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Kété pérjetim té késaj drame njerézore déshiroj me e lané né getésiné e rrugétimit

té vet. Autori duket sikur asht secili prej njerézve té pagojé, té€ shtangun, pa asnji

shprehje ngushéllimi me u thané subjekteve té€ veta, e qé i kapet vec shpresés se

me dokumentimin e pafjalé té késaj gjame, diku, dikur, disi do t'ia dalé me i thirré
ndérgjegjes njerézore.

U ndjeva se isha veté autori, e prej késaj ndjesie mora me ua vizualizu renditjen
kétyne pamjeve gé e rréfejné veté historiné e trishté me getésiné e rrjedhjes sé
ditéve té pambarimta.

E késhtu vendosa me i lané prapé sé bashku autorin me audiencén né até
komunikim té heshtun si para 19 vjetésh rranzé Gjallicés.

Me ndjesi té nalté estetiko-artistike, Fatos Lubonja na jep tabloné e népérkambjes
brutale té lirisé njerézore, gé ma paré e kishte provu veté né kurriz, ani pse né
tjetér formé. Brutaliteti i zhvatjes sé€ liris€, pavarésisht prej formés a ményrés,

I€ndon njilloj shpirtin njerézor.

I would like to leave the experience of this human drama to the silence of its
journey. The author has captured the essence of the speechless and stunned
individuals with no expression of condolence to utter to their subjects, clinging to
the hope that the mute documentation of this misery will somewhere, sometime,
somehow manage to call into being the human conscience.

| felt that | - myself - was the author and thus was able to visualize the order of
these images that narrate the sad story with the tranquility that infinite days flow.

| thus decided to leave the author with his audience in that silent communication -
like that of 19 years ago in Gjallica.

With refined aesthetics, Fatos Lubonja presents us with a picture of brutal
infringement of human freedom, which he himself had once experienced ,
although in a different form - the lens. The brutality of the tearing away of freedom,

regardless of its form or manner, equally harms the human soul.

Xhevahir Kolgjini
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Kukés - Bri plagomés prej nga
derdhet dhimbja

nga Fatos Lubonja
25 prill 1999

Té vjen cudi se si mali i Gjallicés, me geleshen e bardhé té déborés mbi krye,
vazhdon té géndrojé pa lévizur teksa sheh nén rrézén e vet kété mjerim té pafund

njerézor.

Kam paré me dhjetéra reportazhe mbi Kukésin népér stacionet televizive mé té
réndésishme té botés, por shkelja mespérmes me kémbé e kétij realiteti ma
rizbulon mé thekshém se kurré faktin se asgjé nuk mund ta zévéndésojé kontakin e
drejtpérdrejté té syrit dhe té krejt genies me té. As kameramanét dhe as fotografét
mé té talentuar nuk mund ta shmangin dot até perde gé e ndan botén virtuale
nga realja dhe as até distancé artistike gé e shndérron dhimbjen né objekt estetik.
Kamera nuk arrin dot té kapé até gé percepton genia njerézore njéherésh me pesé
shqgisat, ndjeshmériné dhe imagjinatén e saj. Syri i kamerés, i strukur pas gelqgit té
trashé té objektivit, nuk e ndjen dot ftohtésiné e shiut me suferiné qé té hyn né
palcé, as erén e tmerrshme té shurrés e té pércit gé rrethon xhaminé dhe Pallatin e
Kulturés té Kukésit; ai nuk e jep dot até qé ndjen dora teksa i prek kokén njé fémije
gé dridhet nga té ftohtit e, mbi té gjitha, nuk i rrok dot té gjitha kéto pérnjéherésh,
sé bashku me gindra detaje té cuditshme gé kap syri njerézor me njé té kthyer koke,
teksa veshét dégjojné histori tmerri nga ata qé vijné pa pushim nga gryka e ferrit.

Kukési éshté gytet 25 mijé banorésh e ndérkaq né shtépité e kuksianéve kané hyré
32 mijé refugjaté. Rreth njégind mijé té tjeré ndodhen ngado: pérreth tij, brenda tij,
né trotuare, dyganeve, nén streha. Njé mjerim njerézor i paparé me té cilin pérballesh
meé sé pari tek Pallati i Kulturés. Shkallét e tij jané t& mbushura cyt me njeréz té
rrazbitur, té cilét nuk ke kurajo t'i shohésh né sy e le mé t'u drejtosh kamerén pér té
fiksuar larminé e pafundme té shprehjeve me té cilat reagohet ndaj vuajtjes. Prandaj
fotot i marr kryesisht nga larg. Né oborrin e Pallatit shpérndahen pako ushgimesh
nga karroceria e njé kamioni. Duar té panumérta ngrihen nga turma e pérkulen drejt
karrocerisé, shémbéllyeshém me kallama qgé i fryn njé eré e furishme — era e urisé

