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Linguists with expertise in endangered languages agree that 
more than half of all world languages are going to disappear, and 
that humanity is at a turning point in history given that the major-
ity of world languages will most likely become extinct in the next 
two generations. Authors who use language for creating parallel 
worlds agree that the language they use in their literary works is 
the best one to express their deepest turmoil. Politicians consider 
the language they use on a daily basis (including English, used 
for official international communication) as the best sign system 
for resolving the issues their respective electorates encounter. 
The language(s) of mass media and social networks are becoming 
ever more dominant and it sometimes seems as if they actually 
shape our reality; these languages are in fact codes, comprising 
photographs, montage and message(s), with the visual aspect 
becoming a significant element of such languages. On the other 
hand, during this year the COVID–19 pandemic obliterated one 
crucial dimension from the human communication – namely, live 
personal contact, in which non–verbal expression and body lan-
guage play an extremely important role. With the direct human 
contact diminished, the internet codes are becoming an even 
more omnipresent power, gaining frightening dominance. 

The language used in literature and the one utilized in politics 
or the one employed by media and social networks, on the other 
hand, have never been the same. These are usually seemingly 
similar communication systems, but it always turns out in the 
end that the differences between them are substantial. There is 
a particularly significant difference between a kind of literature 
which strives to critically examine and reflect on our times, even 
during the pandemic, and politics. For this kind of literature 
to exist at all, it had to make its own language shift, especially 
in post–conflict zones, as was the case with the post–Yugoslav 
countries. The literature that has emerged in this region since 
the 1990s (and especially after the year 2000) has started a quiet 
revolution in discourse while attempting to distance itself from 
the 1980s literary production, which became way too close to 
the militaristic narratives of the mainstream politics. If the lin-
guists, who deal with language extinction and language change, 
addressed this issue they would be able to notice a profound 
change in the use of language. This positive development in 
reshaping of the literary language is currently disrupted, and 
forcefully altered by the radical intrusion of the COVID–19 virus 
into the everyday spoken interactions, which are marked by 
the restrictive measures: social distancing, reduced contacts, 
contactless communication, online mediation of experiences. 
Conversely, the new language, which emerged by re–ordering 
of priorities, re–shaping of discourse and imagination in the 
post–conflict zone of former Yugoslavia, additionally brought 
about a new sense of life and a desire for connecting in solidarity 
with authors, not only from the Balkans but also from around 
the world. It is this new feeling that we try to build our festival 
around, deeply bewieving in the importance of bringing together 
authors, both regionally and internationally, whose authentic 
languages are set against the flood of the often very problematic 
public discourses.

The language of politics in the post–Yugoslav societies 
remained rather trapped in the past, not having the capacity to 
even validly describe the issues those societies have been fac-
ing (not to mention that resolving them is impossible if we are 

unable to even name the problems). Limited vocabulary, rigid 
use of grammar with frequent use of polite form of address, as 
the only signifier of the pro–European agenda, have led to the 
exhaustion of possibilities for solving deep political problems. 
The change of language is the only viable form of the system’s 
reform. Not speaking like we spoke yesterday – not writing like 
we wrote the day before yesterday – means not thinking like 
we did in all those past decades. Is this leap forward possible? 
This question is particularly pertinent for writers and literary 
festival Polip has certainly been one of the dynamic answers to 
this question over the last nine years.

In its tenth jubilee year our festival, like the rest of the world, 
is facing an additional dilemma – how to transform the language 
so that it can enable deeper and more meaningful communica-
tion during the COVID–19 pandemic? We decided to adapt the 
presentation format to the new situation: local writers from 
Pristina and all those who can reach Pristina easily will read 
on the open–air stage, while writers from abroad and all those 
who are unable to travel because of the pandemic will partake 
in the festival either by their works being included in the “Beton 
International” newspaper, or via video recordings of their works 
or live readings via the Internet. Online availability of all content 
on our website will enable all those interested to both follow 
Polip events and make video–calls from all around the globe.

However, these changes in the presentation format do not 
change our conviction that in order to change undemocratic, 
nationalistic, racist and all other ideological, simplified, exclu-
sionary and intolerant discourses, it is necessary to fundamentally 
change the language of politics, while persistently working on the 
vitality of the literary language. Just like people, languages are 
growing old, dying, changing or finding new speakers – or new 
writers, for that matter, who will use them to express their own 
fears and hopes. Thus, one of the most important tasks that litera-
ture has at this very moment is to influence the language change 
in the spheres of social and political life. Finally – or initially – in 
the communication sphere between I and You. The beginning of 
the language revolution starts exactly there, because it doesn’t 
happen between the We and You, as it is predominantly the case 
in politics. I and You or You and I have the power to change the 
language, and whoever changes the language has already changed 
yesterday’s world and opened it up for our shared future.

Editorial

CHANGE YOUR LANGUAGE!
WELCOME LETTER
Bora Ćosić

Many years ago, when I spent a spring as a soldier in the 
army barracks in Prizren, I learnt my first Albanian word there. 
The word was lule, which is this rose I am sending now to all the 
people I know and all those I don’t know in Kosovo.

My visit to that beautiful city immediately seemed to me like a 
life from a childhood book. Afterwards I also met the people, who 
are always more important that the city itself. It soon occurred to 
me that I could not distinguish ethnicities of the local population, 
as everyone spoke very similarly at that time. Albanians spoke 
Serbian language, at least to a certain degree, and Serbs were not 
very confident in their own language either; that united them. 

Someone of my generation was born in Prizren, a son of a 
Jewish doctor. In 1944 he was sent to the concentration camp 
Bergen–Belsen in Germany and then he arrived in Belgrade and 
became my friend in secondary school. Today this friend of mine, 
Raul Teitelbaum, is a well–known journalist in Israel. There 
were, therefore, many different ethnicities in that enchanted city, 
through which a river flows with the most crystal–clear water I 
have ever seen in my life. 

My friend Beqë Cufaj, a writer, is the last one in his family 
who speaks my language. Given that my books are not translated 
into Albanian there is no way you could find out what is in them, 
only Beqë could retell my books to you.

I am not a Serbian writer; I only write in the Serbo–Croatian 
language. Hence, I see myself as a writer of that language, but 
not of those nations. This is how I perceive the current situa-
tion. Once you translate "Small–town Philosophy" by Radomir 
Konstantinović into Albanian what I think will become even 
clearer. If you no longer speak Serbian, I am just as guilty for 
not speaking Albanian.

Anyway, I believe that we should not lock ourselves in our 
small–town courtyards, and neither should you! A non–Albanian, 
who has supported your independence from day one, tells you this.

Bora Ćosić
born in 1932, is a Serbian and Croatian novelist and essayist 
who was born in Zagreb and lived in Belgrade until the early 
1990s, when he left the country due to the protest against the 
Milosevic regime. The author has written more than 30 novels, 
volumes of stories and essays and is one of the last writers to 
call his language Serbo–Croatian, rejecting the orientation of 
any national literature. His best known novel “The Role of My 
Family in the World Revolution” (NIN Prize 1969, published in 
German 1994) is also adapted for the theater. Despite the book’s 
prizes and cult status, Cosic was blacklisted for his satirical, 
carnival–like description of socialist society and was unable to 
publish for years. In the 1960s, he translated and adapted the 
musical “Hair”, which was performed in Belgrade just one year 
after the Broadway premiere. The period after leaving Belgrade 
is marked mainly by essays, including the “Diary of a Homeless 
Man” (1993), one of the most important post–war works from 
this region. Without nostalgia for Zagreb or Belgrade (which he 
now sees as a private museum), Bora Cosic has lived in Berlin 
for two decades and Rovinj in Istria for two decades. In 2002 he 
was awarded the Leipzig Book Prize for European Understan-
ding and in 2008, together with the Translator Katharina–Wolf 
Griesshaber the Albatros Prize of the Günther Grass Foundation.
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Martha Jane Cannary
was a prairie contrary
born bad luck charm
on a windswept farm
in the bone–dry Bible Belt,
confederate state of Missouri. 
Of European ancestry,
the little girl is unfortunate but free:
young ‘un on the road.
Daddy is a gambler, 
drink makes her mama bold.
The family ventures for gold.
Orphaned at fifteen, 
Martha is muscular, lean and mean,
chews tobacco, rides and swears,
wears lederhosen and a Colt. 
By night a whore, 
by day a scout. 

Oh, America was great back then. 

Calamity Jane
was the name
she’d been given
in the Badlands.
Oh, bad luck Jane, 
you were a pain in the ass
but Doris Day made you a hero
of the white middle class. 

That’s how the West was won
and where it got us. 

Jane drives coaches
and lays railroad lines
through the goldmine land,
finger on the trigger,
dead redskins
at the Little Bighorn River.
Jane does not fear
neither men nor bear,
her career is a surefire 
novelette bestseller. 
And Jane herself
is a blessed storyteller. 
In a circle of ash–white trees
she tells of drinking beer
and shooting on the frontier.
And of Wild Bill Hickok,
her flintlocked sidekick.
Another gunslinger.
He plays poker in Deadwood
and hunts gangsters for lucre.

According to the news
Jane and Bill are a pair.
Barely half of it is true. 
Mostly Jane is pissed,
glum and wanting to be kissed,
a celebrity guest
in the closest saloon,
arrested in the afternoon, 
tomorrow a character
in a Lucky Luke cartoon.
Always at her gun
short of money 
and decorum,
marked by darkness,
by decay, gunpowder oozing
from her pores,
Jane does dishes
for the whores.

Oh, America was great back then.

Calamity Jane
was the name
she’d been given
in the Badlands.

Ariane von Graffenried

CALAMITY JANE

Oh, bad luck Jane, 
you were a pain in the ass
but Doris Day made you a hero
of the white middle class. 

That’s how the West was won
and where it got us. 

Capital and chaos
it’s a wild ride.
Progress must be won:
Hotchkiss guns
of the seventh cavalry
boom at Wounded Knee.
While portfolios are blooming. 
Cotton grows like weeds
the fields are rife with seeds.
On verandas beaux are flouncing.
The South shines so white
like stars or new cities
in the dead of night.
Every day is a delight. 
Raped bodies plough
raped land. It grows
so fast and grand.
On Saturdays the master eat
pigs on a spit
and in the poplar trees
hangs stuck a strange fruit
no one sees.

