wouldn't stop reading books.
She was always studying, always
able to achieve the goals she set
for herself because she had so
many dreams for the future. She
was unstoppable...

6 years later

Entrepreneur of one of the
most luxurious brands of scents
and perfumes in the Balkans,
Prayla met Alper at a conference.

kerkon puné né kompani. Shtatlartg,

i pashém dhe i vendosur; mirépo,
pértej gjithckaje, Prayla u dashurua me
singeritetin dhe pafajésing e ij.

Ajo e ndihmonte t& mirémbante
shtéping, ai i gatuante, sepse i jepej pér
kete pung. Cdo javé shkémbenin libra
motivues dhe mande;j i diskutonin.

— Sfidoje veten deri né até piké sa
nuk mban mé! Dé&shto, derisa ta bésh
baltg; zhgénjehu, cfaré pret?! Vetém
késhtu mund t& mésosh prej gabimeve.
Askush nuk do & ta thoté kete. Askush
nuk t& keshillon t& gabosh, edhe pse
e pandérgjegjshmja jote &shté lodhur
duke e béré kétg, por dije se &shté e
vetmja ményré pér t& ecur pérpara!

— E admiroj energjing t&nde, Prayla!
— tha me z& t& dridhur Alperi, duke iu
hedhur né gafé. Pérgafimet mes Praylés
dhe Alperit pér t& festuar sukseset e arrira
s& bashku, u finalizuan me premtimin:
“Deri né pafundési, kur historia joné t&
béhet frymézim pér t& fjerét.”

18 vjet mé paré

N& njé qytezé t& heshtur e t& fjetur,
jetonte njé familje e zakonshme, si
gjithé 1& tjerat. Pértej gardhit t& njé
shtépize, géndronte Prayla, vogélushja

She gave him a gift, her favorite
scent from her latest collection of
men’s fragrances.

A few weeks later, the boy
came back and applied for a job
in her company. Tall, handsome
and determined; but, beyond
everything, Prayla fell in love with
his sincerity and innocence.

She helped him keep his
house clean and tidy, while he
cooked for her because that is
what he was best at. Every week
they exchanged motivational
books and after reading they
discussed them.

“Challenge yourself to the
point that you can no longer
stand it! Fail big time; allow
yourself to get disappointed,
what are you waiting for?! Only
this way you can learn from your
mistakes. Nobody is going to tell
you this. Nobody will advise you
to make mistakes, even though
the sub-conscience is sick and
tired of doing this all the time,
but know that failing and making
mistakes is the only way to go
forward!”

“| admire your energy,
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flokarte. Buzégeshte. E dinte se mund
t& bénte gjéra t& médha, por ishte e
pafugishme pértej pragut & shtépisé.

E vetme kalonte peréndimet. E
mbyllur né njé flluske, sa t& sigurt, aq
edhe mbytése. Lumturia pé&r Praylén
ishin arritjet né shkollg, ajo donte ta
bénte familjen krenare. Babai kishte njé
vajzé t& pambrojtur, véllai njé motér g&
ulte kokén pérpara padrejtésive. Praylés
i ishte mohuar liria.

Ajo ia kushtoi gjithé energjiné
e adoleshencés kujdesit g& gotat e
dyshemeja t& ishin gjithmoné t& pastra,
rrobat e nderura t& mbanin eré & mirg,
dhjetat t& mos mungonin né regjistrin e
shkollgs dhe t'i géndronte gatitu babait
kur kthehej nga puna. Kritikat nuk ia
kursenin:

"Mos gabo!”

“Mos 1& & shoh t& vonohesh qofté
edhe njé minuté pas mésimit!”

“Mos bgj si dhi!”

"S'ke pér t& shkuar n& ekskursion,
asgjéekundi, shkollg-shtepi!”

“Mos guxo t& vendosésh grim né
shkollg!”

"S'je e afté pér asgje!”

“Mos ia ul kokén babait e nénés, se
t& kané vajzé té vetme!”
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Prayla!” Alper said, hugging
her. The hugs between Prayla
and Alper to celebrate their
achievements together were
finalized with the promise, “To
the infinity when our story will
become an inspiration for other
people.”

18 years before

In a small and sleepy town
lived an ordinary family, just like
any other. Behind the fences of
the house, Prayla, the golden-
haired girl. She knew that she
was able to achieve great things,
but was powerless beyond those
fences.

She spent her sunsets all by
herself. Happiness for Prayla
meant her achievements at
school, she wanted to make her
family proud.

She dedicated her energy of
adolescence to taking care so that
the glasses and the floor were
always shiny clean, the clothes
hanging dry and smelling good,
the good marks never missing in
school and always being in her

“Mos u shogéro me djem!”

“As mos & & shkojé né mendje t&
kesh telefon gé tani! Pupu!”

“Mos shkallo dhe ti si shoget e tua

“E shikon at&? Vajz& e mbarg,
mashalla, kujdeset pér gjithcka. Ti je njé
hic!”

“Nuk ke tru pér asgje!”

“Mos u vish késhtu!”

“Mos 16 1& dégjoj mé t& geshésh mé
26 1é larte!”

"Méso t& bésh puné shtépie, se
do 1& t& shajé vjehrra kur t& shkosh te
burri!”

“Dhe shiko, gjej nj& burré me leké
e 1& martohesh, se do t& vdesésh pér
buke!”

"E vobekts!”

“Ti do t& mé& ngelesh né derg!”

17

Ndérkohg, véllai i saj, Kroni, shijonte
gejfet e jetés dhe nuk kishte asnjé
pérgjegjési né shtépi; por as ai nuk iu
shpétonte stereotipeve gjinore:

"Mos qaj! Djemté nuk gajng!”

“T& kam djalin e plegérisg, t& gjitha
pérty i kam.”

“Bgj kujdes, shiko me k& shogérohet
jot motéer!”

“E po, djemté djem jang!”

father’s service when he got back
from work. She was never spared
criticism:

“Don’t make mistakes!”

“Never be late more than one
minute after school!”

“Don't act crazy!”

“You are not going on that
school trip, you'll only go to
school and back home!”

“Don’t dare to put make-up
on when in school!”

"You are good at nothing!”

“Don’t hurt your mother and
father’s honor, you are their only
girl!”

“Don’t hang out with boys!”

“Don’t you dare ask for a
smartphone at this age!”

“Don’t go insane, just like
your girlfriends!”

“You see her? She is a good
girl, she takes care of everything.
You are nothing!”

“You have no brains at all!”

“Don’t dress like this!”

“| don’t want to hear you
laughing out loud

“Learn how to do housework,
your mother-in-law will be

|7
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Kroni. Eh! Nuk arriti kurré t&
arsimohej, jetonte né kurriz t&
prindérve dhe bénte njé jeté & vaket,
pa kurrfaré motivi. Nuk gézonte respekt
pér askénd dhe askush nuk ushgente
respekt pér té.

24 vjet mé voné

“Prayla.

Mjafton t& pérshpéris keté
emér dhe shpirti mé dridhet nga
lumturia. Ajo &shté e bukur, éshté
vet fotografia e jetés sime, imazhi i
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v

disappointed when you go to
your husband’s!”

“And, listen, find a wealthy
man to marry, otherwise, you will
die from hunger!”

“Silly!”

“No one will ever want to
marry you!”

In the meantime, her
brother, Kron, was enjoying life’s
pleasures, with no responsibility
at home; but he too wasn't free

saj strukur nén gepallat e syve t& mi.
Né& cdo frymémarrje, ajo &shté aty.
Gjithnjé e kapur fort pas asaj figurés
moskokécarése, duke ecur me thjeshtési
dhe né ¢cdo hap duke léné pak nga
shkélgimi i saj. Heré rrézéllitése, heré
fémijérore, heré e fugishme... Ajo éshté
arti, detaji, forma mé e pérsosur e njé
zemre 6 gdhendur me njé buzégeshje.

Mezi pres ta takoj sérish! Mé
mungon aq shumé! Nuk duroj dot
derisa t'ia shoh syté mé t& bukur se yjet.
T'i puth butésisht dorén. T'i dégjoj z&érin
bucités dhe t& dashurohem gjithmoné
e mé shumé pas thjeshtésisé sé saj.
Pas gjithé atij entuziazmi g& e mban
pérheré me vete. Pas energjisé pozitive
qé e bén t& duket aq térheqgése, aq e
lirg dhe aq e bukur.

Ng& ¢do pulitie t& syrit mé shfaget
ajo. Ajo g& ma shton jetén e mé bén
18 ndihem djali mé me fat né univers.
Syté e kristalté, buzéqgeshja e émbél dhe
momentet kur vendos kokén te kraharori
im, ashtu e shtriré si e dehur nga rrahjet
e zemrés sime, &€ i cukisin lehté t&mthat
e kokés... e ajo merr frymé thellé. Mé
shiréngon dorén fort. Mé shikon si e
magjepsur. Mé hidhet né qafé dhe mé
pérqafon.

from gender stereotypes:

“Don't cry! Boys don't cry!”

“You are our only son, all |
have belongs to you.”

“Be careful, look carefully
who your sister is hanging out
with!”

“Well, boys will be boys!”

Kron never managed to
get educated, he lived with his
parent’s money and his life was
boring, and had no motive. He
didn't respect anyone and no one
respected him.

24 years later

“Prayla.

Just using your name is
enough to make my heart
tremble from happiness. You
are beautiful, you are my life.
You are there in every breath |
take. Always acting like a rebel,
walking with simplicity, and in
every step leaving behind some
of your glow. You are art, the
detail, the most perfect shape of
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E ndiej zemrén qé i rreh fort. E
di se ndihet e sigurt prané meje. Aty,
né kraharorin tim. E ndiej madje qé
frymon ngadalé, mbyll syt& dhe pér
njé kohé & gjaté, rrémben gjithcka
nga ai pérgafim. Mbéshtet kokén
mbi supin tim. Mjaftohem ta kem aty
prané. Mjaftohem gé do aq shumé
16 mé shtréngojé pas vetes. T& mos
largohem pér asnjé cast. Ndérkohé
qé mé pérshpérit prané veshit se do
t& donte t& rrinte aty me vite 1& téra, t&
thinjej ngjitur pas meje. Jam gjithcka pér
16 dhe ajo éshté gjithcka pér mua. Mé
térheq né éndrrat e saj ¢cdo naté, né
njé shteg sekret lumturie. Né kraharorin
tim, me ninullén e rrahjeve 1& zemrés,
e kaplon gjumi. ‘E dua kété vajzé!” Ja
cfaré them pérheré me vete. E émbla
ime Prayla!”

* kK

Alayah filloi t& gante nga emocionet
prej leximit & letrés qé babai, Alperi, ia
kishte kushtuar nénés sé saj.

— Kag shumé dashuri e adhurim né
disa shkronja sipér njé letre t& bardhé.
Pse vallg njerézit i kané harruar k&to?!
— mendoi me z& t& larté 14-vjecarja.

— Sepse né shogeéri djemté po
kegedukohen dhe pér ta &shté turp t'i
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a heart engraved with a smile.

| cannot wait to meet you
again! | miss you so much! Can't
wait to see your eyes again, more
beautiful than the stars, to kiss
your hands softly and to fall in
love, over and over again. With
your positive energy that makes
you look so attractive, free and
beautiful

In every blink of the eye, | see
the image of you, you make my
life complete. You make me feel
like the luckiest guy in the universe.
Your crystal eyes, your sweet smile,
and the moments when you put
your head on my chest.

| feel your heart. | think how
safe it feels with me by your side
- lying there, on my chest. Just
having you there is enough for
me. | don’t want to leave for a
second. There, on my chest, with
my heart beating as a lullaby, you
fall asleep. ‘I love this girl!” This is
what | say to myself every time.

17

My sweet Prayla

* Kk k

Alayah was crying from

shprehin ndjenjat vajzés sé zemrés.
Nése nuk e ke prané dik&, jepja veten
me njé copé letér, — u dégjua z&ri i
Alperit nga jashté derés. Kishte gené
aty kur Alayah ishte duke lexuar dhe
me buzén né gaz shkoi dhe e puthi né
ballg t& bijén.

— Babi, sa e véshtirg ishte pér ty t&
nisje ta shkruaje kete?

— Zemér, nuk &shté nevoja t& jesh
poet gé t& shkruash pér diké gé do.
Edhe uné e kam pasur kompleks t'i
shprehja ndjenjat, sepse ashtu jam
rritur, por néna jote ma ndryshoi
terésisht ményrén se si i shikoja gjérat.
Prandaj jam ké&tu sot, prandaj je ti kétu
duke buzégeshur dhe jo duke ulur
kokén pérpara meje.