njerézore.
Drejtori i ka hapur dyert e Pallatit. “Gjithé kéta njeréz natén futen pér té fijetur - mé

thoté — por tani i kemi nxjerré gé té ajrosen ambientet” Brenda sallés, Abdyl Frashéri
me Isa Boletinin, té kapur pér dore, sikur e kané humbur até pamjen krenare qé ua ka
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Kukés - By the Wound that
Sills Suffering

by Fatos Lubonja
25 April 1999

It is astonishing how the mountain of Gjallica, with its snowcapped top, continues to
remain motionless as it sees under its foot this infinite human misery.

I have seen dozens of news stories on Kukés in the world's most important television
outlets, yet walking through this bitterness reveals to me, more intensely than ever,
the fact that nothing can replace the feeling when your whole being is in direct
contact with it. The cameramen and even the most talented photographers cannot
avoid that pane that separates the virtual world from the real one, or that artistic
distance that turns suffering into an object of aesthetics. The camera fails to capture
what the human being perceives simultaneously with her five senses, sensitivity,
and imagination. The camera’s eye, well hidden behind the thick glass of the lense,
cannot feel the cold of the rain with the wind penetrating into your bones, nor the
terrible odor of urine and stench surrounding the mosque and the Kukés Palace of
Culture; it cannot transmit what the hand feels as it caresses the head of a child
shaking from the cold, and above all, it cannot capture all of this at the same time,
along with hundreds of strange details that the human eye captures with a single
turn of the head while the ears hear horror stories from those that are constantly
pouring out from the mouth of hell.

Kukés is a town of 25 thousand people, while 32 thousand refugees have entered
the homes of its inhabitants. Approximately a hundred thousand others are
scattered all over: around it, inside it, on sidewalks, in shops, and in shelters. It's
an unprecedented human misery that you first encounter at the Palace of Culture.
Its stairs are filled with gaunt people, whom you do not have the courage to look
in the eyes, let alone point your camera towards in order to capture the endless
variety of expressions with which human beings respond to suffering. | thus take
photos primarily from afar. In the courtyard of the Palace, food packages are being
distributed from a truck’s trailer. Countless arms are raised from the crowd bent
towards the trailer, reminiscent of reeds blown by a fierce wind — the wind of human
hunger.

The Palace Director has opened its doors. “All of these people enter to sleep at
night,” he tells me, “but we have let them out to air the premises.” Within the Palace
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dhéné skulptori i realizmit socialist dhe mezi e durojné kété dhimbje. Pérballé tyre,
i pafugishém, i mbéshtetur né mur, dergjet njé plak kosovar mbi tetédhjeté vjeg,
véshtrimi i fikur i té cilit zor se arrin t'u komunikojé dicka atyre té dyve. Ndonése ka
oré gé njerézit kané dalé jashté ambienteve té Pallatit, me pérjashim té kétij plaku
e ndonjé té sémuri tjetér, brenda vazhdon té kutérbojé njé duhmé e réndé frymeésh
dhe djersésh njerézore.

"Mé bén pérshtypje se jané njeréz qé e njohin rregullin dhe respektin’, tregon
drejtori. “Nuk kam paré té shtyhen a té pérdorin dhunén ndaj njéri-tjetrit. Shih radhét
e telefonave” Vértet, éshté i patregueshém durimi me té cilin kéta njeréz géndrojné
dy nga dy né radhén e pafundme té disa kabinave qé Telekomi Shqiptar i ka vendosur
pér heré té paré né qytetin e Kukésit.
% %

Midis Pallatit t& Kulturés dhe xhamisé shtrihet njé fushé thuajse njé kilometér e
gjaté, gé zbret sé gjeri drejt bregut té ligenit. E gjithé kjo fushé éshté e mbushur,
né disa rreshta, me ato strehét e cuditshme gé tashmé jané béré simboli i kétij
ekzodi biblik. Jané traktorét, me karroceri t&é mbuluara me plastmase gjithfaréshe:
ngjyra-ngjyra, té€ kuqge, té verdha, té bardha, jeshile, por ku, megjithaté, dominon
ai mé i thjeshti dhe mé i holli i plastmaseve, transparenti. Veté ekzistenca e kétyre
lloj strehéve déshmon anakronizmin e asaj qé po ndodh. Traktorét pérdoren pér té
ngarkuar produktet bujgésore, frutat, thasét e grurit dhe ¢do lloj beregeti. | pérdorin
njerézit meé té lidhur me tokén: bujgit dhe fermerét. Né njé gytetérim modern, gé
prodhon traktoré, nuk mund té mendohet gqé kéta té pérdoren si gerre ose shtépi
|évizése pér t'u larguar nga toka gé té ushgen. Por ja gé ndodh edhe kjo, gé
modernizimi i shekullit XX té takohet diku me barbariné mesjetare.