The kingdom maintains
itself by force alone. 
Jane, still nationally known,
plays in Buffalo Bill’s human zoo
the untamed Western shrew,
the all–American Scout,
law–abiding, legless and aging.
With leathery skin
and stringy hair, 
Jane is now less fair
more a fallen shotgun dame
lodged in the poorhouse.
A stoned churchmouse
who had to give
her daughter away.
The papers report.
Jane stumbles from place
to place, drunk and hurt. 

Oh, American was great back then. 

Calamity Jane
was the name
she’d been given
in the Badlands.
Oh, bad luck Jane, 
you were a pain in the ass
but Doris Day made you a hero
of the white middle class. 

That’s how the West was won
and where it got us. 
Today, Jane can still be seen
they say, a tramp, 
a shadow in shady motels,
in forgotten rest stops
along the highways.
Here she sits, a person everyone
and no one knew
in dirty parks, underneath
some contentious statue.
See, General Lee
still rides, 
followed by white men
armed with dark hearts.
They drink whiskey 
in Wild West bars,
and slaughter someone’s daughter
in pony cars.
Confederated flags
and Walmart
gardencenter torches
are held in the air.
Memory is hard to bear.

Oh, America was great back then,
they want to make it great again. 

Back home they close
the garden gate,
they store the gun.

Daddy’s home.
A wife kisses her man.
A Western runs on pay–tv,
a deputy protects
the land of the free.
It’s hard to hate 
John Wayne.
They drop a tear, 
they swallow the pain.
That’s what they’ve been.
That is their past. 
It’s gone with the wind.
In myth and movies
they trust.
Because they must. 

Calamity Jane
was the name
she’d been given
in the Badlands.
Oh, bad luck Jane, 
you were a pain in the ass
but Doris Day made you a hero
of the white middle class. 

That’s how the West was won
and where it got us.

Settler, Scout and 
Western heroine

Ariane von Graffenried 
is a Swiss poet and playwright. She graduated from the Univer-
sity of Berne with a PhD in theatre sciences. Von Graffenried is 
a member of the award–winning writers’ collective «Bern ist 
überall» and a curator of the International Poetry Festival Basel. 
Since 2005, she has performed as a spoken word artist with mu-
sician and sound artist Robert Aeberhard as the duo «Fitzgerald 
& Rimini». In 2017 her book «Babylon Park» was published. Her 
most recent work is «50 Hertz», a CD with a collection of poems. 
She has received several literary prizes for her texts. 
www.avgraffenried.ch

Tomislav Marković

THE AWAKENING

I
It started quite harmlessly
With an almost inaudible rattle
Of silverware in drawers
With the flickering of yogurt in the glass
With a mild swinging of the chandelier on the ceiling
With a narrow crack in the wall
Where not even an ant could crawl
With a light, almost unnoticeable
Shaking of the floor
As if someone is fidgeting in their sleep
In the depths of the earth
In the depths of the soul
Causing a mild tectonic disturbance
Which even the most sensitive seismograph
Cannot register
Later, the shaking intensified
Heavy oak cabinets
Started fainting
The armature suffered open fractures
The solitaires started a circle dance
Rocking the terraces, shaking the blinds
Waving antennas like handkerchiefs
Anxiety settled in the bones
It found permanent residence in cartilage
In tottering knees
The Siamese twins took power
Dr. Tremble and Mr. Fear
Grasses grew on the ground
The ground cracked like a ripe fig
Against the July sun
From the underworld emerged
A sticky mass
Invisible to the naked eye
Inaccessible to binoculars and microscopes
Stench from the guts of the awakened beast
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Anja Kampmann

FOR I.
He left last year
in the next days
you often saw shadows on the branches of twigs
and the sea
washed up whalebones, whose secret midpoint
he sought
A constant summary like the black
within the lighter dashes on asphalt
or shall we say stones, smaller dances
inextricable
the mosaic of time or
shall we say patterns a flock of rooks 
makes against the sky
shall we say November and fainter light
or shall we say breathflakes and memory
an eternal reversing
like the Chinese in the park of Paris
shall we say the wines on the houses
the sparrows, their fluttering, the anatomy of flight feathers
on an early fall day the midpoint
of every sound
that passes through us.

MINSK

BORDERLAND

I never saw so much snow
never so many tracts of land frozen so thick
cold and icestill like the land that turns away from us
sinks into an inner conversation
the breadth with the breadth
some run across die croak thousands
dig and draw lines of wire into the
icy air in. The woods are deep
no one wanders within
groundlessly
only gradually unfolding history
the propellers of machines
ceaseless repetitions of
the cold
not will not earthbones only
how far can one run
when the heavens bend inward sleet grasps
the static of the heavens the stars
shiploads the dockers of foreign ports
coal bones hope for something
which lies distant
touched from deep inside
young beeches
bright or new or wind. 

we had thaws in the brighter hours
we knew no cold only the ladders
led high and higher into the tree where the fruit
hung in groups the leaves scented the thinner branches
only so much was left of the view weariness
in your bones on the scale the hours were
measured the sun lay in all the reddish skin 
we collected in the border region only the hollow
bucket full in which memory dwelt a
reddish ground next to the trees like clamor
as the sun finally declined.

MARIBOR
a heart failure of light
an overlap into yesterday
a river with plums on the banks
pears a market
and when Tito came the villages
and when Tito came the healthy 
men and the healthy women
and the children who took their dogs on ropes
away with them
and afterwards
and in the woods the shots
the woods the woods the hills
with soft greenish light
and in autumn in summer winter
and the early abandoned year
as it followed the others
it followed followed each other away
the fishers the butchers
nuts to gather nuts
a hollow thud from inside
an emptiness in the fruits and who
picked them up who ate
of them what remained maribor
with spines of glass of glass
the dogs came back first
with their long slack ropes
that were never dropped only held
tighter and pressed in the 
blind hands the forgotten hands
with the lashes
to go swimming to dive
in the village lake in the village pond
in the depressions of the landscape
in the reflections of a new day
the lashes lashes and the dog’s
rope in the day and under
the memoryless clouds
in greenish greenish
where someone came where everything fades
as one goes.

Anja Kampmann
is a german poet and author of fiction. She was awarded the 
MDR– Literaturpreis as well as the Wolfgang–Weyrauch–För-
derpreis. For her first novel "High as the waters rise" (2018) she 
was awarded the Mara–Cassens prize for the best debut, aswell 
as the Lessing–Förderpreis and she received the "Stadtschreiber 
of Bergen–Enkheim"– prize for both books, the jury stating that 
"High as the waters rise" is not only a novel but can be read as a 
long poem. Her work has appeared in Akzente, modern poetry 
in translation (mpT), Poesia, words without borders, et al. Her 
first collection of poetry was published by Carl Hanser Verlag, 
2016. Her novel "High as the waters rise" is highly poetical ex-
ploration of grief in the globalised world of oil rig workers and 
was also nominated for the german book prize. Her new works 
include a performance together with a double bass player. She 
lives in Leipzig.

From the blue street signs
They erase the names of national heroes
Girded with aprons made of human skin
They sneak into the beds of the sleeping
Cold barber's fingers
Break through the dream
The razors are sharpened
The steel hairs are ruffled
On the shaving brushes
The bristly throats sleep peacefully
Not suspecting anything

*Excerpt from the poem 
"The Book of the Prophet Jeremija Krstić"

Translated by Qerim Ondozi

Tomislav Marković 
(1976) writes poetry, satire, essays and nonfiction. He work as 
a columnist of web portals Al Jazeera Balkans and Tacno.net. 
He cooperate with numerous newspapers, magazines and web 
portals, such as: Analiziraj.ba, Behar, Journal, Lupiga. He has 
published several books: Vreme smrti i razonode (Time of death 
and joy, satirical texts and poetry, 2009), Čovek zeva posle rata 
(A man yawns after the war, poetry, 2013), Napred u zlo (For-
ward to evil, selected and new poetry, 2017), Velika Srbija za 
male ljude (Greater Serbia for little people, satirical texts, 2018). 
His poems and satirical texts have been translated in German, 
English, Albanian, Slovenian, Polish and Hungarian. He lives 
and works in Belgarde as the deputy of editor–in–chief for the 
portal XXZ magazine.

Of Thanatos, Baš Čelik, Mrakovid
Or some similar mythical creature
The underground matter penetrated easily
In the souls emptied by boredom 
In the hearts overgrown with hellebore
It crept into the cavities of hollow people
Inflating them like New Year's balloons
Filling them with gunpowder like cannon barrels
Everything was ready for shooting

II
Click–clack, click–clack
Horseshoe footsteps pound the streets
Of haunted cities
The beast has two million legs
For marching in an array
For kicking heads
The beast has two million hands
Everybody's and nobody's
For carrying standards, banners and flags
For suitable voting and strangulation of the unsuitable
The beast has two million palms
For firm squeezing in the fist
Until the nails make the palm bleed
The beast roars through a megaphone of million throats
The volume is turned to maximum
The earth is shaking with tramp and noise
With rattle and clatter
Ušće shook
Until the riverbeds dried up 
Kosovo Polje shook
Until fields cracked at the seams
Ravna Gora shook
A nightmare was born

III
I had my eyes and ears wide open
I hear them in the catacombs
Removing rust from bayonets with lemon and salt
I hear the click of fangs and horns
The muffled rumble of a column of 
armored vehicles in the distance
The rattle of golden spoons
On the scratched bottom of the tin plates
In soup kitchens
I hear bullets whizzing
Songs from Kosovo opus
I see Lazarus' relics rising from the grave
Putting on royal garments
Getting ready for a returning tour
I see the gleam in the eyes of men and women
Shining in Gazimestan
The luster of burning cities
I see heavenly people
Grabbing a loaf of stale bread
Next to the four–pointed waste container
I see a flock of double–headed eagles
Pecking dead human flesh
In deserted streets
I am often overcome by divine grace
Of acoustic and visual hallucinations
In sleep and awake

IV
The night is their time
They wake up at dusk
They poke their noses and feet out of hiding
They scatter around the city and its suburbs
From the dead corners ominous shadows emerge
In parks fixing
Nets of thin muscle fibers
For hunting human souls
Disguised as janitors
They wash streets with unleaded gasoline
Octane 98
They make plans for the future
With daggers and hammers
They giggle, poke on three legs
While coating the market stalls with nettle juice
Into water pipes they pour powder 
For brainwash
With cloths made of people
And a spray with sulfuric acid
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[…]