— Cfaré do t& thuash me kéte?!

— Shumé vajza tremben nga imazhi
i babait t& tyre, me idené se pérte;
respektit duhet t& kené edhe friké prej
tij. Ky nuk &éshté rasti yn&. Uné& jam
kétu pér ty sa heré 1& t& thyhet zemra.
Sa heré t&é trembesh nga e ardhmja.
Sa heré t& gabosh né vendimet e tua.
Edhe mami po ashtu. Mbéshtetu te ne
dhe shkelge! Mos e vrit mendjen pér
gjéra t& vogla.

— "Dy metoda shumé t&
réndésishme pér t'iu pérgjigjur jetés

emotion after reading the letter
that her father, Alper, had
dedicated to her mother.

“So much love and admiration
in some lefters on a white paper.
Why on earth have people
stopped writing love letters?!” the
14-years old girl thought out loud.

“Because boys aren't being
appropriately educated in our
society and for them, it is a
shame to express their feelings to
the girls they love. But if someone
you love is not near you, you can
give yourself away to them with
a piece of paper!” Alper’s voice
came from outside of the door.
He was there when Alayah was
reading the letter and smiling; he
headed toward her kissing his
daughter on the forehead.

"Daddy, how difficult was it
for you to write these lines?”

“There is no need fo be a
poet to write a lefter to someone
you love. Even though | have
been told not to express my
feelings because that is the way |
was raised, your mother changed
my mentality. That is why today
| stand in front of you, and you
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mé& me hijeshi”, ka théné Ricard
Karlson. — citoi Alayah plot vetébesim.

— Je njé kopje e nénés ténde, —
péshpériti Alperi, duke ia shpupurishur
floket.

— Té gjithé migte e mi kané ikoné
njeréz t& cilét as nuk e diné nése ata
ekzistojné dhe geshin kur them se
pér mua idhuj jané néna, babai dhe
frymézim historia juaj e dashurisé. Té
dua, babi!

— Uné mé shumé, — belbézoi
Alperi, t& cilit i dridhej trupi nga
emocioni. Ndérsa Alayah ishte e lumtur
gé né jeté kishte njé shembull pér t&
ndjekur.

— Nuk ta kam béré kurré kété pyetje
babi. A ke menduar ndonjéheré si do
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stand in front of me smiling, not
bowing your head down.”
“What do you mean by this?”
“Many girls are frightened
of their fathers with the idea that
besides respecting them, they
should also be scared of them.
But this is not our case. | am
here for you every time you may
experience heartbreak. Every
time you may feel scared of
the future. Every time you make
mistakes with your decisions.
Your mother as well. Never stress
over petty things.”
“|'have never asked you,
daddy. Have you ever thought of
how you'd feel if | was a boy?”

t& ndiheshe nése uné do t& isha djale?

— Cdo dité do t& t& jepja vetém
njé kashille: “Aty ku fillon t&¢ dehesh
nga vémendja dhe egoja e sémuré
burrérore, ruaje modesting duke e paré
veten né syté e fjetrit.” Tingéllon pak e
véshtiré né veshin ténd, mirépo secili
nga ne &shté pérgjegjés pér t& dhéné
njé shembull né k&te shogéri, ku nderi
dhe morali gmohen mé& shumé se veté
jeta. Prandaj koncepti i barazisé gjinore
éshté njé céshtje delikate dhe ¢do
prind i ri duhet t& keté gasjen e duhur.

— Dhe cila &shté kjo gasje? — pyeti
Alayah gjithé kureshtje.

— Qasja &shté fa rritesh vajzén
apo djalin njésoj me dashuri, gé
nesér t& béhen burri dhe gruaja e
pérgjegjshme, me mundési dhe
rezultate t& barabarta. Po arrite ta
kuptosh ké&té, je prindi mé i lumtur e
largpamés.

Alayah e pa me adhurim. U ndje e
bekuar. M&sonte gjithmoné shumé pre;j
t& atit, por ky moment né& vecanti, do t'i
ngelte pérheré njé mésim i vyer.

14

Koncepti i barazisé gjinore
&shté njé céshtje delikate

dhe ¢do prind i ri duhet té
keté gasjen e duhur 99

"I would tell you the same
thing every day, not to succumb
to toxic masculinity and to always
look at yourself through others
eyes. It is the responsibility of each
of us to set an example and put life
before honor and so-called morals.
Gender equality is something
every parent must approach in the
right way.”

“And what is this approach?”
asked Alayah, curious.

“The approach and the
philosophy is to raise your
daughter or son with the same love
so that tomorrow they become
responsible women and men with
equal opportunities and results. If
one can realise this, then they will
be the most successful parent.”

Alayah saw her dad with
admiration. She felt blessed.

She always learned a lot from
her father, but this moment, in
particular, would always remain a
precious lesson for her.

(14

Gender equality is
something every parent
must approach in the

right way 99
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Syté e tij nuk geshén kur pang
fytyrén e vogél t& bebes. Cehrja
e tij, né dukje e zbehtg, i ngjante
asaj & dikujt gé sapo ka marré njé
lajm t& hidhur. U zhgénjye. Fryma iu
ndal, z&ri iu mek. Ky ishte efekti q&
shkaktuan fjalét e mjekes: “Urime!

Jeni béré prindér t& nje vogélusheje.

Gjithcka shkoi miré dhe ajo gézon
shéndet t& ploté.” A thua se atij i
béhej voné pér shéndetin e vajzés
sé porsalindur! Priste njé djalé né
vend & saj. Q& ditén g& e shogja i
pati théné se ishte shtatzéng, e pa
veten baba t& njé djali. Me kalimin
e minutave, bindej pérheré e mé
shumé: nuk e donte até vajzé.

Nj& kat mé lart, e éma e
vogélushes vuri re se e bija ge
zbardhur dhe mendoi se kishte
ftohté. Syté e vegjél hapeshin e
mbylleshin aq shpeijt sa tiktaket
e orés varur né murin e hirté t&
dhomés. Néna e mori prané vajzén
gé rénkonte. Té qgarat e foshnjés
po ktheheshin né ngashérima g&
preknin edhe zemrat e pacienteve
n& dhomat ngjitur. Te dera nuk
po dukej askush. Heshtje. Gruaja
mendonte se né krahét e ngrohté
t& 1& atit, foshnja do t& mund t&
getésohej. Ndérkohg, ai, babai,

50 | Ersona Duro - Nga e para

His eyes didn't smile when
he saw the baby’s face. He was
pale, with the look of someone
that just got terrible news. He was
disappointed. His breath stopped;
his voice faded away. This was
the impact that the doctor’s words
had on him: “Congratulations!

You are the father of a baby girl,
everything went fine, and she is
healthy.” Like he cared for the health
of the newborn baby girll He was
expecting a baby boy in her place.
Since the first day that her wife

told him that she was pregnant, he
imagined himself the father of a son.
With the passing of the minutes,

he was more and more certain: he
didn’t want that little girl!

Upstairs, the baby girl's mother
noticed that she was turning pale
and shivering with cold. Her eyes
were opening and shutting so fast,
mimicking the tick-tocks of the clock
hanging on the grey wall of the
room. The mother took the crying
baby close to her. The crying of the
baby girl was turning info sobbing,
touching the hearts of the other
patients in the nearby rooms. No
one came to the door. Silence. The
woman thought that in the warm
arms of her father, the baby girl

endej n& njé nga korridoret e spitalit
si njé femijé qé kishte humbur
prindérit né njé treg t& madh.
Sodiste kangjellat e dritareve dhe
pérfytyronte vetullén e tij né fytyrén
e 1& birit, ashpérsiné g& do t& kishin
duart e tij dhe sa lirshém do t& fliste
me t& pér céshtje burrash. Hapi

syt& pér nj¢ moment dhe pa g& njé
infermiere shtatimét po i afrohe;.

— Zotéri, — tha ajo disi né siklet,
— foshnja po gan.

Prej minutash pati harruar se
disa shkalle mé lart ndodhej gruaja
me vajzén. Mori rrugén pér tek to.
Vetullat e infermieres u ngrysén né
shenjé habie prej kétij reagimi. Nj&
reagim mé i ftohté nga ¢'mund t&
pritej. Pastaj ajo gjeti shpjegimin, gé
ky baba &shté nga ata g& mendojné
se burrat nuk duhet t'i shprehin
ndjenjat e tyre. Burrat nuk gajné. Atfa
jané té forté. Sa keq!

Kur ai mbérriti né dhomén
numér 18, e gjeti t& bijen duke
dremitur. E shogja, e cila dukej sikur
po tretej nga padurimi pér ta paré,

i tha:

— Afrohu dhe takoje engjéllin
tend! Pérgafoje vogélushen tong!
Eshté kopja jote.

Mé né fund, vogélushja e gjeti

would calm down. In the meantime,
the father wandered in one of the
hospital’s corridors like a child who
had lost his parents in a big bazaar.
The man was staring at the bars on
the windows and was imagining his
eyes copied in his son’s face, the
roughness of his son’s hands and
how comfortably they'd talk with
each other about man stuff. The man
opened his eyes in a moment and
saw that a nurse was approaching
him.

“Sir,” she said, in discomfort,
“the baby girl is crying.”

He had forgotten for a few
minutes that upstairs was his wife
and their newborn child. He
headed to their room. The nurse
was surprised by his cold reaction,
but then she thought perhaps he
is one of those men that think they
shouldn't express feelings. Men
don't cry. They are strong.

When the man arrived in room
number 18, his baby girl was
sleeping already. His wife that was
longing to see him said:

"Come closer and meet your
angel! Hug our littlle one! She is just
like you.”

Finally, the baby girl found
herself in her father’s arms. She
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veten né krahét e 1& atit. Ishte vértet
shembélltyra e tij. Syté e zinj, lékura
e zbehte, flokét ngjyrékafe. Ai béri
sikur nuk i ra né sy kjo ngjashméri
dhe ia ktheu vajzén me nervozizém
t& shoges.

— Si do ta quajmé? — e pyeti
ajo me zérin g& i dridhej, teksa
gjéja qé i druhej mé sé shumti po
shpalosej pak e nga pak para saj,
si n& njé tragjedi. — Si thua sikur ta
quajmé Sihana?

Burri vazhdonte t& mos
pérgjigjej. Lehonés iu kujtuan fjalét
e vjehrrés kur ndjeu dhimbjet e
para, ia pati béré t& qarté: “Nése
éshté vajz&, mos mé shkelni né
shtspil”

— Nuk e dua, — tha befas burri,
— nuk &shté vajza ime.

Frymémarrja e rénduar e nénés
nuk po dégjohej mé. Kishte humbur
ndjenjat.

16 vjet mé voné

Até pasdite dimri né prag stuhie,
rrugéve té Tiranés endej njé vajzé
e lénduar, g& nuk po e mbante
dot ekuilibrin teksa ecte kokulur.
Njerézit ndalonin dhe e pyesnin né
ishte miré, por njerézit ishin gj&ja

was just like him. Black eyes, pale
skin, brown hair. He acted like he
didn’t notice the resemblance and
nervously gave the baby back to his
wife.

"What should we call her?”
she asked, her voice trembling,
while the thing she feared most was
unfolding in front of her. “What do
you think of calling her Sihana?”

The man stuck to his silence. The
mother was reminded of the words
her mother-in-law told her when she
first felt her waters breaking: “If the
baby is a girl, don't dare come back
home!” She made it clear to her!

| don’t want her,” the man said
suddenly. “She is not my child.”

The heavy breathing of
the mother stopped. She lost
consciousness.

16 years later
That winter’s afternoon, with

a storm approaching, a girl was
wandering with her head down in

the streets of Tirana, struggling not
to lose balance and fall. Sihana had
just learnt the truth about her life.
The day she was born, her father
disowned her, her mother, and

her sister from home. The reason?
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e fundit g& i interesonte. Sihana
sapo kishte mésuar & vértetén e
jetés sé saj. Diten e lindjes, i ati e
kishte pérzéné me dhuné nénén
lehoné nga shtépia, s& bashku me t&
edhe foshnjén dhe vajzén tjetér me
t&¢ madhe. Arsyeja? Thjesht sepse
Sihana kishte lindur. Ose mé sakié,
pérse nuk kishte lindur djalé.

lu shfagén pérpara syve t& gjitha
herét g& e &éma déneste pse vajzat e
vogla binin né gjumé pa ngréné. Iu
kujtua si njgherg, pasi mori vesh nga
shoget dhe shokét e Sihanés se klasa
kishte ekskursion, mamaja punoi me
orar t& zgjatur njé jave 1é téré pér
t'i paguar biletén e autobusit dhe
shpenzimet e udhétimit.

| kujtohej sa heré léndohej e
éma kur Learta, e motra, e pyeste
se kur do ta takonin babané dhe
né kéto raste, mamaja e maskonte
veten me até buzéqgeshjen e shtirg,
sikur cdo gjé do t& bghej mirg;
por kjo nuk do t& ndodhte kurré. E
éma ishte dhunuar nga babai kur
solli n& jeté njé vajzé, ishte dhunuar
barbarisht ditén kur Sihana kishte
lindur. Babai qé& vajzat éndérronin ta
takonin, iu kishte shkatérruar jetén,
até jeté gé vet ua kishte dhéng.