Midis radhéve té traktoréve, né dheun plot pellgje e balté, gjallojné banorét e kétij
kampingu surreal. Sheh fémijé gé kané té ftohté dhe dridhen, pleq té Iéshuar né
rrazbitjen e tyre, té rritur gé galltisin andej-kéndej. Njé shqiptar kaardhurnga Gjermania
dhe ka gjetur né njé cadér plastmasi familjen e té véllait. “Jané shtatémbédhjeté
veta’l thoté. “"Nuk di ¢'té béj me ta. Dua t'i marr né Gjermani, po si? Nuk di as ku
té drejtohem.” Né kété mizéri njerézish cdo lloj zyre duket e pafugishme. Njé pjesé
thoné se nuk kané ngréné buké gysh njé dité mé paré; duken té braktisur. Té tjeré
té tregojné pér meényrat si i kané débuar. Nuk ke ¢'u thua vecse "durim e shpresé’,
teksa ikén kokulur duke menduar pér natén gé po bie me té ftohté dhe shi.
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hall, Abdyl Frashéri and Isa Boletini statues, hand in hand, seem to have lost their
proud appearances given by their Socialist realism sculptor and they hardly endure
this pain. In front of them, helpless, leaning against the wall, an over-eighty-years-
old man lies, whose extinguished gaze can hardly communicate anything to the two
of them. Although people have been out of the Culture Palace for hours, with the
exception of this one old man and some other sick person, the interior continues to
house the stench of the heavy odour of human breath and sweat.

“I'm impressed by how these people observe order and show respect,” says its
director. "I have not seen them push or use violence against one another. Look at
the phone queues.” Indeed, the patience with which these people stand in twos in
the infinite queues before a few phone booths that the Albanian Telecom has placed
for the first time in the town of Kukés is inexpressible.
* % %

Between the Palace of Culture and the mosque lies a nearly one kilometer long slope
that descends to the shore of the lake. This entire area is filled, in several lines, with
those strange shelters that have now become the symbol of this Biblical exodus.
There are tractors with trailers covered in all sorts of plastic sheets: multicoloured,
red, yellow, white or green, with the simplest and the thinnest transparent plastic
sheet dominating, however. The very existence of these kinds of shelters proves
the anachronism of what is going on. Tractors are used to load fruits, wheat bags
and any sorts of agricultural products. Those who use them are the people most
connected to the land — the farmers. A modern civilization that produces tractors,
cannot imagine them as carriages or mobile houses on which to abandon the very
soil that feeds you. Yet, this does happen; somewhere 20th century modernization

meets medieval barbarianism.

In between the lines of tractors, amongst the muddy ponds, reside the inhabitants
of this surreal camp. You see children who are cold and shaking, the elderly
surrendering to their weakness, grown-ups running up and down. An Albanian has
come from Germany and found his brother’s family in a tent. “There are seventeen
of them,” he says. “l do not know what to do. | want to take them to Germany, but
how? | don't even know where to address [their concerns].” In this crowd of people
every kind of office seems helpless. Some say they have not eaten since yesterday;
they seem abandoned. Others tell about the ways they've been driven out. And all
you can say to them is “patience and hope,” as you withdraw with a lowered gaze,
thinking about the cold rainy night approaching.
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Méngjesi

Ngrihem herét me njé ndjenjé faji gé kam fjetur né té ngrohté. Dua té shoh ¢faré
béhet né até méngjes té ftohté, ku kané fjetur gjithé ata njeréz. Gjéja e paré gé
ndesh éshté radha e telefonave. Nuk ka ndryshuar, me siguri ka mbetur ashtu gjaté
gjithé natés. Lehtésohem kur shoh se shkallét e Pallatit t&é Kulturés jané bosh.
Njerézit jané brenda.

Megijithaté, gyteti ka njé |évizje t&€ pazakonté pér orén gjashté t& meéngjesit. Nga
sheshi pérballé Pallatit t& Kulturés nisen autobusét: Tirang, Vloré, Skrapar, Polican...

pér nga nuk nisen.

Prapa Pallatit t& Kulturés, Kryqi i Kuqg finlandez ka hapur njé spital me tenda té
bardha, té cilat né méngjes sikur bien mé shumé né sy. Edhe aty kané filluar té hyjné
e té dalin njeréz.