In the beginning you don’t see only imagine, then you think 
that you see – you lay out in your mind a space where, yet, noth-
ing is visible. Mere space and fog. Then you isolate one part of 
it and try to make out the landscape in your field of vision, to 
the point that, one by one, objects can be discerned. But the 
farther away you look it gets blurry again and as you are moving 
ahead limits are moving away. Then you look out of the window 
beside you, a few yards away and you are seeing them travel, it 
isn’t yourself, it’s the objects, if objects you can call them. You 
see them depart at the side of the train, you can’t touch them, 
you see them. In sequence, one after the other. And even if your 
eyes were closed they would still travel through touch, if you 
could lay out your arm and touch them, you would feel them 
go past your hand, encounters in time that follow each other 
in sequence. That’s how you would call it, sequence, and if you 
were to make in reverse the same movement, you would be able 
to predict, the same sequence, from the end to the beginning. 
And if you would like to start somewhere else you could change 
the course, change that sequence. Your hand from your trousers, 
to the chair, and its arm, to the glass in the window, and back 
again, same sequence with the gaps you had noticed in space. It 
is you that, all those, you are calling them objects, they are only 
names, however, that speak to the soul. And you have always the 
option to close your eyes and start afresh, it’s the same again, 
you know how it is. Not like when you look, and, gradually, you 
perceive them to be otherwise, changing colour because light 
changes, grow bigger when you are bringing them close, until 
you can see nothing more, they vanish, they come in and out 
of the light. You forget them into the dark and wait for them in 
the light. And now that we are going ahead in the dark you look 
and expect to find out what will emerge out of there, as we keep 
going. For you know as well that the sky is there, even though it 
is dark, even though empty. As you know that the earth beneath 
is pushing you forward. The wheel pushes it and, in its turn, it 
pushes it forward. If it were to yield a little we would be going 
down inside it. Perhaps we are heading somewhere in order to 
go down. Perhaps when we get there, on the horizon, this surface 

won’t be so hard after all. We are heading there all together, with 
the train shifting the light and playing with it, the light shifting 
and playing over a thing that is stealing away. That changes form, 
a surface in motion. And the road opens, as we approach the road 
opens up a new road, for us not to be forced to a stop, a door is 
constantly opening in front of us. We shall never find it in front 
of us closed, shall never stop, never knock, no one will open for 
us. We shall never take hold of the skein uncoiling. It will coil 
and uncoil its edges before us, we will keep seeing it, a dark sign 
far away ahead. Noiselessly, or traveling with the train of this 
noise. That pulls you or pushes, you move but stay still there. And 
you don’t care any more how you will manage to open and enter 
and see something else because even if you advance you will not 
reach anything, there is no outside and inside, you never came 
in, for you only the entrance is there, you follow a door that is 
constantly opening, you are not inside however, and, of course, 
there is no way you can get out. 

[…]

Nobody is coming after me. Surely they have forgotten about 
me. Nobody will ever come here to find me. He will never be 
able to find me. Nobody ever. And when I fled they didn’t even 
realise. They took no notice of me no one cared no one remem-
bers. Now they will remember neither when nor how. Not even 
I. Tracks only, a hazy memory and those images when I look at 
what I have written, tracks of footprints in the mud before it 
starts raining again. Uncertain images of the road and thoughts 
mumbled words, and if you read them without the names you 
won’t understand, it could have been anywhere, and then I spoke 
with no one and those who saw me no chance that they remember 
me. Every so often a face seeming familiar, from another time, 
someone looked at you, you recognised him, no, a part of another 
on a stranger’s face. Or the rhythm of the steps that sound behind 
you, the rhythm of your own steps, which occasionally you think 
follow you, they stop when you stop, or for a moment you think 
he is coming behind you, or you think that someone is breathing 
behind the door and will now come in. And then nothing, and 
then back again, and you suddenly turn your head as if you had 
heard him. But no one. You are far away, no one knows you, no 
one wants to find you, no one is looking for you. And tomorrow 
you will be somewhere else still farther away, still more difficult 
yet, even if they would send someone. But they don’t know the 
way and before they find out you have decamped somewhere 
else. They know how to search but they don’t know what way. 
And even if they set off from somewhere they will still be quite 
far. And they will not be many. Perhaps just one. One is like all 
of them together. Same eyes that search, same mind that calcu-
lates the next move. Same legs that run same arms that spread 
wide. Ears straining to listen, nostrils over their prey. Always 
acted like that. Two eyes, two ears, two nostrils, two arms, two 
legs.The symmetry of the machine that pursues you. A net that 
thinks decides and moves ahead. The head a fishhook the body 
a belt.All the same. Me too. One behind the other. Forward back 
further back, to follow the road. And even if you don’t know you 
run ahead anyway, because someone is always coming behind 
you. Sooner or later he comes. And sometimes there comes a 
hand taking you by the shoulder, or a worm that climbs up on your 
hand. It rolls on a pillow of saliva. Forward. And as it rolls it is 
growing and wrapping around you. A flat tongue on its saliva with 
two eyes that rise up to peer at you. Maybe not you, they check 
for a confortable place to start from. Like him that, that night 
we were hungry, that had etched an open mouth on his stomach. 
Likewise this tongue is also stomach and mouth, always open. 
From there you go somewhere else, on the inner road opening 
up, in the twists of the gut, there of course you are unconscious 
by now, unconscious you take the road of return and when you 
wake up they have brought you inside there again.

From POENA DAMNI – THE TRILOGY
BOX SET EDITION, Shoestring Press 2018.

Translated from the Greek by Shorsha Sullivan

Dimitris Lyacos

Z213: EXIT
(excerpt)
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Aurela Kadriu

POEMS

With each passing day
The walls are closing in
Today I cannot even gesture
For a single drop of water
I’m parched
My back hurts
Hunched.
Hunched.
Hunched.
I need to diminish
My fear
My scream
My longing
My disappointment and hope
Are not issues
of national importance
…and my physical presence
Prevents the walls from contracting
One day they will crush me alive
If I don’t diminish.

*

The people are poor,
My being is compromised each day
As I do not want to give charity
Everyone talks of the system
The system does not work.
The system does not allow.
The system seized.
The air is polluted
The lights are unsightly
Bus 4 is filled to the brim with the poor
Because.
Everyone.
Is.
Destitute.
 
I am going insane.
In this city.
Where the system rules, not the people.

*

Feel me as I cannot love you
Completely
That is, I cannot through myself merrily into your embrace,
Or run towards you like the world didn’t go haywire
Because the human (because man)
Sometimes splits in the middle
Vertically separates in two pieces
That symmetrically fall horizontally
On opposite sides
And they disintegrate, into tiny bits.
 
Feel me as I cannot love you
Completely.
Because man sometimes is
So incomplete, insufficient even for themselves
Forgive my sadness
Because the world did truly go haywire
And
I cannot fix it. 

Translated by Adrian Bytyqi
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In the final stretch of the road towards his uncertain freedom, 
walking amongst the exhausted crowd on the overflowing road-
way to Albania, Professor–Doctor couldn’t stop thinking about 
the collection of research samples he’d left abandoned back home.

Being in the middle of a war, he certainly had more important 
things to worry about. But instead of thinking about water, or 
food, the pain on his feet, the cramps on his back, or his mere 
survival; he couldn’t stop thinking about the tall cabinets holding 
small jars full of transparent liquid suspending teeth of various 
types, sizes, and abnormalities.

He rationalized the whole thing by blaming it on the stench 
of the decomposing flesh by the side of the road that made him 
think of blood and surgery. Cattle carcasses scattered in the 
distance lay on their sides with red exposed wounds as if some 
giant beast took a bite at them and upon deciding it didn’t like 
the taste of their flesh left them to rot. 

But he quickly snapped out of his momentary lapse in con-
centration to focus on more pressing matters at hand.

The yellow and black signs warning of mines were planted 
all over the fields beyond the uneven asphalt cracked by small 
patches of erupting grass. 

It has now been two months since Professor–Doctor left the 
town of Prizren in a hurry and was on the run. During that time, 
his appearance had changed so much that he often couldn’t rec-
ognize himself in the mirror. His white hair was in a desperate 
need of a haircut and his bangs curled in front of his eyes. His ever 
clean–shaven face was now covered by a gray beard with uneven 
patches of white that added to his disheveled look. Underneath 
his dark brown leather jacket that made him look like a smuggler, 
a Dior tie strangled the collar of his striped shirt. 

His younger brother would always joke and tease him about 
his ever solemn attire: How do you know if our Professor–Doctor 
already took a shit this morning? Well, I can tell he already did, 
he never visits the outhouse without a tie.

He looked at his sixteen year old daughter Hana. The eld-
est of his three children, she was the one in charge of keeping 
track of all the other kids in the family. She made sure the rest 
of the family’s children didn’t wander off too far into the flow 
of people. Professor–Doctor’s eyes searched for the others, but 
despite being close by, he couldn’t locate the rest of the family 
members scattered throughout the crowd. His eyes burnt and 
he got that fatigue headache just like when he used to get a sud-
den craving for sweets right in the middle of performing some 
complex oral surgery.

Hana’s light brown hair looked blonde in the sun, especially 
the way it was cut short, with spikes pointing toward the sky. Her 
mother had been furious at the act, but now Professor–Doctor 
was thankful for such a thing. Safer to travel, he thought.

“Hajmo. Samo ulicom…” A policeman in dark blue uniform 
instructed them to keep moving south, and not to venture outside 
the road, lest they wanted to end up blown up into million pieces. 
“Napred. Brže. Samo ulicom…” Lack of sleep made his eyes jump 
out of their sockets. His shirt collar had dark yellow streaks or 
sweat, dirt, and dead skin. His grey beard had begun to sprout 
like grass above a freshly covered grave in spring. 

To avoid being noticed, Professor–Doctor kept his head low as 
he passed the policeman. Looking at the ground, herding closer 
to his fellow walkers, he hoped to blend even more with them. 
He trembled as he passed by the policeman, and his spine got 
all tingly, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that someone was 
following him. He couldn’t get rid of an urge to turn his head. 
But he just kept walking, as he shook and sweated.