— Eshte i gjithi faji im. —
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Simply because Sihana was born.
Or rather, because she wasn’t born
a boy.

All those times, their mother
cried because her little daughters
went fo bed without eating anything
passed before her eyes like
sequences of a sad movie. She
recalled that May day when, after
she heard that Sihana's classmates
would go on a trip, her mother had
worked overtime, for long hours,
the entire week, so that she could
afford to pay Sihana's bus tficket and
expenses.

She recalled when her mother
felt sad because her sister, Learta,
asked her when they would
meet their dad, while the mother
dressed with a fake smile acted as
if everything would be ok; but it
never got better. Their mother was
abused by the man who gave life to
Sihana and her sister and she was
cruelly abused when Sihana was
born. The father that the girls dreamt
of meeting one day, had destroyed
their life. The life he gave them.

“It is all my fault!” sobbed
Sihana, who instinctively had arrived
at the school, where one of the
dearest persons in her life was, a
person who would always have her

déneste Sihana, t& cilén kembét e
kishin cuar instinktivisht ng shkollg,
aty ku ishte njé nga njerézit mé t&
dashur pér t& dhe g& i gjendej
gjithnj& né krah, mésuesja e saj
kujdestare pér shumé vite. Pa e
kuptuar, vajza e gjeti veten duke
garé pérpara saj. Mésuesja, me té
marré vesh gjendjen e rénduar t&
saj, e pérqafoi fort vajzén gé dridhej
si purteké dhe i tha:

— Bija ime e bukur, bija ime
e zgjuar. Ti... ti... nuk ke kurrfaré
faji. Dhuna &shté e pafalshme. Nuk
éshté mékat 1¢ jesh vajzé. Vajzat
dhe djemté nuk kané dallime. P&r
njé prind, njé vajzé a njé djalé
jané njé bekim pér ta, shogéring
dhe botén. Ekziston njé e vérteté
universale, e vlefshme pér t& gjitha
vendet, kulturat dhe komunitetet:
dhuna ndaj grave nuk é&shté kurré e
pranueshme, kurré e justifikueshme,
kurré e tolerueshme. Vajzat dhe
djemté kané t& drejta t& barabarta,
prandaj duhet t& kené edhe mundési
pér 1€ pasur rezultate t& barabarta.

Dhe mésuesja kishte t& drejté.

Njé “mé fal” mé voné

Pé&r vite me radhé, Sihana u

back, her teacher. The girl found
herself crying in the teacher’s arms.
The teacher hugged the girl who
was trembling like a scared bird and
said:

"My beautiful daughter, my
clever girl... It's not your fault. This
violence is unforgivable. It is not a
sin or fault to be born a girl. There
are no differences between girls
and boys. Both boys and girls are a
blessing for the parents, society and
the entire world. There is a universal
truth for all countries, cultures and
communities: the violence against
women is unacceptable, unjustified,
and intolerable. Girls and boys have
equal rights; that is why they should
be allowed to achieve equal results.”

And the teacher was right.

A “forgive-me” later

For many years, Sihana tried to
find her father, but apparently the
earth had swallowed him. Just when
she finally found traces of him,
she learned that her father had an
accident.

He was still at the hospital
when the girl found his contact
details. They were in a hospital
room when they were separated,
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pérpog té gjente babané e saj, por
me sa dukej, até e kishte pérpiré
dheu; dhe kur sapo kishte réné né
gjurmét e tij, ajo mésoi se i ati kishte
pésuar njé aksident.

Ai ndodhej ende né spital kur
vajza gjeti kontaktet e tij. Cfaré
ironie! Né& njé dhomé spitali ishin
ndarg, né nj¢ dhomé spitali do
t& shiheshin sérish. Sihana ndezi
makinén dhe u nis pér tek ai. Rrugés
ndjeu dicka g& nuk mendonte se
do ta ndiente ndonjéheré: frikén
absurde se mos e humbiste.

Pérballja me njeriun gé e kishte
mohuar i la njé shije t& cuditshme.
Si fillim, babai nuk e njohu kush
ishte, pasi nuk e kishte paré gékurse
ishte ende njé kérthi, por kur
Sihana ia nguli syt&¢ me trishtim, ai
e mori me mend. Ktheu kokén né
anén tjetér. Syté iu njomén, buza
iu drodh. Sihanés i kishin théné se
ishte penduar. Shumé. Ama kjo nuk
i ndryshonte disa gjéra: ai i kishte
dhunuar t& emén, i kishte braktisur
até dhe motrén.

— Jam ung, — foli vajza me
zérin e mekur, — Sihana, bija jote. E
vogla. Uroj t& b&hesh mirg!

Ky urim ndoshta nuk ishte gj&ja
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and in a hospital room they would
reunite again. Sihana started the
car’s engine and headed to him.
On the way to the hospital, she felt
something weird that she never
thought would feel: the absurd fear
that she could lose him.

Facing the man who had
abandoned her left a weird taste in
her mouth. At first, her father didn’t
recognize her, because she was
one day old when he last saw her,
but when Sihana stared at him with
deep sorrow, then he realized who
she was.

“It's me!"” the girl said, “Your
daughter, Sihana. The youngest one.
| wish you get well soon!”

This wish wasn't maybe the
most appropriate thing to say
right there, right at that moment,
but she couldn’t do better at that
moment. His eyes moistened; his
lips trembled. He told Sihana he
regretted what he did, but still, this
didn't change that he had abused
her mother, he had abandoned
her and her sister. When he
abandoned them, Sihana was weak,
dependent, and feeble in a hospital
bed. Now, it was him lying in a
hospital’s bed, weak, dependent,

mé e pérshtatshme pér t& théng, por
aq mundi t& bénte né& ato caste. Kur ai
e braktisi né njé shtrat spitali, Sihana
ishte njé foshnjé e pafugishme, e
varur dhe e dobét. Tani, ishte shtriré
ai né njé shirat spitali, i pafugishém,
i varur dhe i dobét. Ajo thjesht mund
t'i kthente shpinén e ta linte aty,

t& hakmerrej, por disa gozhdg t&
padukshme e mbanin mbérthyer né
vend.

— Meé fal, bijg! — foli i ati me
gjysmé zéri, — Dije se ke shpétuar &
je rritur larg meje.

— Po, ke t& drejte! T& t& fal ty,
sot, fani, nuk do & kishte kuptim! Ti
shkatérrove pa mé t& voglin hezitim fri
jeté, dy prej t& cilave buruan nga ty. Po
t& njoh sot, né k&te gjendje dhe sérish
ndiej dhembje. Dhembjen e babait t&
munguar, dhembje p&r mundimet e njé
jete, dhembje g& mé mohove, dhembje
gé nuk e deshe gjakun t&nd vetém se
nuk pati njé gjini me ty, dhembje se nuk
ndenje pérkrah gruas gé vet e zgjodhe
si bashkudhétare t& jetés, jetén e sé&
cilés e shkatérrove pa shkak, dhembje
pér familien qé nuk e pata, por g&
patjetér do ta krijoj vet njé dite! — tha
vajza me lot né sy dhe z& t& dridhur,
por gjithashtu me vetébesim.

and feeble. She could simply
turn her back and leave him
there, revenge if you will, but
some invisible magnet kept her
intact on the spot.

"Forgive me, my daughter!”
her father said with a faded voice.
“Know that you are lucky to have
grown up away from me.”

“Yes, you are right! Forgiving
you today, here, now, would make
no sense! With no hesitation,
you destroyed the lives of three
women, and for two of them, you
were their father. | see you today,
here, now, lying sick in a bed,
and | still feel the pain. The pain
of a missing father, the pain of the
struggles of an entire life, the pain
that you denied me, pain that you
didn’t want your blood, simply
because my sister and | didn’t
have the same sex as you, pain
because you didn't stay by the
side of the woman that you chose
to be your life partner, whose life
you destroyed with no reason,
pain for the family | never had,
but that | will for sure create one
day myself!” the girl said, eyes
full of tears, and with a trembling
voice, but also with clarity.
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Disa pranvera mé voné

Syté e tij geshén kur pané
fytyrén e vogél t& bebes. Cehrja e
tij i ngjante asaj t& dikujt g& sapo ka
marré lajmin mé t& bukur né boté.
U lumturua. Fryma iu ndal, zéri iu
drodh. Ky ishte efekti g& shkaktuan
fjalet e mjekes: “Urime! Jeni bére
prindér t& njé vogélusheje. Gjithcka
shkoi miré dhe ajo gézon shéndet &
ploté.” | ishte plotésuar njé &éndérr.
Qé& ditén g& Sihana i tha se ishte
shtatzéng, e imagjinoi veten baba
t& njé vajze. Me kalimin e minutave,
bindej pérheré e mé shumé: e
adhuronte até femijg!

* k%

Njé kat mé lart, vogélushja
po gante dhe rénkonte. Néna e
mori prané. Ndérkoh&, Andrea,
babai, endej né nj& nga korridoret
e spitalit. Sodiste i malléngjyer
kangjellat e dritareve dhe
pérfytyronte vetullén e tij né fytyrén
e sé bijés, 8mbélsing gé do 1& kishte
buzégeshja e saj dhe sa lirshém do
t& fliste me t& pér gjithcka. Hapi
syté pér nj¢ moment dhe pa gé njé
infermiere po i afrohej.
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Some springs later

His eyes smiled when he saw the
baby’s face. His eyes shined, with the
look of someone that just got the best
news of his life. He was happy. His
breath stopped; his voice trembled.
This was the impact that the doctor’s
words had on him: “Congratulations!
You are the father of a little baby
girl, everything went fine, and she is
healthy.” His dream came true. Since
the first day that Sihana told him
that she was pregnant, he imagined
himself the father of a daughter. With
the passing of the minutes, he was
more and more cerfain: he adored
that little girl!

* kK

Upstairs, the baby girl was
crying and sobbing. The mother
took her close to her. In the
meantime, the father was wandering
in one of the hospital’s corridors.
He was staring at the bars on the
windows and was imagining his
eyes copied in his daughter’s face,
the sweetness of her smile, and how
comfortably they'd talk with each
other about everything. The man
opened his eyes in a moment and

— Zotéri, — tha ajo duke
buzégeshur, — foshnja po gan.

Babait t& ri iu mbushén syté
me lot. Infermierja buzégeshi kur
pa njé baba kaq t& emocionuar
dhe t& lumtur. Edhe burrat duhet
t'i shprehin ndjenjat e tyre. Edhe

burrat gajné. Ata jané t& ndjeshém.

Kur ai mbérriti né dhomén
numér 18, e gjeti t& bijen duke
dremitur. E shogja, e cila dukej
sikur po tretej nga padurimi pér ta
parg, i tha:

— Afrohu, takoje engjéllin
tend! Pérgafoje t& voglén tong!
Eshte kopja jote. - Mé né fund,
vogeélushja e gjeti veten né krah&t
e 1& atit. Ishte vértet shembélltyra
e tij. Syté jeshilg, lekura e bardhg,
floket e verdhé&. Ai e vuri re
menjéheré k&té ngjashméri dhe |
geshén syté.

— Si do ta quajmé? — e pyeti
Sihana me zérin gé i dridhej nga
lumturia. Pérfytyroi veten foshnjé e
t& atin 28 vite mé paré. Braktisjen.
Pastaj pa bashkéshortin me
vajzén e sapolindur né krahé dhe
pérfytyroi jetén qé e priste. Afa t&
tre bashké. Té pandaré. Njé familje
e re. Nj& mund&si pér 1& jetuar
mes dashurisé. Nga e para.

saw that a nurse was approaching
him.

“Sir,” she said, “the baby girl is
crying.”

His eyes full of tears. The nurse
smiled when she saw the father
so emotional and happy. Men too
should express their feelings. Men
too cry. They are sensitive.

When the man arrived in room
number 18, his baby girl was
sleeping already. His wife that was
longing to see him said:

“Come closer and meet your
angel! Hug our little one! She is
just like you.” Finally, the baby girl
found herself in her father’s arms.
She was just like him. Green eyes,
pale skin, blond hair. He noticed the
resemblance immediately and his
eyes smiled.