Nisem pér te xhamia. Né korridorin e jashtém té saj disa gra t& moshuara vazhdojné
té flené, té shtrira radhazi gati njéra pérmbi tjetrén. Brenda né xhami, ku njé pjesé
jané cuar e njé pjesé vazhdojné té flené, ka njé duhmeé té tmerrshme gé mé bén té
dal jashté menjéheré.

Né korridoret midis radhéve me traktoré, mé té pagjumét kané filluar té dalin nga
mbulesat me plastmas. Drejtohen mé sé pari pér te dy nevojtore té zeza plastmasi
gé jané vendosur prané ligenit nga UNHCR-ja. Prané tyre éshté njé rezervuar i
madh cilindrik prej plastmasi gé e ¢on ujin me disa tuba té trashé né njé lloj cezme
portative me disa rubineta. Disa kané mbledhur shkarpa dhe po ndezin zjarr né disa
kazané té nxiré nga tymi. Diku mé tej shoh njeréz gé vijné me buké né krah — dy,
tri, nganjéheré edhe katér copé. Jané disa kamiona gé shpérndajné bukén. Pamja e
bukés né krahét e kétyre njerézve sikur ta ngroh pak shpirtin.

Dielli fillon e del gé prapa malit té Gjallicés, e me dritén e tij shtohet edhe |évizja.
Jeta, megjithaté, duket se po triumfon edhe né kété ferr. Diku uji né kazanin e zi
ka filluar té ziejé, diku jané mbledhur rreth dhe po hané. Diku kané hapur radion
me bateri dhe dégjojné lajmet e Tiranés. Ndonjé grua ka filluar té lajé. Fémijét kané
zgjeruar shogériné dhe vende-vende i sheh té luajné. Né gendér té Kukésit éshté
njé si park (edhe ai i mbushur me traktoré) ku ndodhet edhe njé rroté lojérash. Disa
fémijé jané varur mbi até rroté té zezé dhe pérpigen ta sjellin vérdallé. Kané déshiré
té fotografohen. Qeshin para kamerés me njé pafajési dhe gézim jete gé té cudit
kur mendon se cfaré kané kaluar. Nuk ka se si ndodh ndryshe, pérderisa éshté veté
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The Morning

| get up early with a sense of guilt that | slept in a warm place. | want to see what's
going on in the cool morning, where have all those people slept. The first thing you
encounter are the phone queues. They have not changed; they certainly must have
remained like that throughout the night. I'm relieved to see that the stairs of the
Palace of Culture are empty. Everybody is inside.

Yet, there is unusual movement in the town for six o'clock in the morning. From
the square opposite the Palace of Culture, buses depart. To Tirana, Vlora, Skrapar,
Polican... all sorts of departures.

Behind the Palace of Culture, the Finnish Red Cross has opened a hospital with
white tents that seem to catch the eye more in the morning. People are entering
and exiting there, too.

| walk towards the mosque. In its outer corridor, a few elder women are still asleep,
lying side-by-side almost one on top of the other. Inside the mosque, where some
are waking up and others continuing to sleep, there is a terrible smell that convinces

me leave instantly.

In the isles between the lines of tractors, the sleepless have started to emerge from
their plastic covers. First, they head towards the two black plastic toilets placed by
the lake by UNHCR. Next to them is a large plastic cylindrical reservoir that channels
the water through some thick tubes into a portable set of taps. Some have picked
up kindling wood and are burning fire in cauldrons darkened from smoke. Somewhat
further | observe people approaching, carrying bread in their arms - two, three,
sometimes even four loaves. There are trucks distributing bread. Seeing bread in

these people’s arms warms my soul for a brief moment.

The sun begins to emerge behind the mountain of Gjallica, and with its light the
movement increases. Life, however, seems to be prevailing even in this hell. The
water in some of the dark cauldrons has started to boil; some people have gathered
around and are eating. A few have switched on the radio and are listening to the
news from Tirana. A few women have started to do the washing. Children have
expanded their social circles and you see them play here and there. In the center
of Kukés there is a park (also filled with tractors) with a ferris wheel. Some children
are hanging over that black wheel and are trying to make it turn. They like being
photographed. They smile before the camera with an innocence and a joy of life
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instikti i jetés gé i ka sjellé kétu.

Ata dhe ne

Vértet pjesa mé e dhimbshme e késaj tragjedie jané fémijét, sepse ata jané mé té
pambrojturit. Por, kur i sheh té luajné dhe té geshin para kamerave, e kupton se nuk
jané ata g€ do ta ndjejné mé sé shumti kété tragjedi. Kéta, pa dyshim, jané pleqté
gé kané paré shtépité dhe krejt punén e jetés sé tyre t'u shkatérrohen.