If being a dentist and an oral surgeon trains one part of your 
body, then it is your neck. Looking down at open mouths and 
pools of blood for hours on end, while jamming stainless steel 
instruments into a patient’s mouth, conditioned Professor–Doc-
tor to keep his neck strained longer than a regular person. As 
he watched the pavement, he tried to distract his mind by again 
thinking about his research samples. The canines. The incisors. 
The wisdom teeth.

Up ahead, gray concrete pyramids were haphazardly thrown 
across the roadway. The technical name for these waist–high 
anti–tank barricades was “dragon’s teeth.” Two young soldiers 
in olive–green uniforms dawdled next to these fortifications.

A shirtless soldier sat on top of one of the pyramids, smoking. 
His friend, like a ballerina on one leg and with arms outstretched 
for balance, stood on top of another one.

Further ahead, on a small hill to the left, there several military 
vehicles were parked. Three other soldiers sat on the hood of the 
closest one, passing a bottle. Despite the midday heat, flames rose 
from a burn barrel next to the vehicles. The wind kept changing 
direction and smoke occasionally blew towards the crowd.

Professor–Doctor gave one last look at the whereabouts of his 
eldest daughter and satisfied with her location in relation to him, 
decided he did enough of scouting and retracted the periscope of 
his neck, submerging into the depths of the human swarm. With 
all those soldiers ahead, he thought, it’s time to swim silently. 
His beard hid his features, impeccably blending with the others 
to hide in plain sight.

“Payo, look at me!” the acrobat yelled to his friend on the hill. 
“I’m gonna win the bet.” 

The bearded soldier acknowledged him by raising his bottle 
and taking a swig. “Oh yeah? We’ll see,” he yelled from atop the 
military vehicle’s hood. “Ask Miki about his luck. Ask that little 
thief, how many shirts I won from him?”

By now, the crowd reached the anti–tank barricades and 
people started to flow in small streams. The river flowed next to 
them. Just like water, the crowd chose the path of least resistance 
as they made their way through the Dragon’s Teeth.

The shirtless soldier continued dangling his feet from one 
of the pyramidal barricades, and was indifferent to the flow of 
people next to him. His friend, the acrobat, tired of the balancing 
act, straightened himself up and froze like a statue in a military 
salute. His face, a previously joyous smile, was now transformed 
into a solemn frown, like it was a minute of silence or a funeral. 

No one from the crowd dared look at the acrobat’s new pose 
— the statue of the Unknown Soldier — except for a baby just 
awoken from her slumber, who, understanding neither fear, nor 
humor, nor terror, closed her tired eyes and went back to sleep in 
her mother’s arms. The acrobat found this funny, and his cheeks 
exploded in a spray of saliva and laughter.

The shirtless soldier didn’t bother to turn his head. Not even 
after the acrobat, still saluting like a statue, started singing his 
favorite war song. “Progovara bela vila, poslušajte braćo mila…”

From up above the hill, the bearded soldier sitting on the 
hood of a military vehicle heard his fellow soldier’s singing below. 
He stood up and started walking downhill towards the acrobat. 
After a couple of steps he joined him, out of sync and out of tune. 
As he walked downhill, he stopped mid–step to take a swig from 
the bottle in his hand. 

The smoke from the fire barrel now hovered above the crowd. 
Like Death on its horse, the black cloud tried to decide whom 
among these mortals to reap. But it proved difficult to find a 
worthy picking among this herd of exhausted humans stinking 
of sweat, dirt, and fear.

Professor–Doctor couldn’t find Hana, and by extension he 
didn’t know where everyone else from his group was in relation 
to him.

The shirtless soldier got bored from sitting atop one of the 
“dragon’s teeth”. He stood up and decided to approach someone 
within the crowd. Professor–Doctor couldn’t discern any words, 
nor see to whom the soldier was talking to, but instead noticed 
the ripple of fear move through the crowd.

The bearded drunk walked downhill with unsteady steps. 
As he got closer, the whispers ceased. The shirtless mute. The 
bearded drunkard. The singing acrobat. Professor–Doctor kept 
track of them all, but he still couldn’t find his daughter. 

The acrobat continued with the singing. He held his hand in 
a military salute until his shirtless friend threw a thick golden 
necklace in his direction. It flew in slow motion and hit his face. He 
was magically released from his statuesque freeze and stumbled 
like a bad juggler, attempting to catch the shiny piece of jewelry. 
He broke the fourth wall with his audience and turned to thank 
the shirtless thief for bestowing such worthy loot upon him.

“Wow, Miki, you are a genius,” he said to his friend. “I swear, 
you are. Hey, Payo, look at this,” and he dangled the golden chain 
in his bearded friend’s direction.

By then, the bearded soldier had reached the bottom of the 
hill. The crowd once again rippled and the mass of people shifted 
as they escaped in the opposite direction. Silently, and even in an 
orderly fashion, a bubble of nothingness, an invisible force field, 
formed around the bearded soldier, repelling people in front of 
him as he walked.

The shirtless soldier threw a golden ring towards the acrobat, 
and this time he caught it without interrupting his singing. The 
acrobat decided to change his tune into a love song. As it blared 
from his throat, the bearded drunkard got closer to an older lady. 
Professor Doctor couldn’t hear their conversation. 

It didn’t take long fot the bearded drunkard to retreat with 
his spoils of war. He went uphill towards the parked military 
vehicles. The older lady and her daughter followed slowly behind 
him. Professor–Doctor couldn’t see their faces. The smoke blew 
down from the burn barrel and he couldn’t even tell the color of 
their hair. It didn’t matter though. All he cared about was that 
it was not Hana. 

He released a long sigh when his eyes finally caught his six-
teen year old daughter. She was now exiting the dragon’s mouth 
braided with teeth made of concrete barricades. She was engulfed 
by the crowd when it spilled into the large and open road to 
continue their walk south, unobstructed.

He glossed back towards the hill. The mother and her daugh-
ter were still following the bearded drunkard’s wobbly walk. They 
struggled to climb the steep incline. The daughter extended her 
hand to help her mother. She reached the top of the hill, and just 

before the sun blinded Professor–Doctor, he managed to catch a 
glimpse of the young girl. She was about the same age as Hana. 

As the sun shone behind her head, in that split second he 
was struck by a vision of a mountain fairy. The wind untangled 
her hair, and it waved its goodbyes in the direction of the crowd 
retreating south. Once she reached the top of the hill, her silhou-
ette made its way towards the military vehicles, and soon she 
disappeared as smoke once again obstructed the skies.

This text is part of Artrit Bytyçi’s ongoing fiction project 
entitled “Stories From My Republic.”

For the first time in so long I was again with my double bass. 
There it was, propped up on Dr. Sibinović’s desk. Heckler and 
Koch left me on the chair—free of constraints. Quietly they 
withdrew from the doctor’s office and shut the door behind 
them. Remember this instrument? I was confused by the doc-
tor’s question, while she stood there, arms crossed. Of course 
I remember it, I said, that’s my old Gasparo. What makes you 
think this double bass is yours? Don’t they all look the same? 
pressed Dr. Sibinović. Sure, at first glance, but when you become 
one with them, you realize that each bass has a personality of 
its own, so to speak. Does that depend on who’s playing it, or is 
their personality something particular to them? They do pos-
sess something special but over time the something changes, 
depending on who the musician is who’s playing it, I answered. 
So does it have a memory? Dr. Sibinović was in fine fettle, as if 
on the offensive after our previous session. Without stopping 
to take a breath she fired off question after question, like she’d 
been storing them up for days. A memory? I repeated her ques-
tion, quizzical. I'm not sure, exactly, but it may have markings. 
Markings? she asked. What markings? Well, here, my bass has 
a scratch on the neck, on the back, as if someone nicked it with 
a knife. Where’s that from? I bought it used at a Frankfurt shop 
in June of 2002, not far from the main train station. Do you 
have any idea whom it used to belong to? I inquired, I said, but 
no luck. Probably several different people, because it was built 
before the Second World War, though it was in good condition. 
Why choose this one? That was the hardest question, because on 
the summer afternoon when I walked into Kontrabass–Atelier 
with my friend Darko, proprietor of Jazz Cafe Bar in Frankfurt, 
and first handled my future instrument, my feeling was one of 
a mystical moment of recognition. Darko laughed when I told 
him what I’d felt while eyeing the line of the neck through the 
scroll. It was flawlessly straight, the fingerboard slid under my 
fingers, the strings thrummed, the Gasparo’s angled tailpiece 
was like new. Do you suppose that’s how Scott LaFaro felt when 
he came across his 1825 Abraham Prescott, eh? asked Darko, 
winking. If he didn’t, fuck it, he’d never have chosen it, I said after 
I’d drawn the bow a few times over the strings. The sound was 
clean, the volume full, it didn’t even matter that I was standing 
there in the corner of the instrument shop. Suddenly I felt that 
with this instrument I could rule the room with all its hidden 
sounds, which would have to intermingle through my playing. 
But, hey, Darko hastened to remind me, LaFaro didn’t end up 
having very much time with his bass, you know? Less than two 
years, I said after a pause, that’s how long he had. The bass he’d 
played before was stolen from his car, and then at last he found 
his Prescott. No small thing, if only for those two years. Think so? 
added Darko, doubtfully. The two albums will be with us for all 
time, I said, resting my cheek on the neck of the bass, Sunday at 
the Village Vanguard and Waltz for Debby, both with Bill Evans. 
Did you know Evans composed Waltz while he was in the army 
ten years before that? interrupted Darko, who was consumed by 

Saša Ilić

THE DOG AND THE 
DOUBLE BASS

Artrit Bytyçi

DRAGON’S TEETH

Artrit Bytyçi 
is from Kosovo. He has an MFA in Creative Writing from the New 
School in New York City. His background in biological sciences 
influenced how he sees the world. He tries to approach art with 
an experimenter’s curiosity, and to think about science with an 
artist’s playfulness. To date, all such attempts have given incon-
clusive results. He was the co–founder and co–host of Rooftop 
Readings NYC, a seasonal reading series. His works have appeared 
or are upcoming in The Seventh Wave, Hand Written Works, 
Doctor–Doctor, Kosovo 2.0, and Prishtina Insight.