"What should we call her?”
she asked, her voice trembling
from happiness. She envisioned
herself as a newborn and her father
28 years ago. The abandonment.
Then she saw her husband and
her newborn daughter in his arms
and envisioned the life ahead of
her. The three of them together.
Inseparable. A new family. A
chance to live in the midst of love.
A chance fo start over.
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Ndryshe nga sa shumé do t&
besonin, kjo nuk &shté njé histori
dashurie. Dhe kurré nuk ka gené e
destinuar t& jeté e tillg.

Mrikalemi dashuronte gjueting,
ishte ményra e saj pér t& gartésuar
mendjen. Gjuetia ishte arratisja né
njé boté mé té geté, larg nga fshati
dhe familja, larg nga pérgjegjésité.
E tille ishte edhe sot. Njé arratisje
né njé vend ku ndihej gjithmoné né
page.

Vajza mbaijti pistoletén afér
vetes, mori frymé thellé dhe mendoi
pér djalin né shtéping pérballe. (E
dinte se t& mbante nj¢ armé nuk
ishte ide e mirg, por gjuetia ishte
natyré e dyté pér t&.)

Familja e Dardhojmelit dhe
familja e saj ishin né njé konflikt
brezash, pér shkak t& kegkuptimeve
t& katragjyshérve. Familja e djalit
mendonte se ményra e vetme dhe
mé e sigurt pér ta zgjidhur keté
konflikt, ishte g& Mrikalemi dhe
Dardhojmeli t& martoheshin bashké
dhe ké&sisoj familjet t& lidhnin
migési. Mrikalemi, e nxehur nga
ky mendim, gjuajti dhe me fat kapi

Despite what many might think,
this is not a love story, and it was
never meant to be one.

Mrikalemi loved hunting; it was
her favorite way to clear her mind.
Hunting was her way to escape into
a more peaceful world, away from
her village and family, free from
responsibilities. So it was today, too
- an escape to a place where she
always felt at peace.

The girl held the pistol closer
to herself, breathed deeply and
thought of the boy in the house
next door. (She knew that keeping
a weapon wasn't good, but hunting
was second nature for the girl.)

Dardhojmeli’s and her family
were in a lifelong conlflict, the
conflict of generations that had
started between their great-great-
grandfathers. The boy’s family
thought that the only way, and the
safest way, to bring this conflict
to an end was for Mrikalemi and
Dardhojmeli to marry each other.
This thought made her angry, so
she shot the gun, and the bullet hit
a wild rabbit. As she went towards
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njé lepur. Ndérkohé g& shkoi t&
kapte preng, mendoi pér éndrrat
e saj, sic ishte ajo pér t& jetuar e
vetme né qgytet; njé éndérr né dukje
e pamundur, duke gené se jetonte
n& njé vend aq patriarkal, sa ende
martesa shihej si nj&¢ ményré pér
t& sheshuar konfliktet. Mrikalemi
nuk donte fémijg, t& paktén késhtu
mendonte tani. Mé voné nuk i dihej.
P&r njé gjé ama ishte e sigurt, se
nuk e donte Dardhojmelin dhe se
nuk do ta zgjidhte até pér t& krijuar
familje.

E lodhur nga gjuetia, Mrikalemi
mori prené dhe u nis pér né
shtépi. Me prené né njérén doré
dhe pistoletén né tjetrén, ajo shtyu
derén e gardhit pér & hyré né
shtépi, por ndaloi kur pa siluetén e
Dardhojmelit. Ai ishte mbé&shtetur
pas derés dhe véshtronte giellin me
sy t& mbushur me mendime dhe
triméri t& shtiré. Mrikalemi psherétiu
dhe u pérgatit pér njé nga fjalimet e
tij t& gjata pér martesén. Edhe pse u
pérpoq té futej nga dera e pasme,
nuk i shpétoi dot. Ai iu lut e iu lut
gé ajo ta pranonte kérkesén e tij

the prey to retrieve it, she thought
of her dreams, such as living alone
in the city. This would be impossible
for her as she lived in a traditional
village where patriarchy was rife.

It was so patriarchal that marriage
was seen as a way fo smooth a
conflict. Mrikalemi didn't want to
have children, and she was sure she
didn’t love Dardhojmeli and that she
would never choose him to set up a
family.

Tired of this thought, Mrikalemi
grabbed her prey and headed
home. With the prey in one hand
and the weapon in the other, she
pushed the house's gate to enter
the home, but she stopped when
she saw Dardhojmeli’s silhouette.
He was leaning on the door and
was staring at the sky with his eyes
full of thoughts. Mrikalemi thought
he looked like he was getting ready
to start one of his long speeches
regarding marriage.

Although the girl tried to
avoid him, entering from the back
door, she couldn’t. He begged
and begged her to accept his
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pér martesg, por Mrikalemi i ndenji
indiferente dhe u nis turravrap drejt
shtépisé. Me t& hyré brenda, mbylli
derén me forcé pas vetes dhe
dégjoi Dardhojmelin t& psherétinte
e t& largohej ngadalé pér né shtépi.
Edhe pse e nevrikosur me tg,
Mrikalemit i vinte keq. Ajo e dinte
se Dardhojmeli ishte i detyruar t&
sillej keshtu nga déshpérimi pér t&
ndihmuar familjen, por ajo nuk do t'i
nénshtrohej. Pavarésia ishte gjithcka
PEr té.

Ditén tjetér, Mrikalemi u zgjua
nga njé trokitje né dritare dhe nga
zéri i Dardhojmelit. Ky ishte momenti
kur asaj i erdhi né majé t& hundés.
Ajo ishte marré me t& shumé gjaté,

i kishte dégjuar premtimet e tij dhe
bisedat pretenduese pér “triméring”.
E vendosur, vajza e hapi derén me
forcé dhe pa djalin t& ulur né gjunjé
me sy & skuqur nga lodhja dhe
déshpérimi. Ajo i vuri njé doré mbi
gojé dhe foli: “Nuk dua t& dégjoj
mé biseda trimérie, kam dégjuar
gjithcka gé ke pér t& thené dhe

ti ke dégjuar ¢cdo version timin t&
"jo"-s&. Z&ri im si grua éshté po
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marriage proposal, but Mrikalemi
remained indifferent. As soon as
she entered inside, she forcefully
closed the door behind her and
heard Dardhojmeli give up and go
home. Although she was angry with
him, Mrikalemi was sorry too. She
knew that Dardhojmeli was forced
to behave this way because he was
desperate to help his family, but
she would never surrender to him.
Independence was everything to
her.

The next day, Mrikalemi woke
up to a knock at the door and the
voice of Dardhojmeli. This was
when she felt sick and tired of him
after dealing with this nonsense for
a very long time. She had heard
his promises and his pretentious
conversations about his “bravery”’
and didn’t want to hear any more.
Determined, she forcefully opened
the door and saw the boy sitting
on his knees, with his eyes red
from tiredness and despair. She
shut his mouth with her hand, then
said. “l don't want to hear bravery
speeches. | have heard everything
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aq i fugishém sa “triméria” jote,

prandaj mé dégjo me vémendje:

Uné nuk do t& martohem me
ty dhe ndoshta as nuk do t&
martohem kurré. Martesa nuk
éshté ményra e vetme pér t&
zgjidhur problemet tona dhe
jam e sigurt se ti e di k&té.
Nése vértet do ta pérfundosh
kete lufte midis dy familjeve
tona, bashkohu me mua, jo si
burri im, por si njé mik, sepse
nuk ka nevojé pér njé romancé
midis nesh pér t& rregulluar
kegkuptimet e vjetra.”

Dardhojmeli e pa getésisht
me njé pamje t& habitur.
Mrikalemi e hogi dorén teksa
djali ngrihej né keémbe. Ai uli
kokén dhe pohoi i dorézuar,
duke péshpéritur njé falje qé
gati kaloi e padégjuar. Mrikalemi
e pa edhe njé heré. Dukej i
turpéruar, por mé i singerté se
mé paré. Ajo i vuri njé doré mbi
shpatull dhe e ftoi brenda, si
shok.

you had to tell me, and you have
heard every version of my “No”".

My voice as a woman is as sfrong

as your “bravery”, therefore listen to
me carefully! | will never marry you,
and maybe | will never marry at all.
Marriage is not the only way to solve
our problems, and | am sure that
you already know this. If you want

to terminate this battle between our
families, let's unite, not in matrimony,
but friendship. Because there is no
need for a romance between us fo fix
the old misunderstandings between
our two families.”

Dardhojmeli stared at her calmly
and with a slight look of astonishment
on his face. Mrikalemi took her hand
off his mouth. He bowed his head
and nodded as a way of admitting
he was giving up, murmuring an
apology that almost passed unheard.
Mrikalemi stared at him once more.
He looked small and ashamed but
more sincere than earlier. She put
her hand on his shoulder and invited
him inside her house as a friend.
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Nése do t& kishte gené njé
pérrallg tradicionale, ky moment
do t& kishte shenjuar fundin e
lumtur t& protagonistéve. Dy migq,
familjet e t& ciléve ishin dikur
kundérshtare, tani vélla e motér,
secili me jetén e vet, por ng
mirékuptim midis tyre.

Martesa nuk mund & jeté
zgjidhja e problemeve gé kemi,
duhet gjetur shkaku i vértete,
pér t'u pérballur si duhet me to.
Ndonjéherg, thjesht pagja né
prani t& njérijetrit, mjafton pér
t& sheshuar kegkuptimet dhe
konfliktet e pakuptimta.

14

Martesa nuk &shté ményra

e vetme pér t& zgjidhur
problemet tona

b

* kK

Had this been a fairytale with a
happy ending, this moment would
have marked the end of the story for
the characters. Two friends, whose
families once were opponents, now
united as friends, everyone pursuing
their own life, but in total sympathy
and understanding between each
other.

Marriage cannot resolve all
our problems; we have to find the
real cause of the issues and face
them. Sometimes, simply being in
peace in each other’s presence
is enough to solve meaningless
misunderstandings and conflicts.

(14

Marriage cannot resolve
all our problems

b
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E mérkuré, 16 qershor
Ora 06:59

Bie zilja e alarmit. Qetésia
absolute thyhet nga ftohtésia
metalike e ziles. Andrra & pas
“andrrat” qé i turbulluan gjumin
e natés. Teksa pérpiget té luftojé
kérkesén e trupit pér t& fjetur edhe
pesé minuta mé shumé, ngrihet dhe
merr pér nga dritarja e veshur nga
drita e zbehté e méngjesit.

Mbrémé pa njé éndérr &
tmerrshme. Njé& subjekt, t& cilin
do ta kishin zili edhe skenaristét
hollivudianég: trafikimi i nj& grupi
vajzash nén moshén 19-vjecare.
Shumékush do t& thoshte se “nuk
ishte vecse njé éndérr e kege”,
mirépo Andrra e di mé s& miri se
kjio g& shumékujt i ngjan vecse
njé trillim imagjinar, éshté realiteti

trondit€s i shumé vajzave dhe grave.

Ora 07:30

Andrra niset pér né puné. Eshte
avokate; profesioni i &ndrrave 18 saj.
Lufta kundér krimit, motivi i jetés sé&
saj.

Teksa nget bicikletén, né fytyré
i ravijézohet njé buzégeshje. Nj&é
naté mé paré, kishte gjetur njé
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Wednesday, June 16
06:59 a.m.

The alarm rings. The absolute
quietness of the morning was
broken by the metallic blaring of
the bell. Andrra rose from her
nightmares and fought her body’s
desire to sleep; she stumbled
towards the window through which
poured the dim morning light.

Last night she had a horrible
dream. A plot that even Hollywood's
screenwriters would envy: the
trafficking of a group of girls below
the age of 19. Many would say that
“this was just a bad dream”, but
Andrra knew very well that what
seems like fiction to many is a
shocking reality.

07:30 a.m.

Andrra left for work. Working
as a lawyer, her dream job, she
relished the fight against crime, and
it motivated her in everything she
did.

As she rode her bike, she smiled
to herself. The night before, she
accidentally found a letter that her
14-year-old self had written to her
26-year-old self. She recalled the

letér & vetja e saj 14-vjecare ia
kishte drejtuar Andrrés sot, né
moshén 26-vjecare. | kujtohet se
si i shkélgenin syté né até moshg,
me sa zell fliste pér ideté e saj
"madhéshtore” pér t& ndryshuar
botén.