Duke i paré kéta njeréz né até gjendje, pa dyshim té vjen pyetja: sa e ndjejné né
kéto caste dhimbjen? Mé duket sikur nuk kané pasur dhe nuk kané kohé pér ta
ndjeré tmerrin gé kané kaluar dhe po kalojné. Kané gené né lufté pér t'i shpétuar
vdekjes, tani jané né lufté pér mbijetesé. Plagén e kané ende té€ nxehté. Dhimbjen
do t'ia ndjejné mé voné. Kamerat televizive kané dhéné shumé njeréz duke garé.
Uné, né kété mizéri, pashé shumeé pak, madje vetém njé grua, dhe sapo ndalova pér
té meésuar se ¢'mund t'i kishte ndodhur, dégjova burrin t'i thoshte: “Mos gaj, se po

ndalet krejt hallku po na sheh”

Né fakt, t& ndjerit e késaj gjéme éshté luksi i hidhur i yni gé i shohim nga jashté, pa
gené né gjendje t'i ndihmojmé. Shpesh, mé e réndé éshté ta shohésh dhimbjen nga
jashté sesa ta pérjetosh né Iékuré. Kur je duke u pérballur trup me trup me té kegen,
né gjendjen e njé aktiviteti t& ethshém, sikur mpihen disa pjesé té shpirtit gé rrisin
ndjeshmeériné e ligéshtimin dhe funksionojné ato gé té rrisin rezistencén. Dhimbja
shpirtérore, mé e rénda e dhimbjeve, éshté mé shumé fryt i njé gjendjeje né té
cilén funksionojné té gjitha ndjesité dhe imagjinata ka kohé té kthehet né kujtime e
imazhe té shtrenjta, ndoshta té humbura pérgjithnjé.

Né fakt, déshmitarét e jashtém, té cilét népérmjet aftésisé njerézore pér té
imagjinuar, identifikohen né kéto gaste me dhimbjen e tyre, me até gé ata po ndjejné
dhe do ta ndjejné nesér, ndjehen shumé keq. Mé sé keqi ndjehemi ne, shqiptarét
e Shqgipérisé, qé kété gjémé e pérjetojmé dyfish té traumatizuar, sepse tek goditja
e shqgiptaréve té Kosovés shohim té goditur jo vetém identitetin e dinjitetin toné si
genie njerézore, té cilén e ndjejné edhe té huajt, por edhe identitetin e dinjitetin
toné si shqgiptaré.

Pas késaj zezone nuk jemi mé ata gé kemi gené. Ndérgjegjja na ka pésuar njé tronditje

traumatike dhe do té kérkojé kohé té getésohet. Solidariteti spontan i shqgiptaréve,
solidariteti i njé populli gé e njeh dhimbjen dhe vuajtjen, gqé i ka pasur pjesé té jetés
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that surprises you when you think about what they've endured. It cannot be any
different, as it is the very instinct of survival that brought them here.

Them and us

Indeed, the most painful part of this tragedy are the children, as they are the most
vulnerable. But when you see them play and laugh in front of cameras, you realize
that they are not the ones who feel this tragedy the most. Those are, of course,
the elderly who have seen their homes and the entire endeavor of their lives being
destroyed.

Witnessing these people in that situation, a question comes naturally: how much do
they feel the suffering during these moments? It seems to me that they've had no
time to feel the horrors they have experienced and are still going through. They've
been in the struggle to dodge being killed; now they're in the struggle for survival.
Their wound is still fresh. Its pain will be felt later. Television cameras have shown
many people crying. I, in this crowd, obseerved very few, or rather, a single woman
weep, and the minute | stopped to learn what might have happened to her, | heard
her husband say, “Don’t cry; people are stopping and staring at us.”

In fact, sensing this calamity is the bitter luxury of us who observe from the outside,
without being able to help. Often, it is more difficult to witness the pain as an outsider
than experience it yourself. When you are face-to-face with hardship, in that state
of a hectic activity, some parts of the soul that increase sensitivity and weakness
tend to dull, while others that increase resistance tend to sharpen. Spiritual pain,
the hardest of them all, is the product of a state in which all feelings are active and
the imagination can turn to cherished memories and images, perhaps forever lost.

The external witnesses, those who through their human ability to imagine empathize
with people's suffering, with what they feel now and might feel tomorrow, are the
ones who feel terrible. We Albanians in Albania, who experience this disaster twice
traumatized, feel the worst, because in this strike against Kosova Albanians, we not
only see our identity and dignity as human beings being hit — something also felt by
foreigners — but our identity and dignity as Albanians, as well.