(excerpt)



Beton International 7September 2020

a passion for collecting trivia from the lives of jazz musicians. 
Those years gave him dreadful nightmares. What did he dream? I 
asked. Always the same thing, he answered, that he was drowning 
in a lake. Later he said he’d heard Stravinsky in the dream and 
he’d adored Stravinsky as a kid. He sat down and wrote Waltz for 
Debby and dedicated it to his little niece because she reminded 
him of his mother who was a Russian from Zakarpattia. If you 
listen to Petrushka, you’ll hear that Evans was the Stravinsky of 
American jazz. But only in June of 1961, when LeFaro played the 
bass on Waltz, ten days before he died, did Evans realize this was 
the sound he’d been dreaming.

You haven’t answered my question of why you chose this 
particular double bass, Dr. Sibinović brought me back, as she 
hoisted my instrument clumsily. She stood there in front of me, 
plucking the strings one by one. All that could be heard were 
muffled groans coming from inside this instrument that was 
now dead to me. I chose this one, I said, because it resembled 
me. You? Yes, me. It was my height, a ¾ size, it was an ocherish 
color, spilling over to darker tones around the F–holes. These 
here, pointed Dr. Sibinović. Yes, these give access to the soul of 
the instrument. Some bass players call it that. In fact those are 
the openings of the resonant chamber, the color of your sound 
depends on their shape, your jazz on the alacrity of your fingers, 
but the warmth of the tones, if there is warmth, comes from your 
heart. Show me, she said. What? I was confused. Like this, said 
Dr. Sibinović, come and stand here behind me. Ah, I see, I said 
and rose with heavy heart from the chair. When I came near her 
I picked up on her smell the way I had the first evening after I 
arrived at the Clinic. She was too short for my bass, so she had to 
lift her left arm much higher than would do for playing and would 
tire a musician. I stood behind her and tried awkwardly to take 
hold of the instrument without touching her. At one point my 
left arm was above hers on the neck, while I didn’t know what to 
do with my right. Show me what the right arm does, ordered Dr. 
Sibinović, so without meaning to I moved a step closer, feeling 
the warmth of her thigh on my leg.

Translated from the Serbian by 
Ellen Elias–Bursać
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Jowana is unstoppable and in a good mood, she wonders why 
this is, the world at her back is going under, it’s probably because 
she’s driving toward an unknown future, the whole driving thing 
makes her tired too, but she doesn’t mind, because for some rea-
son she feels powerful and invincible, perhaps because the black 
highway is escaping in the rear–view mirror, it even seems to flut-
ter in an unpredictable wind that, like an intoxicant, commands 
all her senses. Jowana likes the feeling of driving backwards in 

Jowana decides to take a break, enough of the frenzy, the 
frenzy, the frenzy, after a relatively long journey you get thirsty, 
and she hits the brakes. Tractors don’t go fast, but they brake 
hard, and Jowanapractically flies through the windshield onto the 
road. She parks next to a gas station, which is more of a pub—with 
tables, chairs, guests, and glasses, but transparent and colorful 
like a gas station, just without the pumps.

Jowana sits down at the first table next to the door and there 
she notices that everyone in the room has six red legs and wears 
a crown, well, why not, in the future that might be hip, everyone 
is the ruler of their own kingdom, even viruses. One of these 
beings, with a short beard in bright yellow bicycle gear, comes to 
her table and asks her what she wants to order. Bicycle uniform, 
ugh, that’s the worst, Jowana finds it disgusting, she would never 
go to bed with them.

She orders two beers, she is so thirsty. When the server—that’s 
what the thing has to be called, even if it’s not human, because 
everyone who wears a uniform, doctors, astronauts, policemen, 
serves—brings the order much faster than expected, and sits 
down on the free chair, and asks Jowana what she is interested 
in. Without thinking, Jowana asks:

“Where are all the people?”
“There, around us, everywhere, but invisible. I mean, visible, 

but only with a microscope.”
“I see.” Jowana is skeptical. “Even around my beer glasses?”
“Don’t worry, or rather, no worries,” the server hurries to 

explain. “The people are fine. They have good friends, good apart-
ments, money doesn’t matter, there is no slavery, we take care 
of everything, everyone is healthy, everything works, everything 
is sorted. We viruses are very efficient, efficiency is the meaning 
of life.”

“So the fun in life has become invisible,” summarizes Jowana.
“But we feel very comfortable in this environment, cooperate 

and coexist with humans, with everyone, that’s good, noproblemo!”
That is so banal, if Jowana thinks about it, everything will 

be better in the future, this enumeration is a list, and like every 
list, it will get boring at some point, it is already advantageous 
if something comes at the beginning of a list, preferably the lat-
est achievements at the top, good friends, good apartments, the 
irrelevance of money.

“Humanity isn’t diminishing, thanks to a cool app,” adds the 
server. “From a few video recordings of each individual, it cre-
ates new stories again and again, reassembles them, other apps 
can act and interact, change the visual language through various 
filters, and life seems to become both endless and superfluous 
at the same time”.

Jowana feels helpless, she wants to knock one of the beer 
glasses into the server’scrowned head.

“People continue to have fun, get wasted, go at each other, 
and so on. Or get bored to death,” theserver concludes and down-
sJowana’s beer, both glasses in one go.

“It’s unhealthy anyway,” the server adds.
Jowanaremains thirsty and is considering travelling further 

into the future.
“The beer is on me,” says the server and leaves. Jowana notices 

that the door through which she entered is no longer recogniz-
able, somehow faded, noproblemo, she kicks her foot through 
the wall and forces her way through the hole into the open air.

Outside there is another discovery—the tractor is gone. Easy 
come, easy go. Jowana is an impatient person and not particularly 
harmonious, so before she climbs onto an unlocked child’s tricy-
cle, she lifts up a large stone and swings back before smashingthe 
transparent, nearly invisible rest stop.
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the mirror, the past lies behind, and still she moves forward. Not 
only is she powerful and invincible, she is determined and has 
nothing to lose, that is how it seems to her, and when you are 
determined, you become merciless. Then she notices that the tank 
is running out. On the side of the road she sees a tractor, splendid, 
the driver of this imposing machine is currently preoccupied with 
his bladder, trying to release the pressure in the nearby bushes, 
with his free hand, slapping the pain–giving horsefliesto death 
on his tanned neck skin, and that’sa good opportunity, so Jowana 
parks in the bushes opposite, runs to the tractor, and jumps into 
the driver’s seat. The key is swinging directly under the steering 
wheel, Jowana turns it, and the smell of freshly broken earth, of 
water and crushed earthworms, rises to her nose, and she steps 
on the abnormally large gas pedal, never before has Jowana been 
behind the wheel of such a monster hauler, but she feels at home, 
and while the magnificent, frightening rear tires throw chunks of 
mud through the air, darkening the sky, Jowana tries in vain to 
find the driver left behind in the rear–view mirror, but no, only 
the thicket of splashed mud remains. It rumbles underneath 
her, she wonders if it was just her imagination or if she actually, 
physically, just knocked over a bicycle. Bicyclists are like insects 
above the road, appearing out of nowhere, some get dragged 
along the road for miles under trucks and other companions. 
But cycling is still fun, David Clark, New Zealand’s Minister of 
Health, is known for it, as areSwedish Prime Ministers and Ger-
man Ministers of the Environment.

The way into the future is very easy, faster than curiosity, 
Jowana believes, she would like to know if it’s true, what some 
people claim, that in the future, the quality of life has improved, 
the soul has no holes, and the invisible danger, the tiny thieves of 
our lives, is allegedly quite different. Life is not a bizarre waiting 
room for death, as a great thinker of our time said.

Two years ago, Jowana was pleased to participate in a film 
festival for the first time, to show her short film about beekeepers, 
to get to know the visitors and the city of Mainz a little. Unfor-
tunately, this is not how it went. Truly surprising. A horror that 
is only visible under a microscope, that throws normal life com-
pletely off course, and creates a Doomsdaymood. Not a real zom-
bie apocalypse, that would have likely been easier to handle and 
to comprehend. Jowana would have preferred brain–deficient 
zombies, although she always felt as if she were surrounded by 
an amorphous brain mass anyway, especially when she opened 
the newspaper in the morning—people, not only Reichsbürger, 
who are convinced that Bill Gates would try to use microchips 
to subdue people during vaccinations, and others who believe it 
would be possible to send astronauts to the sun, because that’s 
where the real vaccination would be found.