Eh, vitet kaluan dhe Andrra
mé né fund kuptoi se bota nuk
ndryshohet me shkop magjik,
por syt ende i shkélgejné me
te njgjtin vezullim. Ciltérsia e njé
femije gérshetuar me vullnetin dhe
pérgatitien e njé profesionisteje, t&
njé vajze t& vendosur pér t& mos
hequr doré nga éndrra pér ta béré
botén ku jetojmé, mé t& miré.

Ora 08:01

Bie telefoni. Njé mesazh nga njé
gendér fémijgsh, ku e ftojng né nje
takim mbi stereotipet gjinore dhe
adresimin e tyre gé né femijéri. Do
t& shkojé me patjetér.

Ora 08:15

Andrra mbérrin n& zyrén e saj
modeste t& avokatisé. Mbi tavoling,
disa dokumente rreth njé céshtjeje
vjedhjeje banale. Dicka e thjeshts,
gé nuk i sjell kénagésing e verteté

sparkle in her eyes when she was
young and how passionately she
spoke about her “spectacular” ideas
to change the world.

Well, years went by, and Andrra
realized that you could not change
the world with a magic wand, but
her eyes still sparkled with the
same hope. The innocence of a kid
combined with the competence of a
professional lawyer - a woman who
is determined not to give up her
dream to make the world a better
place.

08:01 a.m.

The phone rings. It is an
invitation to speak about gender
stereotypes and how to address
them from childhood. She said yes
as nothing would stop Andrra from
communicating on this topic.

08:15 a.m.

Andrra arrives in her office. On
the table, papers of an ordinary theft
case. It was one of those simple
cases, something that didn't bring
out the enjoyment of her job. She
had often been told, “but you are a
girl; you should not get your hands
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t& t& genit avokate, emocionin e
ballafagimit t& drejtpérdrejté me
krimin. Fjalét “Por... ti je vajz&, nuk
duhet t'i pérlyesh duart me botén e
krimit!”, i dégjon shpesh dhe gesh
me fo.

Ora 09:30

Céshtja mbyllet. Asgjé
inferesante. Andrra kérkon disa
vula t& futura thellé né njé kuti t&
mbéshtjellé me pluhur. Befas gjen
njé album me fotografi. Né fagen e
paré 1é tij, njé foto me shokét dhe
shoget e gjimnazit dhe mésuesin
kujdestar. Daton mé 21.03.2010.
Nj& buzégeshje nostalgjie i
zbukuron edhe njgheré portretin. |
kujtohet nj& moment gjaté orés sé&
mésimit me mésuesin né fjalé. Po
diskutohej rreth njé teme t& cilén,
Andrra, e kishte mjaft pérzemér:
céshtja e mundésive & barabarta
pér vajzat dhe djemté né t& gjitha
fushat e jetés.

Teksa fliste tere zell, ashtu si
nga hici, mé&suesi ia priti: “Andrra, ti
kujton se je gendra e universit?! Se
t& gjithe vértiten rreth teje?!”

Andrra ngeli pa fjalg, por pasi
kaluan disa momente, zgjodhi t&
mos heshtte, sepse kjo heshtje,
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dirty with the world of crime.” But
she just laughed and ignored them.

09:30 a.m.

Case closed. Nothing special.
Andrra was searching for some
documents deep inside a dusty
box. Suddenly, she came across
a photo album. On the front page
was a photo of her with her high
school friends and teacher, dated
21.03.2010. A smile spread across
her face as she remembered one
particular class with that teacher.
They were discussing a topic
close to Andrra’s heart, equal
opportunities for girls and boys.

As she was speaking
passionately, the teacher said out of
the blue: “Andrra, do you think you
are the center of the universe?! That
everything revolves around you?!”

Andrra was left speechless, but
after a few moments, she spoke up.
She spoke up because silence, no
matter how insignificant it may seem,
is the foundation of many upcoming
quietudes in the future. These
silences can cost a lot for women
and girls.

She faced her teacher and made
it clear to him that she had the right

sado mikroskopike t& duket pér nga
réndésia, behet themeli i shumé
momenteve t& tiera t& heshtjes mé
vong, pasojat e t& cilave kushtojné
shtrenjté. E pérballi mésuesin dhe i
béri t& qarté se ajo kishte t& drejté
t& fliste pér cfaré t& déshironte
dhe se ai, nuk i ndérpriste k&shtu
djemté kur flisnin pér gjérat g& u
inferesonin atyre. Nd&r t& tjera,
Andrra, i béri t& qarté atij faktin se,
shkencérisht, universi nuk ka njé
gendér. Duhej ta dinte kag gjé!

Ora 10:11

Né& zyré dégjohet njé e trokitur
e mbytur. Andrra hap derén dhe
sheh njé cift rreth t& gjashtédhjetave,
me njé djalé 1& vogél pér dore. Me
sa duket, nipi. Nga t'ia fillosh pér
t& pérshkruar gjendjen e tyre: njé
demoralizim i skajshém; t& rrénuar
shpirtérisht, z&ra gjysmake, fytyra &
pérhumbura, shpirtra t& dorézuar,
floke t& thinjur e t& réng, gepalla
t& énjtura, duar t& rrudhura, gé
dridhen... ama, ama syté... né to
ende ka drit¢! Sytg, kéto dyer t&
shpirtit, reflektojné ende shpresé!

C'e kege vallg, 1'i keté sjelle
ketu?! Kete pyetje u drejton edhe
Andrra.

to talk about what she liked, and he
had no right to interrupt her, as he
didn't interrupt the boys when they
spoke about things they wanted.
Andrra made it clear to him that,
scientifically, the universe doesn't
have a center and that he should
have known this as a teacher.

10:11 a.m.

As she worked in her office, she
heard a faint knock on the door.
Andrra opened the door and saw a
couple in their sixties with a young
child, their grandson. As she looked
at them, they appeared sad, scared,
worried, and as if their spirits were
lost completely. But as she looked
closer and into their eyes, there was
still a faint sparkle that, to Andrra,
reflected hope.

You may ask: “What has brought
you here today?” Andrra asked
them the same question.

10:59 a.m.

Honor: a moral value, preserved
with fanaticism through centuries.

Murder: an extreme criminal act.

Honor killing: an act “to wash
the hands” already with blood,
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Ora 10:59

Nderi: vlera morale, ruajtur me
fanatizém ndér sheku;j.

Vrasja: akti mé i tejskajshém
kriminal.

Vrasja pér t& véné nderin né
vend: akt gé reket “t& laj¢” duart e
pérlyera me gjak, me justifikimin e
"délirgsisé s& nderit.”

Eshte kryer nje vrasje makaber.
Viktima &shté bija e t& moshuaréve.
Fajtori &shté kapur; fjala e fundit i
takon drejtésisé.

Ora 13:00

Lufta tashmé ka nisur. Beteja
duhet fituar medoemos. Shumé
vajza dhe gra dhunohen ¢do ditg,
por dhunuesit e tyre i shpétojné
drejtésisé. Kjo &shté edhe arsyeja
pérse ato mé pas humbin jetén. Ky
éshté njé ndér ato raste fatkeqe.

Vrasja &shté kryer njé javé mé
paré. Media &shté pérmbytur nga
ky lajm. Gazetarét nuk humbasin
asnjé mundési pér & publikuar
vuajtjet e familjaréve, vetém e vetém
pér & ushqyer kureshtjen e botés,
ku fatkegésia e dikujt kthehet né
temé bisede, thashethemesh apo
paragjykimesh pér diké tjetér.
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with the justification of “protecting
family’s honor and dignity”.

A horrible murder was
committed, and the victim was the
couple’s daughter in front of her.
The culprit was arrested; justice had
the last word.

01:00 p.m.

The war had already started. The
battle should be won at all costs.
Many girls and women are abused
every day, but their perpetrators
avoid justice. This is also why these
women get killed, and this was one
of those unfortunate cases.

The murder was committed a
week before. The news had flooded
the media outlets as journalists never
miss an opportunity to make the
family’s sufferings public - to judge,
talk and gossip about.

The happening’s circumstances
were clarified. A gun was used
to kill her, and the weapon was
possessed illegally. The victim was
the mother of a six-year-old boy who
witnessed the dreadful scene. Three
shots were heard at 08:22 am. The
police confirmed it was infentional
and that signs of violence were
found on her body.

Rrethanat e ngjarjes jané
zbardhur. Rezulton se vrasja éshté
kryer me armé&, mbajtja e sé cilés
éshté pa leje dhe né kundérshtim
me ligjin. Viktima &shté néna e njé
djali 6-vjecar. Ora shénonte 20:22,
kur tre t& shténa armésh u dégjuan.
Ekspertet mjekoligjoré kané vértetuar
se, vrasja ka gené makabre dhe e
géllimshme. N& trupin e viktimés
jané gjetur shenja dhune. Mg e
kegja, fémija ka gené déshmitar
i ngjarjes. Tashmé, ai &shté nén
kujdesin e psikologéve.

E marté, 20 qgershor
Ora 04:00

Njé telefonaté anonime e zgjon
Andrrén nga gjumi. Kércénim nga
avokati i palés tjetér.

Asaj i béhet presion & hegé
doré nga céshtja.

Ora 06:00.
Rajoni i policisé

Biseda telefonike mes dy
avokatéve &shté regjistruar. Njé
prové mé shumé kundér palés tjetér.

Ora 09:00.
Bisedé me té aférmit e viktimés

Tuesday, June 20
04:00 a.m.

An anonymous call wakes
Andrra up. She received a threat
from the opponent’s lawyer. He
pressured her to give up the case.

06:00 a.m.
Police station

The phone call between the two
lawyers was recorded - one more
piece of evidence against them.

09:00 a.m.
A conversation with the victim’s
relatives

Andrra tries to understand
what has happened, not only as a
lawyer but, above all, as a woman.
The victim’s relatives say that the
murderer continuously threatened
the victim, but she kept it all to
herself and didn’t reach out for help.
He threatened her with her family
and her son. He said that he would
hurt her parents or take away her
son and never allow her to see him
again. She wasn't scared for herself;
she was scared for her family,
particularly her son.
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Andrra kérkon t& hyjé né
brendési t& ngjarjes, shiyré jo
vetém nga profesioni, por edhe si
grua. Familjarét shprehen se autori
i krimit e kércénonte vazhdimisht
viktimén, por ajo nuk tregonte. E
kércénonte me familjarét dhe djalin
e saj. Shprehej se do t'iu bénte keq
prindérve t& moshuar, ose do f'i
merrte djalin dhe nuk do ta lejonte
mé kurré ta takonte. Ajo nuk kishte
frike pér veten, por stepej nga ideja
se dhunuesi mund t'iu bénte keq
njerézve t& dashur, apo se mund fa
ndante nga djali i saj, gjéja mé e
shtrenjté gé kishte né jeté.

Heshtje. Pérséri. Gjuha e
pérbashkét e viktimave. Heshtje. Kudo
heshtje. ..

Cfaré do t& kishte ndodhur sikur
viktima & kishte folur? Po sikur &
kishte ngritur krye?

Vallé do ta besonin?!

Ora 12:00

Andrra merr njé telefonaté nga
Drejtoria e Policisg. Zbulohet se
autori i krimit &shté pjesé e njé rrjeti
prostitucioni. Té gjitha rrugét t& cojné
vetém né njé drejtim: u shua njé jeté
dhe vrasjes iu veshén teshat e nderit.
Autori i krimit e vrau gruan, se ajo
nuk pranonte t'i bashkohej kétij rrjeti.
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Silence. Once again. Silence
is the victims” unified language.
Silence everywhere.

What would have happened had
the victim spoken?

Would have they believed her?

12:00 a.m.

Andrra received a call from the
General Police Directorate. They
have found out that the perpetrator
is part of a prostitution network. A
life was taken away, and the murder
was dressed with honor's clothes.
In reality, the murderer killed the
woman because she refused to join
the prostitution network.

Legally, the case was on the
right track.

Two weeks later
08:00 a.m.

The papers were ready. Andrra
was ready, and she left to the court.
As she entered the courtroom, the
silence was deafening. Lawyers
often say, “Despite the age and
experience, every fime one enters
the courtroom, they experience the
emotions of a beginner.” This was
true for Andrra today more than
ever.

Ligjérisht, céshtja &shté drejt
fitores.

Dy javé mé pas
Ora 08:00

Dokumentet gati. Andrra po ashtu.
Niset. Mbérrin né sallén e gjyqit.
Qetési. Dégjohet vetém kércitja e
takave t& saj. Thoné se, pavarésisht
nga mosha dhe pérvoja, sa heré hyn
né sallen e gjyqit, pérjeton emocionet
e njé fillestari. Kjo vlen p&r Andrrén
sot mé shumé se kurré.