After this disaster, we're no longer the ones we've been. Our conscience has suffered
a traumatic shock and it will take time for it to heal. The spontaneous solidarity
of the Albanians, the solidarity of a people who know pain and suffering, whose
neighbors’ worries have been part of their life, who have the beautiful welcoming
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sé vet edhe hallet e komshiut, gé ka shprehjen e bukur “buké e krypé e zemér té
miré” éshté tregues i késaj tronditjeje. Pa dyshim, pas bukés e krypés e zemrés
sé miré, tek ky mjerim gjen edhe pjesét e tij t& erréta. Ka edhe plot shqgiptaré té
ciléve mjerimi shpirtéror e material ua ka mpiré aftésiné pér t'u tronditur. Ka nga ata,
identiteti i té ciléve nuk shkon pértej atij té kafshéve té egra, gé kérkojné té nxjerrin
pérfitim edhe nga ky mjerim. Por jam i bindur se ata jané pakicé, e se shqgiptarét do
té diné ta pérjetojné kété tragjedi si njé moment historik qé duhet ta ¢ojé njé hap mé
tej ngjizjen e tyre shpirtérore, vetédijésimin se kané pérgjegjési edhe pér té tjerét,
se nuk do té mund té jené miré nése shqgiptarét e tjeré jané keq.

...dhe serbét

Duke paré kété masakér ndaj genies njerézore nuk ka se si t¢ mos i mendosh
edhe ata autorét e saj, serbét, gé ndodhen matané kufirit e gé nuk i shohim dot.
Pérgjithésisht, politikanét peréndimoré tregohen té kujdesshém kur flasin pér
popullin serb. E véné gishtin mbi njé autor té vetém té késaj gjéme, Milloshevigin,
ose regjimin e tij. Mirépo, duke paré kété masakér, nuk ka si t& mos mendosh
pér ata gé jané instrumenti i terrorit t& Milloshevicit, serbét qé vrasin, gé djegin,
g€ nuk ndjejné asgjé teksa nxjerrin jashté fémijét nga foleté e tyre, qé u marrin
kétyre fatkeqéve edhe paraté e fundit gé mund t'u kené mbetur népér xhepa,
gé pérdhunojné e poshtérojné. Mendja té shkon, madje, edhe tek ata qytetaré
té Beogradit gé u dhemben mé shumé urat sesa jetét e shqgiptaréve, edhe te
ata opozitaré té Milloshevicit gé nuk gjejné zé pér té protestuar kundér vrasjes
sé shqgiptaréve, por klithin me té madhe kundér bombardimeve t& NATO-s, pasi
kjo u hogi shansin pér té rrézuar kundérshtarin e tyre, apo se bombardimet po u
shkaktojné déme ekologjike. Si éshté puna me ta? "l ka rrémbyer njé pasion i
térbuar kundér bombardimeve’, tha njé gazetar serb, “dhe nuk mendojné mé gjaté”

Pa dyshim, njeriu e ka brenda vetes edhe dimensionin e vrasésit, por, kur vrasja
kthehet né histeri kolektive dhe nuk zgjat vetém njé cast, por vazhdon né ményré té
programuar té korré jeté njerézish té pafajshém dhe té pambrojtur, atéheré nuk ka si
t& mos mendosh se ajo nuk lidhet as vetém me Milloshevigin, as vetém me regjimin,
as vetém me pasionin e egér, por me dicka gé ka rrénjé mé té thella. Nuk dua té
shpreh idené se serbét jané racé gjakésore, kriminale, sikurse dégjon té shprehen
me revolté shqgiptaré té ndryshém. Njeriu nuk éshté produkt i racés a i gjeneve, por i
kulturés me té cilén éshté rritur e selitur. Kur pérfytyroj serbét gé meritojné té quhen
“instrumenti i terrorit t&é Milloshevigit, mé shfagen si produkt i njé kulture, ose mé
sakté i asaj pjese té kulturés gé dominon né Serbi, ashtu sikurse ishin gjermanét,
gé masakruan cifutét, produkt jo vetém i Hitlerit, as dhe vetém i nazizmit, por edhe i
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expression “bread, salt and good heart” is the indication of this shock. Undoubtedly,
after the bread, the salt and the good heart, one also finds the dark components
of this disaster. There are also many Albanians whose spiritual and financial misery
has blunted their ability to be shocked. There are those whose instinct does not go
beyond that of wild animals, seeking to benefit from this misery. But | am convinced
that they are a minority and that the local Albanians will know how to experience
this tragedy as a historic moment that should send their spiritual bond a step further,
their awareness that they are also responsible for others, that they will not be alright
if other Albanians aren’t.