Yes, Jowana is frustrated and at the end of her nerves, and 
wouldn’t that be great, real zombies that you grab by the throat, 
she would like that, somebody has to pay for all the stress and 
suffering, she would enter the next gun shop, but unfortunately 
they don’t exist anymore, imagine a gun shop, where you can 
get baseball bats, chainsaws, hammers, nail guns, garden shears, 
barbed wire, grenades, and swords, even pitchforks, things that 
hurt, to mow down anything that stands or staggers on two legs, 
because somebody, an army of somebody, has to take the brunt 
of it, the frustration and shit. Free–flowing brains, splattering 
eyes, and dancing entrails, that’s what Jowana wants to leave 
behind, a trail of devastation in the glow of quivering flames, 
hello, Rome—although, it has never been proven whether Nero 
did it himself or commissioned it, Jowana is much cooler than 
Emperor Nero, even though she doesn’t play an instrument, she 
cuts a better figure, even without a lyre, with a bottle of rakija in 
her hand, after a sip of schnapps the world burns much better, 
shines and meanders in the distance, especially behind, because 
Jowana looks into the future, in the future she wants to stand with 
both feet firmly on the ground, nomoney and empty supermarket 
shelves, it is enough for her with the feeling of sinking into the 
ground, Jowana shaved her hair off, somewhere, at some point, 
she read a poem: People are going crazy, and so am I, the shelves 
in the shops are empty, my stomach feels empty, the feeling of not 
feeling anything anymore feels tragic, that’s why time’s up for my 
hair, razor in hand, nine millimeters towards freedom, piece by 
piece, never looking back again, princess hair is not there for fight-
ing, when you stand in the empty queue, no further questions, Bye 
bye, Princess! In front of Jowana, the air shimmers with heat, she 
hears crickets, and on the horizon, where the road breaks off, she 
sees a black dot from which a figure on a bicycle is growing. The 
bike is black, the driver is black. They need a lot of time, the bike 
and the rider, each push on the pedal takes several seconds, the 
rider grows bigger, but the bike does not, not at the same speed, 
the figure rides for a while on the tiny bike that shouldn’t be able 
to carry it at all. As the silhouette passes, Jowana notices that it is 
wearing a crown. And itis pedalingon six red legs. So the journey 
into the future was worthwhile after all. The viruses are not a 
microscopic danger, they have become large and tangible. It is 
said that everything else will be different in the future too, this is 
constantly claimed, the danger of corona has become an army of 
benevolent allies, pleasant companions with whom one can talk 
about everything, in whom one can confide, who take care of the 
unpleasant things, the interpersonal, the domestic, they are kind 
spirits who shape the future, like leaders from utopian novels.
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In the dark, Anne listens to sounds in the wall next to which 
her head lay. Something is going on in there, as if the bricks are 
being rearranged, slowly and doggedly. Anne sits up and swings 
her legs over the side of the bed. She is wide awake. First, she 
feels the wood floor with her toes, followed by the balls of her 
feet, then her heels. Anne goes into the living room. In the mid-
dle of the night none of the streetcars are running and no cars 
drive past. When someone walks along the wall of the building, 
his footsteps make no sound. Thomas is sitting in the kitchen. 
Don’t turn on the light, he says when Anne steps on the door sill, 
which cracks with the sound of something breaking apart. She 
sits, facing Thomas, on a chair that has been pushed away from 
the table. She lays her hands on her lap, the left holding the right, 
palms facing the ceiling. A shadowy movement passes in front 
of Thomas’ face. She knows he is placing a hand over his mouth 
and chin and breathing in. How long have we been in this apart-
ment? Thomas asks. Fifteen years, Anne says, and knows that’s 
wrong. Twenty, Thomas says. Twenty years. You were thirty, he 
says. Yes, Anne says, so were you. Twenty years, Thomas says, 
going out the same door every day, always onto the same street. 
We’ve been using the same bathroom for twenty years. Some 
people move every two years, Thomas says. I’m not sure that 
would help, Anne replies. What would change if you went out 
onto a different same street every day? Thomas remains silent. 
You’re right, of course, he says, nothing. Anne moves the fingers 
of her right hand, balls them into a fist and lets them fall open 
again. The darkness where Thomas is sitting has grown more 
transparent. He has turned his face toward the window. The truth 
is, we’re boring and bourgeois. Bourgeois, Anne repeats, who says 
things like that? She looks at Thomas’ shape in the darkness. He 
straightens up and shakes one of his arms toward the window, 
but Anne saw it, a face, a young woman, mocking and curious. A 
girl. Do you want to move out? Anne asks. Thomas is standing. 
It’s late, he says. It’s the middle of the night, Anne says. Thomas 
stands in front of her, but maybe she’s mistaken. In this darkness 
it’s impossible to tell what is a body and what a shadow. Tell me 
what you want, Anne says. She doesn’t hear the door sill crack. 
He must have stepped over it. When Anne stands up and leaves 
the kitchen, he’s gone.

On the bus to the swimming pool, Anne looks out the win-
dow. She is waiting for the station where she has to get off. The 
neighborhood looks vaguely familiar, but these are no longer 
the same streets and shops she passes once a week. The final 
stop is announced. Goodbye. Anne gets off the bus and looks 
around. She decides to walk back to the swimming pool. The 
broad street does not lead to the expected crossing, but along 
a wall. Anne wants to walk around the building along the wall. 
School of Medicine is written on a sign. The street she’s looking 
for must be behind it. After she has walked around the medical 
school building, she finds herself in a different part of town than 
she had expected. But she thinks there’s a large square nearby 
from which she can find her way again. She comes to a square with 
a name she has never heard before and has the feeling she’s in 
a city on the Atlantic, probably Nantes. No one else seems to be 
freezing. The sky is neutral, as are people’s faces. Hip–high blocks 
of cement are arranged around the square. Anne leaves Nantes 
with hurried steps and unexpectedly comes upon a multi–lane 
road that circles the city and she feels her way back until she is in 
a neighborhood she actually knows. She sits down in the nearest 
café to warm up. Only after a while does she notice the music, 
playing at a tolerable volume. Anne orders tea and a slice of cake. 
The weakness she feels makes her worry she might faint. Back in 
her apartment, Anne hangs her dry bathing suit in her closet and 
puts the unused towel on the shelf. She places her swim cap in 
the box with Thomas’ goggles. She stands in the hot shower for 
a long time. She dries her hair in front of the mirror and grabs 
a pair of tweezers. She has to raise her chin and push it forward 
to get at the short little hairs. Three of them always grow back 
in the same spot. In this pose, with her chin jutting forward, she 
thinks she looks heavy and mean. A thug. The pain from plucking 
the hairs brings tears to her eyes. The thug becomes blurry and 
unrecognizable. Thomas and she stood facing each other on a 
sidewalk, debating which way they should go. The afternoon sun 
fell at a slant. Anne felt the light on the side on her face. With her 
eyes half–closed, she still noticed the way a man’s gaze lingered 
on her as he passed them. Thomas looked at her attentively. Have 
you got a hair there, he asked, stroking her chin with his finger.
You’ve got a hair, he said, and laughed. Anne raised her hand, 
pushed his away and with her fingertips felt a short, hard hair. 
Let’s go, then. She takes a taxi to see her friend. Her friend tells 
her that no, she can’t help, Anne should sit down with a glass of 

Laura Freudenthaler

GHOST STORY

wine and talk. Anne watches her friend, the way she tastes the 
sauce, adds some salt. Anne says she’s going to quit swimming. 
Today she sat in a café instead of swimming. Her friend says she 
can understand that. She’s always resolving to be more active, but 
then is overcome by such an enormous, heavy, profound sense of 
fatigue. Enormous, heavy, and profound, Anne says. They laugh. 
When Anne got back today, the flower shop had already closed 
and she didn’t care if there were fresh flowers next to the piano 
or not. Anne’s friend asks about Thomas. It could be that she’s 
just living with a ghost, Anne says.

At lunchtime, Anne went to a bistro and had toast with goat 
cheese and salad. Since she doesn’t want to go back to her apart-
ment, she orders an espresso and watches the other diners. Most 
of them give off little signals that they’re going back to work. A 
sigh as they stand up, sometimes a contraction of their shoulder 
blades. A kind of challenging nod to someone, a drier tone, a 
determination in their movements to overcome tiredness. Anne 
watches them go. She looks at their hands, which move about 
naturally in trouser pockets or handbags. Anne recognizes the 
independence of the movement, she knows it from her own 
hands. When playing the piano, your hands have to develop an 
autonomy that is so great you’re no longer even aware of them, 
and yet you constantly have to react to what they do. After leav-
ing the bistro, the people slow their steps and lower their heads 
to look at the phones their hands have pulled from their pockets 
or purses. Anne is now the only guest. The waiter stands behind 
the bar, his head down. Anne looks at the part in his brown hair. 
His right arm moves, he must have a telephone in front of him, 
too. She waits a while for him to look up and finally takes out a 
bill from her wallet and puts on her coat. She puts the bill on the 
counter and says, keep the change. Wait a moment, the waiter 
says, but Anne has already turned away and she leaves the bistro. 
When she gets back to the apartment, Thomas is in the kitchen. A 
few of his appointments were cancelled, Thomas tells her. Anne 
nods and asks if she should make coffee. When she places a cup 
before him and pours some coffee, Thomas thanks her and strokes 
her upper arm. It’s an old gesture that has become unfamiliar. 
She sits across from him. Did he not sleep well? Thomas nods. 
He leans back, holding his phone. I’m sorry, he says, this will be 

quick. You’re just like my students with your phone, Anne says. 
Smartphone, Thomas corrects her. He smiles faintly without 
looking up. Anne watches his fingers move across the screen. 
There are messages in the phone. Photographs, too. Thomas 
taps the screen a few times. Anne could lean over the table and 
reach for the phone. In it there are weekends he and the girl 
spent together, anticipations and recriminations, reassurances, 
wishes for sweet dreams, nicknames, a telephone number, an 
address perhaps. The girl is in the phone. Thomas’ fingers move 
quickly. He’s typing. Anne raises her eyes from his fingers to his 
face. The skin under his eyes is dull and has the brownish shade 
that always sets in when he hasn’t slept enough for an extended 
period of time. With his phone, Thomas brings the girl into the 
apartment every time he comes home. The telephone is a Trojan 
horse that Thomas has to watch constantly. If he were to fall into 
a deep sleep, the girl would open the secret door and take over 
the apartment under cover of darkness. Anne pictures the girl’s 
face, mocking and curious. Thomas can get by without sleep for 
a long time, but at some point he does have to sleep. Anne stands 
up and takes his cup to the sink. Wait, he says, there’s still some 
left, but Anne has already poured water in it. Sorry, she says. 
Thomas waves her apology away. He drinks too much coffee 
anyway these days.

Translated by Tess Lewis
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The night lightens on the minioms of Capital.
Fortune woke me early
to witness a few parched strands
of summer hair breathfully
taken in past your (parted) lips &
expelled with the grace of a dismissive wave.

You, unstirred,
this is not how you'd like to be remembered–
a woman of decision, so bare
edgeless.

I could slip out, make the coffee &
welcome you to this day
cup in hand.

The fullness of your mouth, forgive me,
the plunge of a barrel over a falls–
selfish, perhaps, to tarry
but there's nothing loutish in my lingering.
Rushing shall be the business of others.

You sign & a thin beam runs cheekward.
Whatever magic has nearly expired.
Today there will be much do to.
Like watching.

Craig Chisholm

IN PRAISE OF LATE 
MORNINGS

Alone in a land only days away from martial law &
mandatory curfew, half ma face
fell suddenly numb. No pins, no
hatching of a thousand crickets
down the skin.
It just gave up, hardened & resolute
as a man releases from prison.

I chewed street breakfast
with the other side of my mouth &
went looking for hospital.

*

Lumphini Park was dotted with flowers &
urgency & plastic tents &
pamphlets in English for journalists.
Over tea & music I scribbled useless notes.

This story has been written,
rearranged, bled out & revised too many times.
Homemade signs in the universal language of protest.