Ora 08:30

Cekici i gjyqtarit njofton fillimin
e seancés. Trupi gjykues mban
fjalen hyrése. Radha e Andrrés.
Zemra i rreh mé fort se kurré. Syté e
autorit t& krimit, duket sikur kérkojné
ta gllab&rojné. Ndérkohg, ajo kérkon
vazhdimisht syté e familjaréve, sepse
aty gjen motivin pér t& luftuar edhe
mé fort, edhe mé gjaté, edhe mé
me kémbéngulje. Kjo ¢éshtje duhet
fituar medoemos. Pér viktimén, pér
veten, pér t& gjitha vajzat dhe graté.

Ora 09:00

Avokati mbrojtés vazhdon
ta justifikoj& autorin e krimit me

08:30 a.m.

The judge’s gavel announced
the start of the court hearing. The
judicial panel held the opening
speech. Without her realizing, it
was Andrra’s time. Her heart beat
faster than ever, and the eyes of
the murderer bore into her head
as she spoke. In the meantime, she
searched to create contact with
the victim's relatives’ eyes because
there, she found the motive to fight
stronger, longer, and with more
perseverance. This case should be
won at all costs. She owes this to the
victim, to herself and all women and
girls.

09:00 a.m.

The defense attorney continues
to justify the murderer’s crime with
the “honor”. What attorney on earth
would justify a murder this way,
saying it was to “protect the man’s
dignity and honor”?

Andrra is nervous. She wants
to explode and scream: “What
the hell is going on? Justifying a
crime with the honor?! How can
this “professional” attorney defend
the crime?! What is this “honor”
that costs people lives?” Are they
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“nderin”. E cili shté ai avokat q&,
pa iu dridhur gerpiku, thoté se
“ishte nj& vrasje pér nder”?

Andrrén nuk e z& vendi. Do
t& shpérthejg, t& ulérasg! C'éshte
ky diskutim ku vrasja justifikohet,
aq mé tepér me nderin?! C'éshté
ky profesionist g&¢ mbron krimin?!
C'ashté ky nder gqé merr jete?!
Vértet po emértohet si “njé vrasje
pér nder” ky krim i rénd& kundér
jetés? Si mund t& vrasésh diké
vetém pse éshté grua dhe mé
pas & guxosh ta veshé&sh k&té
vrasje me petkun e turpshém t&
njé “nderi” t& rrem&? Si mundet
t& kérkosh kujdestaring e feémijés
pasi i ke vraré para syve nénén?!
C'do t'i thuash atij?! Mos vallg
se, ishte faji i saj dhe se né ké&té
histori viktima e vérteté ishe ti, qé
“t6 cenuan nderin?!

Ora 12:00

Seancés po i afrohet fundi.
Vértetohet akuza se autori
i krimit shté pjesé e njé rrjeti
prostitucioni. Trupi gjykues
vendos se vrasja éshté me
paramendim, shto kryerjen
e krimit ng sy t& fémijés,
armémbajtjen pa leje, tentativén
pér arratisje apo edhe kércénimet

for real calling a severe crime
against life “a crime to protect
the honor”? How can one kill
someone just because she is a
woman and later have the guts
to “dress” this crime up with the
clothes of a fake honor? Where
do you find the courage to
demand a child’s custody after
you killed their mom?! What
are you going to tell the kid?!
Will you maybe tell him it was
the victim’s fault and that the real
victim was you, because “she
hurt your honor?!”

12:00 p.m.

The trial is slowly coming to
an end.

Evidence backs the charge
that the murderer is part of
a prostitution network. The
judicial panel concludes that
the murder is premeditated
and willful. On top of this, it
was committed in the child’s
presence; the perpetrator had
an illegal weapon, attempted to
escape justice, and he threatened
Andrra.

The kid's custody is granted
to the woman's parents.

An investigation is ongoing
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karshi avokates.

Kujdestaria e fémijés u jepet
familjaréve t& sé ndjerés.

Rrjeti i prostitucionit po hetohet.

| pandehuri dénohet me burgim
pér njé kohé shumé t& gjate.

Kjo betejé &shté vetém fillimi.

Ora 14:00

Andrra jep njé infervisté né&
televizion:

“Do t& doja ta nisja keté rréfim
me ‘Na ishte njé heré...” ose ‘Na
ishte se ¢’'na ishte...; mirépo kjo
histori nuk &shté frillim, nuk éshté
fryt i imagjinatés sime t& shfrenuar,
nuk ka as princ & kaltér qé shpéton
princeshén dhe as kucedra
mistike. Madje, nuk mund t& themi
as ‘na ishte, sepse ende ‘ésht&’;
ende vajzat e graté dhunohen,
trafikohen, vriten. Me kegardhje
them se, shogéria shqiptare dhe
patriarkalizmi, kané lidhur njé nyjé
tepér t& forté mes tyre, njé nyjé né
dukje t& pazgjidhshme, por g¢ mund
t'ia gjgimé anén.

Jetojmé né njé shogéri ku makthi
béhet realitet dhe realiteti pérmbush
frikérat fona mé t& thella. Mentaliteti
godet pa pyetur se ¢'plagé 16 pas.

Emri im, si¢ kuptohet lehté, do
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for the prostitution network.

The defendant is sentenced to
prison for a long, long time.

But this victory is just the
beginning.

14:00 p.m.

Andrra gives an inferview to
journalists.

“I would have wanted to start
this confession with ‘Once upon a
time...” or ‘There once was a...”, but
the truth is that this story is not fiction
nor the fruit of my imagination. There
are no princes saving princesses nor
mystical creatures. And we cannot
even say “there once was a...”
because “there still is a...” abused,
trafficked or killed girl or woman
somewhere around us. It is with
profound sorrow that | say that the
Albanian society and the patriarchy
have strengthened their grip on
women, which is difficult to loosen.

We live in a world where the
scariest nightmare becomes a reality,
and the fact gives life to our deepest
fears. The mentality hits hard, not
caring about the wounds it leaves
behind.

As you can realize, my name
means “dream” ', and my dream is

1 “Andrra” stands for “dream” in the
northern Albanian dialect

18 thotg “ndérr”, ama, géllimi im
éshte gé fe gjithe t& bejme dicka

qé shoqgéria joné t& krijojé mjedisin
ku graté, vajzat, burrat dhe djemte

18 ndihen t& barabarts, qé barazia
gjinore & mos mbetet vec njé
“andérr” Dhe uné nuk do t& ndalem,
por do & vazhdoj & luftoj, jo vetém
pér éndrrén time, por dhe pér éndrrat
e shumé Andrrave 1é tjera, Andrra

18 cilat nuk munden & jené kétu sof,
sepse fati gé shoqgéria ka caktuar pér
to, éshté njé tietér. Ndaj, pér t& gjitha
Andrrat plot “andrra” qé na ndjekin
sot, mé lejoni t& them: Asnjéheré mos

vini né dyshim affésité tuaja. Asnjéheré

mos lejoni tju thoné se nuk mundeni
apo se nuk duhet! Unég, ti, t& gjitha ne,
mund & béhemi ato gé duam né jeté.
Uné sot vendosa t& béhem vajza qé
vé né vend drejtésiné e munguar pér
njé vajzé tetér. Po ti, cfaré déshiron &
behesh? Kush déshiron t& jesh?”

14

Asnjéheré mos lejoni t'ju
thoné se nuk mundeni apo
se nuk duhet! Unég, ti, t&
gjitha ne, mund t& béhemi
ato qé duam né jeté

b

to live in a society where women,
girls, men and boys are equal
and where gender equality
doesn’t remain just a dream.

I will never give up, and I will
continue fighting, not just for my
dreams, but also for the countless
Andrras, Andrras that cannot

be heard today because of the
destiny that the society assigned
for them differently. So | stand
here today to say to all the
Andrras watching this interview:
Never doubt yourself. Never allow
anyone to say that you cannot or
that you shouldn't! |, you, all of
us, can become what we want in
life. Today | decided to become
the woman who made justice for
another innocent woman. What
about you? What do you want
to become in life? Who do you
want to be?”

14

Never doubt yourself. Never
allow anyone to say that you
cannot or that you shouldn't!
l, you, all of us, can become
what we want in life

%
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Na ishte njéheré njé vajzé gé
quhej Rozafé. Ajo u rrit n& Shkodér,
nga dy prindér & geté e t& dashur.
Q& né vegjéli, Rozafa dallonte pér
shpirtin rebel dhe pér aftésité e
saj pér t& organizuar shoget t'iu
dilnin kundér padrejtésive. Késhtu,
njé heré u mésoi atyre si t& mos
rregullonin krevatin, thjesht sepse
nuk i pélgente kur nénat u thoshin
vajzave se “djemté mund 1& jené t&
rrémujshém, por pér vajzat rrémuja
ashté turp.”

Vitet kaluan ké&shtu, me Rozafén
e inatosur me padrejtésité e vogla
t& femijérisé, por ajo nuk e dinte
se bota e 1& rriturve ishte edhe
mé e ashpér. Ajo do 1& rritej, do
t& martohej me burrin & donte,
madje do t& lindte edhe njé djale
t& vogél; por shpirti i saj rebel
nuk ishte sprovuar deri ditén kur e
paimagjinueshmja ndodhi. Gjithcka
nisi nga kalaja né kodeér, t& cilén
burri i saj dhe dy véllezérit e tij,
nuk po arrinin dot ta ndértonin e

t& géndronte né kémbé&. Muri g&
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Once upon a time, there was
a girl called Rozafa. She grew up
in Shkodeér, raised by charming
and soft-spoken parents. Since she
was a kid, Rozafa was known for
her rebellious nature and inspiring
her friends to speak out against
injustices. Once, she taught her
friends not to make their bed,
simply because she hated it when
her mother told her, “Boys can be
disorderly, but girls cannot, as it is a
shame for them to be disorderly.”

The years went by, with Rozafa
rebelling against the not-so-
significant injustices of childhood,
but she didn’t know that the world
of grown-ups was even harsher.
Rozafa grew up and married the
man she loved and had a child of
her own. But life didn’t challenge
her rebellious nature until the
unexpected happened. Everything
started because of the castle on the
top of the hill, which her husband
and her two older brothers were
trying to build but couldn’t. The

ndértonin ditén, prishej natén.

Njé dite, teksa cekanét rrihnin
dhe djersa avullonte sapo prekte
mbi gurét e pjekur nga dielli, kaloi
atypari njé plak i mogém.

— Puna e mbarg, o tre véllezér!

— Té mbaré pac, o plak i mirg!
Po ku e sheh ti t& mbarén tong?
Ditén punojmé&, natén muri prishet.
A di t& na thuash njé fjalg t& mirg?
C'té b&jmé gé t& mbajmé muret né
kembe?

— Uné e di — u tha plaku — por
e kam pér mékat t'jua them.

— Ate mekat hidhe mbi kryet
tona, se ne duam ta mbajmé né
kembe kete kashtjelle.

Plaku u mendua dhe i pyeti:

— A jeni t& martuar, o frima? A |
keni ju 1& tre vashat tuaja?

— Té martuar jemi — i thané
ata, — dhe t& tre | kemi vashat tona.
Na thuaj pra, ¢'t& b&jmé gé kjo
keshtjellg t& mbahet ng kembg?

— Nése doni ta géndroni, njérén
nga fri vashat tuaja, duhet ta merrni

e ta murosni t& gjallé né kashtjelle.

walls they made during the day were
ruined at night.

One day, as the hammers
hammered relentlessly, an old man
passed nearby.

“I'wish you good work,
brothers!”

“Thanks, old man! But where do
you see the good in this work of
ours? We work hard during the day,
and at night the walls get destroyed.
Do you have a comforting word for
us? What should we do so that the
walls stand tall and don't fall?”

“I'know what you need to do,”
said the old man. “But | cannot tell
you. It would be a sin.”

“Let us carry that sin in
ourselves, and please tell us
because we need to know how to
keep this castle standing.”

The old man reflected for a
while and asked the brothers.

"Are you married, brothers?

Do you have your three women at
home?"”

“The three of us are married,”
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Atéheré keni pér ta paré se muri do
t& zéré vend dhe do t& géndrojé

pér jeté e mot. — Tha késhtu plaku,
pastaj shkoi; tani u pa, pastaj s'u pa.

Véllezérit nuk nxorén asnjé fjalé.

* k%

Né& mbrémje ata u treguan
vashave pér até gé plaku i panjohur
iu kishte theng; por até cka nuk
iu freguan ishte se, ata ndérkohé&
kishin rén& dakord né fshehtési se
né& mur do t& murosnin nusen g&
do t& kundérshtonte e para; dhe
natyrisht qé rebelja Rozafé ishte
ajo gé kundérshtoi menjeheré. Ajo
nuk duronte dot padrejtésité mé t&
vogla, lére mé njé gjé kaq ekstreme.
E kishte t& pamundur t& kuptonte
se si burrat mund t& vendosnin deri
edhe pér jetén e njé gruaje.