...and the Serbs

Seeing this massacre of human beings makes you also think of its perpetrators,
the Serbs, who are beyond the border and cannot be seen. In general, Western
politicians are cautious when talking about the Serbian people. They point their finger
towards a single author of this crime, Milosevic, or his regime. However, seeing this
massacre, you cannot help to think of those who are the instruments of Milosevic's
terror, the Serbs who kill, burn, who feel nothing as they throw out children from
their homes, who take from the misfortunate their last amounts of money still
in their pockets, who rape and humiliate. The mind even goes to those Belgrade
citizens who pity bridges more than the lives of Albanians and those opponents of
Milosevic who do not find a voice to protest against the killing of Albanians, but cry
out loudly against the NATO bombing as it took away their chance to overthrow their
opponent, or claim that the bombings are causing ecological damage. What is their
deal? "A passionate rage against the bombing has been aroused in them,” said a
Serbian journalist, “and they think not further.”

Undoubtedly, humanity also embodies the instinct of the killer, but when murder
turns into collective hysteria and does not last for just a moment but continues in
a programmed way to slaughter lives of the innocent and unprotected, then one
cannot but think that it is not related just to Milosevic alone, or the regime alone,
or just with the wild passion, but with something that has deeper roots. | do not
want to express the idea that Serbs are bloodthirsty, criminal, as one hears different
Albanian utter in revolt. Man is not a product of race or genes but of the culture
with which he has grown and shaped up. When | visualize the Serbs deserving
to be called “instruments of Milosevic's terror,” they appear to me as a product
of a culture, or rather that part of the culture that dominates in Serbia, just as
the Germans who massacred the Jews were not just a product of Hitler alone, or
Nazism alone, but also of a culture fed to them prior to Hitler's coming to power.

fatos lubonja - bri plagomés prej nga derdhet dhimbja / at the wound that spills suffering



njé kulture t& ushqyer kohé mé paré sesa té vinte Hitleri né fuqi. Eshté pikérisht kjo
kulturé gé shpesh lidh diktatorin e egér me instrumentet e tij.

Né Nish ka njé monument té cuditshém, té ngritur me kafka armigsh. Miti i egérsisé
sé paméshiréshme ndaj armikut, gé né fakt éshté mit mjaft ballkanik, duket se tek
serbét éshté pjesé e fugishme e kulturés, e ndérgjegjes kolektive. Kétij miti duhet
t'ia shtojmé edhe mitet vetévrasése serbe — si ai i Betejés sé humbur té Kosovés
— g€ me siguri gjejné rezonancé té fugishme te deliret e njé lideri gé ka jetuar prej
kohésh me vdekjen (kam parasysh vetévrasjet e té dy prindérve té tij). Kétyre miteve
u duhet shtuar fakti se né kulturén politike serbe, débimi i shqgiptaréve, shogéruar
me njé ndjenjé té forté raciste, ka gené njé konstante qysh prej 1878, kur Serbia u
bé shtet i pavarur dhe Obrenovici Iéshoi parullén “sa mé shumé shqiptaré té déboni,
ag mé patrioté jeni” Prandaj, nuk mendoj se ai gé quhet populli serb, (pa dyshim nuk
kam parasysh té gjithé individét qé e pérbéjné), nuk ka pérgjegjési pér kété qé po
ndodh. Ka njé pérgjegjési kolektive né kété gjémeé, e cila duhet kuptuar si njé proces
i gjaté historik manipulimi, si pérgjegjési e gjithé atyre politikanéve, historianéve,
akademikéve, shkrimtaréve, mésuesve serbé, qé pérgjaté késaj historie, té paktén
njéshekullore, kané krijuar dhe ushqgyer kéto mite dhe paragjykime té rrezikshme,
kané& manipuluar historiné dhe, tekefundit, kané krijuar ato genie té tmerrshme dhe
mendjengushta gé tani po vrasin té tjerét.
* % %

Kosova éshté njé plagomé e madhe né zemér té Ballkanit, njé krater vuajtjeje né
shpérthim, grykés sé té cilit nuk i afrohesh dot. Nése do t'i afrohesh késaj plagome,
duhet té vish sa mé afér kufirit, aty ku fillon e derdhet kjo lavé e paimagjinueshme
njerézore, e shtyré pér té dalé nga vatra prej térhuzjes diabolike té njé populli té
marrosur. Ajo ¢cka ne shohim kur afrohemi éshté lava e pafund e gjakut dhe dhimbjes
njerézore gé rriedh népér Shqipéri, Magedoni, Mal té Zi e pastaj népér boté, gé vjen
duke u degézuar sa mé shumé i largohesh burimit té shérthimit e qé ta jep vegse
péraférsisht idené se ¢faré po ndodh aty brenda. Kukési éshté vetém njéra nga kéto
pika té nxehta gé djeg e pérvélon ndérgjegjen njerézore.

(Shkrim i botuar né shtypin e kohés)
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It is this very culture that often connects the fierce dictator with his instruments.