The police & food carts & generals & wide–brimmed hats &
owners pf industry & hawkers
mix in Bangkok streets with buses & cabs &
motorbikes with helmtless passengers
like giant traffic circles–
everyone going rund
avoiding each other
until they can’t.

*

I was given a plastic bracelet &
a carton of water.
Forgetting,
it poured out the side of my mouth.
Between x–rays I repeated this
for a laugh in the bathroon mirror.
Demurring on the molar extraction but
settling on penicillin,
I kept the bill for a souvenir.

*

At a restaurant with a slim pier on the Chao Phraya
I drank Chang in bottles.
The breeze felt like a travel novel.
At this time of day in New York
those with rooftop coups release pigeons &
let them fly.

Famously painted on a shop gate on Khaosan road:
NATION OF SHEEP
RULED BY WOLVES
OWNED BY PIGS

If you wish to escape,
chase injustice.

*

Retreated to the room
–the cost of a cup of coffee–
a single bulb, a cot &
a blanket as meagre as a threadbare marriage.

A beatle flints around
red sheen in the streetlight
it’s bombinating paused only by the pane
that won’t give way.

It lands &
searches the glass for cracks.

REVOLUTION
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WEAVE OF COLORS
caught every morning in the lover’s hair, the sunset 
circulates through its strands of red, of light 

because every arrow emerges from the dawn 
evening is weaved from midday to joy 
from sorrow to night… an opposite, a face 

everyone knows sharing is sacred 
if leaves and statements don’t decay, then death 
is a green garden, its reward infinite

people evaporate from boiling water to the face of the sky 
painting the sky blue so it rains 
the person who plants the growing tree is mixed with the 
infinite 

there are people who love rain and also those who don’t know 
how to love
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Nurduran Duman

THE WATERY SIDE OF 
THE WORLD
Today too is in its proper place. the gardener and the nymph
it’s strange but they gave me an old walk
i see the watery side of the world now

i am bending down and drinking laughs thrown into my palms
your face is going to love me
your hands now are more and more and more birds

the joy of looking at you is like a child running
you kiss the flower–shaped scars spilling over my forehead
each letter written down is one febrile illness

i’m opening myself to what you hear to the clouds you listen to
since when and how is this mirror inside you it’s reflecting 
my eyes
i dress myself as you see me

when it’s told and finished the story the edges of its eyes are 
wrinkling
the cloud’s face is getting old, pulling the lace curtain
the mountain is a hand, the fog is now something else some-
thing else

Translated by Andrew Wessels
 

LACEWORK
how the deer wakes to the water
if the crane is in the dream

a pinch of salt to your love! how sweet over the gem stone
blind ironsmith, bald coppersmith, crazed ceramicist…
let someone come from nothingness and make the heart a 
river

hot burr poisonous copper
the clay is cooked and not yeasted
human: how are you sweetened?

your soil was rained on
the fragrance will release in time
when the day comes the letters
curl to their lines
that moment the pencil marks your paper
moment by moment the lead leaves its point

how does the human walk
does it see its face: the water?

Translated by Andrew Wessels
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The car stopped in front of my feet. 
I climbed in impatiently and brushed his upper lip slightly, 

more smelling him than kissing him. 
I had thought that I should alter my appearance somehow, 

to give him a surprise. No! I could never have done as much as 
he did, he seemed to have lost at least 10 years. 

He no longer looked like a middle–aged man waiting patiently 
and calmly for old age, but instead, he had the appearance of a 
young man who refuses to be separated from his boyhood shadow. 
Clean, freshly shaven and smelling of aftershave.

The air of the car was full of love. In that moment, I felt as 
if I were in a magical world. An invisible mystical thread had 
slowly brought us together in a journey. So he drives, while I gaze 
absentmindedly at the trees, which look to me like silhouettes of 
people. In my fantasy he often resembles a tree to me.

Can a tree be like a man. Why not? A tree with a broad trunk 
and cracked bark that strongly guards the tree’s heart, with deep 
roots in the ground and a large crown of branches and green leaves 
that allow the warm sun to penetrate right down to the point at 
which it becomes one with the ground.

I wanted to be a tree nymph, its dryad, as if in a myth. To be 
free in body, beautiful like all nymphs, dependent on the elixir 
produced by the symbiosis of a life in love with a tree. To live there 
and to breathe in its oxygen, but also to be able to go away, alone, 
but only so far that the tree would not suffer without my presence.

Then to be reunited again, intertwined as in the legends: the 
nymph and her tree. See, these are are experiences of a single 
moment, when a woman detaches herself from reality simply 
to exalt in nature, or who knows what idea in   her unconscious. 
“Where are we going?” – I asked, when my mind returned inside 
the car. He looked away from the road for a moment and his eyes 
lit up brightly. 

The feeling of being desired cannot happen without the 
excitement that starts inside and is expressed on the face and 
flows from the eyes, out of the lips. With his left hand he held 
the steering wheel, while with his right hand he ruffled my hair. 
I approached him a little, taking care not to distract him, and 
took his right hand in mine. 

I felt the skin there communicating the pleasure of being 
touched to other sensory parts. I might have been braver, if I had 
not been constantly worried about distracting him from steering. 
Anyway, as if to stop me from making an error of judgement, he 
found a layby and he parked the car. 

He held my face between his palms, brought me closer, and a 
soft lips engulfed mine. He held my hand and squeezed it tightly, 
clasping my fingers. He asked, calling me by my name, “What is 
your greatest wish right now?” Beside him, weightless, my great-
est desire was to look into his eyes, afire with flickering desire, to 
kiss his liquid lips, to seize the power of his masculinity.

In fact, I had an even greater desire, which transcended being 
a woman. A desire that came from happiness, but also the fear 
that one day this overriding passion would end and these airy 
experiences would become earthly once more. Then they would 
be covered by the soil of oblivion. With pain. The way in which 
we cover every being who has been a precious part of our lives. 
I wanted to everything I felt to remain airy.

He understood my inability to speak perhaps as reluctance. 
Reality was nourishing within me an almost impossible love. 
“So?” he prompted me again. What should I say? The greatest 
desires are also the greatest impossibilities! “To know where we 
are going,” I answered, in a trembling voice, not knowing how to 
respond to his question. “Towards the impossible, perhaps,” he 
replied, quite briefly and without hesitation. Now that only we 
shared the air between us, he was silent, not talking.

But in such conditions, with him so close to me, his silence 
felt like beautiful words. I was quiet too and I did not speak for 
almost the whole journey. At heart, I was basically a curious 
person and I was never scared when I felt something unknown 
was waiting for me.

And in this case, through the unknown, perhaps I would be 
able to get to know him better myself. After we got out of the car, 
I said, “Love me so much that you cannot live without me! This 
is my greatest wish.”

But I immediately regretted that sentence, which revealed 
that I was basically a naive teenager. He said, “Hmmm. But you 
will live without me,” and then he covered my mouth with his 
lips, so that I could not respond. Then putting his right arm 
around me, he ushered me toward a small park nearby, where 
some elderly pensioners were playing dominoes, and then he 
moved away from me again.

What did he mean? That I would live without him. So he thinks 
I do not love him enough, that I’ll be able to replace him? Is that 
what he meant when he said those words to me? Why would I live 
without him, when we love each other? I was torturing myself with 
these internal questions, as he was asking the pensioners about 
a statue destroyed by the Communists in 1947.

“A monument demolished by the Communists? But didn’t 
the Communists build the statues and monuments themselves 
after the war?”

What if he thought that because he is not very sexual, I might 
have needs beyond that which he can provide and… Ah, of course not, 
no man would ever think that, even if he does not love you very much.

“Where could the statue have been located?”
He asked the pensioners, and then the pensioners asked 

each other. And me, I just wondered why the hell I couldn’t stop 
asking myself such idiotic questions, and instead, concentrate 
properly on why we were talking to all these pensioners here in 
the middle of the park? A bust? A monument? Statue? Tomb? 
Here. This is what we are talking about I think.

“The statue was in front of the Officers’ Mess.”
“No,” says another. “That one was damaged later. After we 

split with the Chinese. It wasn’t the statue of our priest. The bust 
of the Albanian priest, cast in bronze, which was destroyed by 
Albanians in 1947.”

The pensioners around us could not have been old enough 
in 1947 to remember much. And their answers were all quite 
contradictory. So they called an older man, from another group, 
who was playing a game of chess nearby. One of those types who 
knows and remembers everything. He talked and talked inces-
santly. I had a hard time concentrating, even though I was now 
all eyes and ears.

 “Yes Yes. I know. How can you not know. The priest’s monu-
ment was near the old church.”

Someone suggested, “So, the Communists destroyed it when 
they destroyed all the churches?”

Someone nearby said, “No, I don’t think so, my friend. The 
churches were demolished in 1967. But our priest’s memorial was 
destroyed in 1947. How is it possible that it happened so early, 
before the church was destroyed?”

“It was destroyed by our Communists, at the instruction of 
the Serbian Communists. The Serbian Communists did not tell 
our guys to destroy the church; they never even destroyed their 
own churches. But in 1947, our guys were like brothers to the 
Serbian Communists. And the Serbian Communists, in order to 
kill for their God, wanted our God to speak their language too. 
They killed the priest in 1928 because he spoke Albanian, and not 
the Slav or Greek language. They event sent saboteurs at night 
to damage church texts in Albanian and gave our saints Slavic 
names. But the priest kept writing in Albanian every day. Until 
the day they killed him. They say they wanted to cut off his head 
as well. People loved him very much and they paid their respects 
to him both in church and in the mosque.”

Here the old man paused and looked at us all, as if to check 
whether we were listening to his story or not. When he saw 
that I, too, was attentatively following everything he was say-
ing, he continued:

“They were looking for him even when dead. Do you know 
what the people did? They buried him in a Moslem grave, so they 
could not find his body because the saboteurs kept coming at night 
to try to find his head and cut it off his dead body.”

“Really? A priest buried in a Muslim grave?” I asked doubt-
fully, and in surprise.

“Yes, yes,” he said. “The people here loved him very much 
when he was living. So they raised a monument to him when 
he was dead.” Then the old man took us to the place where the 
priest’s monument had been, a place the pensioners called “the 
monument”, which the communists had destroyed in 1947.