— Nése e doni kag shumé
kete keshtjellg, aqg sa do & ishit
t& gatsheém t& sakrifikonit njé jeté
njeriu, pérse nuk muroset njéri nga

ju? Pérse duhet t& vendosin burrat
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they answered. “And the three of us
have our wives. So, tell us, what can
we do so that the castle stands on its
feet?”

“If you want your castle to
stand, what you'll have to do is to
sacrifice one of your three wives
by enclosing her in the wall, alive.
Only then you can see that the walls
will stand in eternity.” That was all
the old man said, then he went.

The brothers were shocked and

speechless.

* kK

In the evening, the brothers told
their wives what the old man had
advised them. What they didn't tell
them is that they had secretly agreed
to enclose the woman who'd be the
first to oppose them, and of course,
as you may have imagined by now,
the rebel Rozafa was she. She
would not tolerate minor injustices,
let alone such extreme ones. It was

unthinkable to her that men could

PEr jetén toné, sikur ajo & mos
kishte asnjé vlerg? — tha ajo. Edhe
kunatat e saj ishin t& nj¢ mendjeje.

— O véllezér t& mirg, cfaré po
thoni? Nuk mé besohet cfaré po
dégjoj! A nuk po e ndértoni ket
kala pikerisht pér t& mbrojtur njerézit
tuaj mé t& dashur? C’kuptim ka
& murosni njérén nga ne, pér t&é
ngritur njé kala, géllimi i s& cilés
éshté pikerisht t& na mbrojé t&
gjithéve? — shtoi me bindje nusja e
madhe.

— Ne mund t& bgjmé edhe pa
keshtjellén, por jo pa Rozafén. Nuk
mund t& b&jmé pa asnjé nga njerézit
e shtrenjté né jetén toné dhe Rozafa
&shté nje prej tyre, — vazhdoi nusja
e mesme. — Nése ju keni k&té
mendje, ne do t& luftojmé deri né
fund gé ta shpétojmé Rozafén,
ose do t& arratisemi s& bashku me
femijet.

Nuset reaguan sepse e donin
shumé kunatén e tyre, por edhe
sepse e dinin se nuk béhej fjale

vetém pér t& shpétuar jetén e
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decide for women’s most precious
gift, their very life.

“If you want this castle so
desperately to stand, to the point
you would be willing to sacrifice a
person’s life, why don’t you enclose
one of you? Why are men to decide
about women’s lives as if they had
no value at all?” she said.

Her sisters-in-law agreed. “Good
Lord, what are you talking about?
| can't believe what my ears are
hearing! Aren’t you building this
castle precisely because you want to
protect your beloved people? Does
it make any sense to enclose one of
us in the castle walls to make it stand
when the purpose of this castle is to
profect us all?” added the wife of
the first brother.

“We can do without the castle,
but not without Rozafa. We cannot
do without any of our beloved
people in our lives, and Rozafa is
one of them,” continued the second
brother’s wife. “If this is your final

decision, we will fight till the end



Rozafés, por edhe tyren, pasi
t& nesérmen, ato mund 1&
béheshin kurban pér njé tjeter
teké t& burrave.

Véllezérit u pané sy mé
sy. | vogli foli i pari, pas disa
minutash heshtjeje:

— O véllezér, a éshte e
shenjté besa pér ju? | kam
premtuar familjes sé Rozafés se
do t& kujdesem pér t&. Nuk e
di cfaré isha duke menduar kur
pranova ta murosja thjesht pé&r
hir t& njé keshtjelle. Tani ndihem
i turpéruar. Ajo g& duhet
sakrifikuar, &shté thjesht lakmia
joné pér toka, késhtjella, ar dhe
mall. Ajo duhet murosur njéheré
e miré. Mé& miré njé jeté me
Rozafén né kasolle, sesa njé jeté
pa t& né késhtjellg!

Kag tha véllai i vogél dhe
heshtja pllakosi sérish. Késaj
here nuk zgjati me minuta, por

me oré té téra... derisa nata i

pErpiu.

to save Rozafa, or otherwise, we will
escape with her.”

Rozafa's sisters-in-law backed her
up because they loved her, but also
because they knew that this wasn't only
about saving Rozafa’s life but also theirs.
They knew that the next day, they could
become the sacrifice of their husbands’
whim.

The three brothers looked each
other in the eyes. The youngest one
was the first one to speak, after a few
minutes of silence:

“Dear brothers, is besa sacred for
you? | promised Rozafa's family that |
would take care of her. | don't know
what | thought when | agreed to enclose
her in the castle wall, just for the sake
of the castle. Now | feel ashamed.
What we should sacrifice is our greed
for land, castles, gold and goods. That
greed should be enclosed in the wall,
once and for all. It is better to live with
Rozafa in a shack than live a life in a
castle without her!” So said the little

brother, and there was silence again.
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* Kk x

Méngjesi erdhi sérish. Ate
nat& askush nuk mundi t& flejé. Kur
nuset dolén né oborr t& mbushnin
ujé né pus, pané aty veglat e
punés dhe burrat g& rrinin ndané
njé zjarri g& po shuhej. Askush
nuk kishte nevojé té thoshte
asgjé. Gjithcka ishte e garté
dhe e dukshme. Véllezérit kishin
zgjedhur kasollet dhe Rozafén, né
vend t& késhtjellés s& mallkuar &

e vuri né sprové karakterin e tyre.

14

Véllezérit kishin zgjedhur
kasollet dhe Rozafén,

né vend t& késhtjellés

sé& mallkuar & e vuri né
sprové karakterin e tyre

* Kk K

The morning came, but not one
of them had slept a single wink.
When the three women went out
in the yard to get some water from
the well, they saw the working tools
of their husbands on the ground
and their husbands sitting around a
dying fire. No one needed to say
anything - everything was clear. The
three brothers had chosen the shacks
instead of the cursed castle that tested

their character.

14

The three brothers
had chosen the shacks
instead of the cursed
castle that tested their
character

2 b
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Krenare ngrihet mbi Bunén e
gjeré dhe mbi gytetin e Shkodrés,
keshtjella e lashté e Rozafatit. A keni
dégjuar ndonjéheré pér legjendén
e késaj keshtjelle? Historia e saj
gshté shumé e vjetér, po ag e
vjetér sa dhe veté historia e popullit
shqiptar. Ja se ¢'thoté kjo legjendé:

P&r tri dité e tri net&, njgé mjegull
e dendur u var mbi Buné dhe e
mbuloi t& t&rén. Pas tri ditésh e
tri netésh, fryu njé eré e lehté g&

e lartoi dhe shpuri mjegullén lart,
deri né kodrén e Valdanuzit. N&
majé t& kodrés punonin tre véllezér.
Ata kishin dymbédhjete dité q&
merreshin me ndértimin e njé
keshtjelle, por ende nuk po arrinin
ta lartonin, sepse muri g& ndértonin
ditén u shembej natén.

"Cekanét godasin né gur,
ditén ngrené njé mur.

Natén si me magji,

themelet tronditen,

muri kriset, shembet.

L& pas njé mjegull pluhuri...”

Ditét kalonin njéra pas tjetrés,
pérsérisnin njéra-tjetrén, i ngjasonin
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Proudly standing above the
broad and beautiful Buna River is
Shkodra castle, the ancient castle
of Rozafa. Have you ever heard the
legend about this castle? Its story is
as old as the story of the Albanian
people itself. Here's what the legend
says:

For three days and three nights,
a dense fog covered the Buna River.
After three days and three nights, a
light breeze slowly pushed the fog
up to the Valdanuz hill. At the top of
the hill, three brothers were working
hard. They had tried for twelve
days to build a castle, but they still
weren't able o make the walls stand,
because the walls they created
during the day were destroyed at
night.

“Hammers hit the stone,

during the day building a wall.
At night like a magic,
foundations shake,

the walls fall, break.

Leaving behind a fog of dust...”

One day passed. Then another.
What a misfortune! In the meantime,

njératjetrés. C'fatkeqési! Ndérkohe
cekanét vazhdonin e godisnin pa
ndalim...

Njé pasdite tetori, kur dielli nuk
kishte perénduar ende, na shkon aty
prané njé shtojzovalle.

— Puna mbarg, o tre véllezér!

— T& mbaré pac! Po ku e sheh ti
t& mbarén tong?! Kemi dymbé&dhjeté
dité g& pérpigemi t& ngremé muret
e késaj keshtjelle, por pa dobi. Pasi
dielli peréndon dhe zhytet thellé n&
horizont, kur ne largohemi, muret
shemben si me magji. Ah! S'e
marrim vesh pse po na ndjek ky fat i
zil — ofshau véllai i madh.

— Medet! — psherétiu i dyti.

— Moj shtojzovalle e mirg, t&
lutemi, mos vallé di t& na japésh
ndonjé keshille? — e pyeti véllai i
vogél.

Shtojzovallja Rozafé u mendua
pak, pastaj i pyeti:

— A jeni t& martuar, o djem?

— Po, gé té tre jemi t& martuar
me tre vasha & mira.

— Atéherg, né doni gé késhtjella
t& géndrojg, ju duhet ndihma e tyre.
Kjo késhtjellé ka nevojé pér forcén
e grave, po aq sa edhe t& burrave.

hammers hit the stones endlessly...

One October afternoon, when
the sun hadn't yet gone down, a
sylph passed nearby.

"I wish you a good work,
brothers!”

“Thank you, but there’s nothing
good about our work. It has been
twelve days already, that we are
trying to build the walls of this
castle, but it is useless. After the
sun goes down and sinks deep into
the horizon and we leave, the walls
crash and fall like magic. Ah! We
don’t understand this bad luck!”
moaned the oldest of the brothers.

“Unbelievable!”

“Dear sylph, please, do you
maybe have any advice to give us?”
asked the youngest of the brothers.

The sylph stop and thought for a
few moments, then asked the men:

"Are you married?”

“Yes, the three of us are
married, with three lovely wives.”

“So, if you want the castle to
stand, you need their help. This
castle needs the power of women as
much as it needs the men’s power.
Then you will see that the walls

Ema Mecaj - The legend of Rozafa | 93



Atéheré do t& shikoni se muret do
t& zéné vend dhe do t& géndrojng
pér jeté e mot. Ndihma e njé gruaje
do t& sjellé ndryshimin, sepse njésoj
si shtépia, edhe kjo késhtjelle g&
do t& jeté shtépia juaj; nuk géndron
n& kémbé nése nuk ndértohet si
me djersén e grave, ashtu edhe t&
burrave. Kjo &shté arsyeja pérse
muret nuk géndrojng, — tha k&shtu
shtojzovallja Rozafé dhe u la uratén
tre véllezérve.

Né mbrémje, kur ata u kthyen
né shtépi, iu rréfyen grave ato cka
kishin dégjuar.

"Q& muret t& géndrojng,
keshtjella t& ndértohet,
pér jeté e mot & lartohet,
na duhet ndihma juaj!
Bashkimi bén fuging!

Kur burrat dhe graté
forcat bashkojnég,
gjithcka mund t& arrijng!”

Graté dhe burrat u béné bashke
pér & ndértuar késhtjellén, ashtu
sic kishin filluar t& ndértonin jetén e
tyre, me besim dhe krah njérijetrit.
Dité pas dite, muret lartoheshin
dhe géndronin t& forta. Mallkimi u
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stand still for an eternity. The help
of a woman will bring the change,
because just as a house, this castle
is going fo be your house; it won't
stand if it is not built with the sweat
of both men and women. This is
the reason why the walls don’t
stand!” said Rozafa, the sylph,
wished the brothers all the best and
disappeared.

In the evening, when the three
brothers got back home, they told

their wives what the sylph told them.

“If you want to walls to stand,

the castle to not crash,

but live for an eternity,

we need your help!

Unity is strength!

When men and women

join forces,

they can achieve everything!”
Men and women came together

to build the castle, the same way

they had started to make their lives

together, with trust and side by side.

Day by day, the walls grew higher
and stood stronger. The curse was
broken, and the castle was built.

The three brothers and their wives

prish dhe k&shtjella u ngrit. Véllezérit
dhe nuset e tyre rané dakord gé ajo t&
merrte emrin e shtojzovalles Rozafé, e
cila i shpétoi nga mallkimi.