In Nis, Serbia, there is a peculiar monument built with skulls of enemies. The myth
of ruthless savagery against the enemy, which is a common Balkan myth, seems
to be a powerful part of collective culture and conscience among the Serbs. One
should add to such a myth the suicidal Serbian myths — like that of the lost Kosova
Battle — that surely find a powerful resonance in the delusions of a leader who
has long lived with death (consider the suicides of both his parents). These myths
should be added to the fact that the expulsion of Albanians, coupled with a strong
racist sentiment, has been constantly present in Serbian political culture since 1878,
when Serbia became an independent state and Obrenovic issued the slogan “The
more Albanians you expel, the more patriotic you are.” Therefore, | do not think that
those called the Serbian people, (I certainly do not include all the individuals who
comprise it), share no responsibility for what is happening. There is a collective
responsibility in this calamity, which is to be understood as a long historical process
of manipulation, as a responsibility of all those politicians, historians, academics,
writers, and Serbian teachers who have, for at least a century, created and nurtured
these dangerous myths and prejudices, have manipulated history and, ultimately,
created those terrible and narrow-minded beings that are now killing others.
* % %

Kosova is a major wound in the heart of the Balkans, a volcano of explosive
suffering, whose crater one cannot enter. If you want to approach this wound, you
should come as close as possible to the border, where this unimaginable human
lava emerges pouring, driven by the diabolical fury of a crazed people. What we
witness when we approach is the endless lava of blood and human pain that flows
through Albania, Macedonia, Montenegro and then further throughout the world,
which branches out as it leaves the source of its eruption, giving you only the gist of
what is transpiring inside. Kukés is just one of these hotspots that burns and scalds

the human conscience.

(Article published in the press of the time)
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Shqipéri dhe jashté: “Spac, objekte - subjekt”; Memoriali “Postbllok’, me
Ardian Isufin, "Kthimi i zogjve" Si fotograf ka marré pjesé né Bienalen Jinan,
Kiné 2016.

Ka fituar shumé cmimeve té réndésishme vendore e ndérkombétare si
“Colomba d'oro per la pace, premio giornalistico” Itali, 1997; “"Human Rights
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Duke jetuar midis Tiranés dhe Firences, Lubonja vazhdon punén si drejtor
i revistés kulturore “Pérpjekja” dhe si shkrimtar, gazetar e artist i pavarur.

fatos lubonija - bri plagomés prej nga derdhet dhimbja / at the wound that spills suffering



Biography

Fatos Lubonja, human rights activist, writer, journalist, and artist was born
in 1951. In 1974, finished his studies for physics. The same year he was
sentenced to seven years’ imprisonment on the charges for “agitation and
propaganda’, after the police found his writings, which contained criticism
of dictator Enver Hoxha. In 1979, while still in prison, he was accused
again for being a member of a “counterrevolutionary organization” and was
sentenced to another 16 years. Following his release from prison in 1991,
he became involved in human rights issues, as the General Secretary of the
Albanian Helsinki Committee. In 1994 has established the review Pérpjekja
("Endeavour”), an endeavor to spread the critical spirit within the Albanian
culture. Thirty five issues have been published to date.

Lubonja is the author of several books, both fiction and non-fiction. “Ploja
e Mbrame” (The Final Slaughter) 1994; “Né& Vitin e Shtatémbédhjeté” (In
the Seventeenth Year) 1994; Ridénimi (The Second Sentence), 1996; “Liri
e Kércénuar” (Threatened Freedom) 1999; “Albania’s Heritage in danger”
with Artan Shkreli, ed. Du Tricorne, Geneve, 2000; “Intervista sull’ Albania,
Dalle carceri di Enver Hoxha al liberismo selvaggio’, Il Ponte, Bologna 2004;
“Néntédhjeteshtata, apokalipsi i rremé” (Year 1997 The False Apocalypse)
2010.

As an artist, Lubonja is the author of several works of conceptual art
exhibited in Albania and abroad like: “Spac, Objekte - subjekte” (Spag, Things
- People); the “Postbllok” (Check point) Memorial, with Ardian Isufi; “Kthimi
i zogjve” (The Return of the Birds). As a photografer he partecipated in the
JinanBiennale, China 2016.

Winner of many important local and international prices and awards like
“Colomba d'oro per la pace, premio giornalistico’, Italy 1997; “"Human Rights
Monitor” awarded by Human Rights Watch 1997; Premio Alberto Moravia:
for international literature, Herder Price for Literature in 2004, Prince Claus
Award 2015.

Living between Tirana and Florence Lubonja continues his work as the

director of the cultural review "Pérpjekja” and as a writer, freelance journalist
and artist.

fatos lubonja - bri plagomés prej nga derdhet dhimbja / at the wound that spills suffering