* k%

Keshtjella e Rozafés géndron
madhéshtore mbi gytetin e Shkodrés
ende sot e k&saj dite, si njé mesazh
pageje dhe bashkimi; sepse ¢do
keshtjellg, cdo shtépi, cdo familje
géndron e forté dhe e palékundur né&se
vendos né& themel forcén e madhe
dhe t& pashtershme t& bashk&punimit,
mbéshteties e mirékuptimit ndérmjet
gruas dhe burrit g& vendosin ta
ndértojné s& bashku até.

14

Graté dhe burrat u béné
bashké pér t& ndértuar
késhtjellén, ashtu sig¢ kishin
filluar t& ndértonin jetén e
tyre, me besim dhe krah
njéri-tjetrit 99

agreed to name the castle after
Rozafa, the sylph will, because she
saved the brothers from the curse.

* Kk Kk

Rozafa's Castle still stands
strong to this day, overlooking
Shkodra city as a message of
peace and unity. This is because
every castle, every house,
every family stands solid and
steady if in its foundations are
the inexhaustible and immense
power of complicity, support and
understanding between the men
and women who decide to build a
life together.

14

Men and women came
together to build the
castle, the same way they
had started to make their
lives together, with trust

and side by side 99
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Lexoni kété fregim dhe né fund, shkruajeni vet zhvillimin dhe
pérfundimin e tij, gjithmoné pérmes lenfes sé barazisé gjinore.

Read the story below and at the end of it, write your own
version of the development and ending of this story, always
through the lenses of gender equality.

Shumé kohé mé parg, né njé
fshat t& vogél e jo fort t& njohur t&
quajtur Djalg, pér shkak t& sistemit
patriarkal g& diktonte jetén e
banoréve t& tij, jetonte njé bujk me
vajzat e tij binjake. Ato ishin si drita,
t& shkathéta dhe guximtare. Batoni,
késhtu quhej bujku, ushgente nj&
dashuri & madhe dhe ishte i lumtur
me vajzat. Cdo dité iu mésonte
gjéra té reja, por edhe mésonte pre;
tyre.

Banorét e fshatit i donin binjaket
sa ishin t& vogla, por kur u rritén,
natyra e tyre rebele, gé i dallonte
nga bashkémoshataret, filloi t& dilte
mé né& pah; njerézit nuk tregoheshin
fort t& dashur me to. Kur kaluan
moshén 12-vjecare, Vjosa dhe Buna
s'i lané lojérat g& bénin dikur me
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A long time ago, in a tiny and
not so well-known village called
Djalg, there lived a farmer with his
twin girls. They were two sweet,
smart and brave girls. Baton, the
farmer, had a great love for his

little girls and was happy with them.

Every day he taught them new
things, but at the same time, he
learned new things from them.
The villagers loved the girls
when they were still little, but when
they grew up, the rebellious nature
that distinguished them from their
peers became more evident; the
villagers were not good to them.
When they turned 12, Vjosa and
Buna didn't give up their games
with other girls and boys. They
didn’t enjoy staying indoors to

djem e vajza. Atyre s'u pélgente t&
mbylleshin né& shtépi, t& merreshin
me puné dhe né kohé t& lirg, t&
géndisnin apo t& thurnin triko.
Paragjykimet pér to, sa vinin e
shtoheshin. Kjo i trishtonte vajzat,
por edhe bujkun Baton. Megjithaté,
ai i donte me koké& dhe i mbéshteste
né cdo gjé. Binjaket ishin t& lira t&
bénin cfaré t& donin. As kjo sjellje
e bujkut nuk shihej me sy t& miré né
fshat, por atij aq i bénte. Réndési
kishte g& Vjosa dhe Buna & ishin t&
lumtura.

Banorét shkonin deri atje, sa
thoshin: “Késhtu &shté kur vajzat
rriten pa néné.” Kur Vjosés dhe
Bunés iu vinin né& vesh keto fjalg,
nuk i kuptonin. Ato s'e kishin njohur
nénén e tyre, pasi ndérroi jeté kur
ishin ende bebe dhe packa se do &
kishin dashur t& kishin nénén afér,
sérish kishin gjithcka pér 18 cilén
kishin nevojg, falé babait. Asgjé nuk
iu mungonte.

Edhe pse ishin binjake dhe u
rritén nga i njéjti njeri, vajzat kishin
ndonjé ndryshim né karakter. Vjosa
ishte natyré mé e térhequr, Buna
mé e shogérueshme, por né thelb,
mbeteshin shoge & mira pér njéra-
tjetrén, sepse iu pélgenin t& njgjtat

take care of the housework and,

in their free time, to embroider or
knit. The prejudices towards them
grew with every day that passed.
This saddened the girls, but also
the farmer. But he loved his twins
and supported them in everything.
The twins were free to do what

they wanted. The farmer’s mentality
wasn't seen with good eyes from the
villagers either, but he didn't care.
What mattered to him was that Vjosa
and Buna were happy.

The villagers went so far that
they said, “This is what happens
when the girls grow without a
mother.” When Vjosa and Buna
heard these words, they couldn't
understand their meaning. They had
never met their mother, because she
died when they were babies, and
although they would have loved their
mother to be with them, they still
had everything they needed, thanks
to their father. There was nothing
missing in their life.

Although the girls were twins
and were raised by the same
person, they had some little
differences. Vjosa was more
withdrawn, while Buna was more
social, but in the end, they were
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gjéra. Afo gjithashtu, kishin inat t&
njéjtat gjéra, si punét e shtépisé, pér
shembull.

Gjéja e parapélqgyer pér binjaket,
ishte t& mésonin 1& luftonin. Kur
ishin t& vogla, ato kishin dégjuar né
fshat nga fémijét e tjerg, por edhe
nga té rriturit, pér heronj, bémat e
t& ciléve i linin gojéhapur. Ama ajo
Q& vinin re vajzat, ishte se né asnjé
prej rréfimeve dhe gojédhénave,
nuk kishte ndonjé vajzé apo grua
gé 1& kishte vraré ndonjé kucedér,
mposhtur ndonjé bajloz apo cliruar
ndonjé fshat t& marré peng nga
pushtuesit. Prandaj, né vend gé
kjo t'i bindte se “heronjté jané
veteém djem”, pérkundrazi, i térhigte
edhe mé shumé. Donin gé kur
t& rriteshin, t& béheshin heroina.
Donin t'i fregonin vetes, babait dhe
gjithé fshatit cfaré ishin né gjendje
t& bénin. Eh! Né fakt, babait s'ishte
nevoja t'i tregonin gjé, sepse ai jo
vetém qgé kishte besim t& verbér tek
ato, por edhe t& palékundur edhe
kur binjaket nuk kishin besim te
vetja. Ama fshatit, fshatit duhet t'i
jepnin njé mésim t& miré.

Me qgéllim gé ato t& shkélgenin
né dyluftim dhe té fitonin medalje
né lojérat q& beheshin né fshatin e

good friends to each other, because
they liked the same things. They
also hated the same things, such as
housework, for instance.

The twins’ favorite thing to do
in their free time was learning how
to fight. When they were litile, they
had heard in the village stories
from other children, but also grown-
ups, about heroes, whose deeds
left them flabbergasted. But what
the girls noticed was that in none
of the legends and fairytales were
there girls and women who had
killed a beast, defeated a monster,
or saved a village kept hostage
by the occupiers. But this pushed
them more instead of convincing
them that “all heroes are men”. They
wanted to be heroines when they
grew up. They wanted to prove
themselves, their father and the
entire village with what they were
capable of. Well, honestly, they
didn’t need to prove their father
anything because he blindly trusted
them, even in those times when the
twins didn’t have trust in themselves!
But to the village, they wanted to
teach them a good lesson.

Because they wanted to glow
in the games they were organizing
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tyre apo né fshatrat pérreth, nevojitej
pérgatitie dhe stérvitje. Bujku Baton,
natyrisht, nuk i pengonte vajzat, madje
i mbéshteste, por fatkegésisht, nuk
mund t'i ndihmonte t& st&rviteshin,
sepse gjithé jetén kishte punuar né
aré dhe s'dinte asgjé pér dyluftimin;
por Vjosén e Bunén, t& rrémbyera si
lumenjté emrat e 1& ciléve mbanin,
nuk i ndalte asgjé. Ato gjenin ményrat
e tyre pér t& mésuar.

in their village and other villages
nearby annually, they needed
training and preparations. Baton,
the farmer, of course, supported
his girls in this passion but couldn’t
help them train. He had worked
his entire life in the field and knew
nothing about fighting, but nothing
could stop Vjosa and Buna. They
found their way to train and learn
new fighting skills.
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* k%

Vitet kaluan dhe jeta rridhte e
geté né fshat. Binjaket ishin rritur
e bujku Baton ishte plakur. Vajzat
i frembeshin idesé se njé dité do
t& duhej t& jetonin pa babané e
shtrenjtg, sidomos né até vend ku
askush nuk i kuptonte; por me vitet
ishin b&ré mé t& zonjat dhe mé t&
forta.

Njé méngjes t& ftohte dimri,
ende pa zbardhur mirg, né
derén e shtépisé s& bujkut Baton
u dégjuan trokitje t& forta e t&
paduruara. Plaku, i cili tashmé
me zor ecte, u ngrit nga shirati i
ngrohté dhe shkoi t& hapte derén.
Binjaket i porositi t& rrinin n&
dhomén e tyre. Vajzat u bindén,
por natyrisht, hapén pakéz derén
e dhomés pér t& paré dhe dégjuar
bisedén mes babait e burrave
hijeréndé. Me copézat e fjaléve
gé arritén t& kapnin, kuptuan se
né fshat po afrohej njé armik i
rrezikshém, prandaj kéta zotérin;
po shkonin deré mé deré pér t&
mbledhur burrat e afté pér lufte.
Sigurisht, plaku Baton nuk ishte nj&
ndér fa.
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Years went by and life was
running as per usual in the village.
The twins had grown up, and the
farmer had gotten old. The girls
were afraid they would one day live
without their dear father by their side,
especially in that village where no one
understood them, but at the time, they
had become braver and stronger.

One cold morning, when the sun
hadn't risen yet, someone knocked
on the farmer’s door. The old man,
who now could hardly walk, rose from
his warm bed and headed toward
the door. He asked the twins to stay
in their room. The girls, of course,
kept their room’s door slightly open
because they wanted to see and hear
what was going on between their
father and the men. With the pieces
of sentences they could listen to, they
understood that a dangerous enemy
was headed to the village, so these
men were going door to door to
recruit boys and men who could fight.
And, of course, the farmer was not
one of them.

Vjosa and Buna would have never
wished for the war because deep

Vjosa dhe Buna nuk do ta
kishin uruar kurré luften, sepse
né& thelb e urrenin dhunén, por
tanimé ishte momenti pér t&
treguar veten, jo mé né lojéra, por
né njé lufté t& vértete. Bene aty
pér aty njé plan. Njéra do t& ikte
me djemté dhe burrat e fshatit pér
t& luftuar n& mal, tjetra do & rrinte
né fshat pér t& mbrojtur ata qé
mbeteshin pas; por pérvec luftés
me armikun, njé tjetér lufté po aq
e véshtiré ishte lufta g& Vjosén ta
lejonin t'u bashkohej burrave né
mal.

- Po ti mund t& maskohesh si
djalg, - i tha Buna.

- Kurrg! Pérse vajzat duhet t&
maskohen pérheré si djem kur
duan t& shkojné né fushébetej&?
Do t'i bgj t& mé pranojné késhtu
si¢ jam. - u pérgjigj Vjosa e
vendosur e & dyja u zotuan tfa
conin deri né fund kété plan.

14

Do t'i bgj t& mé pranojné
késhtu sic jam
29

down, they hated violence, but still,
this was the perfect moment for them
to show the world what they could
do, and this time not in a game, but
a real war. They made a plan straight
away. One of them would go with
the village’s men and boys to fight
the enemy, and the other would stay
in the village to protect the ones left
behind. But besides the war itself,
Vjosa had another battle, as difficult
as that with the enemy, and this
battle was to convince the village

to let Vjosa join the warriors in the
mountain.

“But you can be disguised as a
boy”, Buna told her.

“Never! Why would the girls
always have to be disguised as men
when they want to join the war? | will
make them accept me for what | am.”
Vjosa answered, determined, and the
two girls made an oath to bring their
plan to an end.

1

| will make them accept
me for what | am
29
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/ } Si vijon historia sipas jush ?
How do you think the story goes?
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Kéto tregime jané pjesé e fushatés mbarékombétare t& “16 Ditéve
t& Aktivizmit kundér Dhunés me Bazé Gjinore” nén moton “Béje
botén portokalli: Té ndalim dhunén ndaj grave TANI!”
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These stories are part of the national campaign “16 Days of
Activism against Gender-based Violence” under the slogan
“Orange the world: End Violence against Women NOW!”
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