“Ah,” he said painfully, “What would it cost these leaders, who 
promise heaven on earth for a few votes, to raise that monument 
once more.”

The priest was not only a martyr of the church, but he was a 
martyr of the Albanian language and the homeland. He taught 
Albanian to children everywhere, to all of them, without distinc-
tion. They say he was a student of Negovani himself. Negovani 
was burned alive by the Greeks, and our priest was killed by the 
Slavs, right inside his small church in Najazma, next to the lake.

“That’s why we musn’t forget things, my friend,” he continued, 
“and we should put up that monument again, just as it was erected 
by the people of these parts, Christians and Muslims together. 
We must do things together for Albanian society.”

“Alright, the communists, they forgot and they destroyed 
things, but the new lot, who come and go from power are not 
doing any good at all.” Here his voice faltered as he realized that 
now the conversation could become more risky if he carried on, 
so he preferred to take a break from the story–telling, asking: 

“But, you, why are you so interested, son?” Hmm, I thought 
to myself. Why was he so interested?

Instead of enjoying our shared moments alone, here we were, 
sitting and listening to stories of priests and communists. He 
said, “The priest of Najazma was my grandfather. I’m afraid my 
father did not remember him at all. And he died worrying that 
he had never found his grave. If you’d asked at that time about 

a priest’s monument, they’d have put you in a living grave. Or 
they’d have left you as they did my father. To live neither above 
nor in the grave. Neither dead nor alive.”

After he said this, I looked him in the eye. He was crying. He 
instinctively took my hand. The strong man suddenly became 
a sensitive child, who needed to hold onto something. In addi-
tion to the tragic loss of his grandfather, he also had the grief of 
his father’s unlived life. He trembled. My hand inside his palm 
also trembled.

What did he say? He was his grandfather? Those who did not 
like and killed both my grandfather and father, now don’t like me 
either, and they will kill me too. Really! Is that what he said? No. 
No. He did not say that. I don’t know how I feel. Why don’t I ask 
him how he feels?

But before I ask, he speaks first, after saying goodbye to all 
the pensioners there in the park, where the monument to his 
grandfather, the Priest of Najazma, had once stood, and which had 
been destroyed by the communists, according to the pensioners. 
And, as he said himself, the father of a man with a lot of political 
power and criminal connections today, he said to me in a voice 
full of anxiety and fear:

“You don’t have to come with me.”
“I’m afraid that I don’t fully understand.”
“I know. There are things no one understands, even if I 

tell them.”
“Well, you should try, maybe you’ll feel better.”
“But don’t imagine that you will feel better if I speak.”
“That doesn’t matter, you must explain.”
“I am under surveillance. My life may even be at risk.”
“Under surveillance?” I asked, as if I did not understand. But 

actually I understood well. And now I understood all those times 
when he was constantly anxious. Even the incompleteness of his 
approach to me. I instantly felt great fear. For him? Maybe, but 
instead of saying anything that might help him, or encourage 
him to continue his story, I asked entirely selfishly:

“Is my life in danger if I come with you?”
“I don’t know. It could be.”
“It could be?”
The earth shifted under my feet. My legs trembled and I was 

no longer in command of myself. I could neither go with him or 
turn away.

“The journey towards identity is very difficult,” he told me 
at the beginning. But why was I so afraid? He continued, “The 
journey alone is not sufficient. And not when you are afraid,” he 
added, recognising my hesitation.

“Let’s get out of here. We can get protection and live safely 
somewhere else, far away from this danger,” I said.

“No. I will not run. That’s what they want, for us to leave. To 
abandon the country. To let them do what they want with our 
past, our sacred places, our names, our present and our future. 
They stole our identity once with denial, then with bullets and 
destruction, and now they want to drive us out.

I begged him desperately to flee. I had a bad premonition.
I said, “If we go, we could write and tell stories about our his-

tory without fear and in freedom. So that nothing is forgotten.”
“You write about it,” he said to me. “Everything. Write down 

the names we call out in ecstasy to God when we pray in Albanian. 
That way, at least they will not destroy our love. Or our prayers …

I felt that he was still hiding something from me, but I did 
not speak anymore and I went with him quietly.

Extract from the book The Sunday Bells

 Translated by Alexandra Channer

Anna Kove

UNFINISHED 
PRAYER

Anna Kove 
is a well–known poet and translator from Albania. She graduated 
at 2001 at “Goethe” Institution, Germany, with the Diploma “Ger-
man as a foreign language in theory and practice”. She continued 
her Post–University (Master) studies at the European University 
of Viadrina in Germany (2002–2004) in “Media and Intercultural 
Communication”. She also graduated in “Albanian Language 
and Literature” at the University of Tirana (1986–1990). Anna 
Kove is author of many poetry books, such as “Shën Valentin ku 
ishe”, “Djegë Ujërash”, “Nimfa e pemës së humbur”, “Kambanat 
e së dielës” and has been awarded with many prizes, in different 
competitions in Albania, Kosovo and Montenegro. She is one of 
the most distinguished contemporary authors in Albania, having 
the attention of the critics, researchers and journalists, who have 
been continuously writing about her works.

She has participated in different seminars and translation work-
shops like LCB “Berlin” “In Käte tanzen” (September 2006); 
“Artistic Translation of Children Literature: Kein Kinderspiel” 
(2013), organized by Robert Bosch Stiftung– Hamburg, the In-
ternational translators meeting LCB march 2019.
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What is the first step of free flight? To stop, to burn your lug-
gage, to take off your clothes and shoes, to trample the ground 
with your feet and to fill your lungs with air,

they belong to the earth, I make love to the wind. She dances 
me up high… far… fast… light… flying sweetly like a feather,

Air flows, flowing into my feathered particles,
I don’t think anymore, thinking is a special human fatigue,
I am a Feathered Cloud, I have no Memoiré, I have no memo-

ries, I carry nothing with me, not even a soul. 
I improvise, just like my form, people do not.
I hang somewhere above you, suspended in the air.
Nothing makes a sound up here, wondrous peace,
There are sounds of silence, it is beautiful, a pause above a 

mountain, or an endless sea, strong colors everywhere, blue, 
green, yellow, bison ridges of Polish forest, whale boats in the Arc-
tic, and I shine in my milky whiteness, your eyes pale in my light!

Feel the serenity, my little shadow, the great sun god warms 
your blood and mind, orange is the color of the world, painted 
blue under my whiteness, And you want to make love, in my 
name of freedom, under my feathered eyes, lying in meadows, on 
sand, at the sea, on palace terraces, on tree branches, on garden 
benches, on trampoline steps, on a bearskin on ice, lying in the 
middle of the Sahara,

I touch you wherever you are, wherever you make love, hid-
den under my shadow,

And I, the Feathered Cloud, towards agapé with the sun and 
the sea…

Playful,
Flattering, 
Loving, 
FREE ! 

 Translated by Alexandra Channer

Loer Kume 
born in Durres in 1982, is a prose writer and essayist. In 2005 
he finished his studies in Stomatology in the Medical Faculty 
of Tirana. In 2011 he published his first book “Lux”. In 2015 he 
co created and was part of the artistic anthology book together 
with other well known poets “The anthology of of poetry and 
visual arts – A dangerous Method”. Through a cycle of essays 
under the title “The Albanian sphere” he is active in the analysis 
of the social phenomena of Albania. In 2017, he published his 
novel “Short story of clutter”. In 2019, he wins the Kadare prize, 
with the summary of stories “Amygdala Mandala”, with the mo-
tivation ‘representative of the new generation of writers, which 
experiments in new forms of literature, far from commercialism 
bringing a new spirit to literature.

Loer Kume

FEATHERED CLOUD
I am a Feathered Cloud, flying, above earthly dreams.
Today’s light is like a Cretan dawn, a Chilean or perhaps 

Armenian evening.
I do not know where I was created, nor where I will dissolve 

and disappear,
The force of gravity, the kidnapper, is distant, too far to caress 

my feathery legs,
Just raise your head to the sky, and you’ll see me, a high note, 

the acute wail of a ‘blues’ guitar fading out of earshot,
I am a Small Feathered Cloud. All that my being senses from 

the clouds swirls around me in intoxication. Infinity, air, sun, 
moon, earth, people, trees animals cars!

I am the center of gravity, the earth, my pendulum,
The world is mine, I am the world,
Ah! Really, there is no belonging in the middle, we spin and 

fly around it all.
I am a Flying Feathered Cloud, and things do not matter so 

much in this form of being, just lightly powdering the skin of 
the world,

From up here on high, I see shadowy corners and nooks, 
gorges, ancient chests, magical attics, rare, secret love,

The details are so small, insignificant, pathetic,
People, so temporary, destructive,
I watch them in astonishment, how funny they look, down 

there below beating each other up, killing for land, for money. 
Killing for the general, commander, leader, for beards, ideals, 
sacred stones, lost cities, bread, water, oil,

For parties, homelands, motherlands, nations,
Killing for blood,
For God!
Hey! I am up here above, far from any earthly concerns,
I laugh at them, and at the earth, so swollen, so round, flour-

ishing until it explodes.
I often encounter other feathered clouds, our particles share 

the same nuclei, electrons and quarks,
we sing thunder, lick with the language of lightning, and
I fly straight towards the sun’s smile.
It’s rays that fall on my meltable body of featheredness, are 

my beginning and end, a divine orgasm, rain embraces, wets and 
blesses everything, leaves behind the others, initiates a race to the 
trampled earth, people, animals, forests, flies, dragonflies, birds, 
clouds, mountains, we drop, we flow, we are born, we are reborn 
towards the sea, in order to return to the sky!

I am a Feathered Cloud, without beginning, without end, 
cyclical, high up, without sex, without features, like a dream,

I change my shape whenever I want. Because I am fluid. 
Water and wind,

a pure display of the Universe,
Everything, inside everything,

Is that GOD?
The wind is my god. I relax in her arms, in her wispy hands, 

free, easy, in the eternal dance,
I change direction, floating, flying, I catch the sun, I help people. 
I create the necessary darkness to liberate your hidden souls 

restrained by the sun and light,
I am the flatterer, the teacher of beings eager for flight… 

for freedom,
with my rain, my shadow, my flight over the earth,
I am that person lying on the beaches of Acapulco in his 

hammock, drinking his cocktail, smoking his marijuana. He has 
thrown everything away and forgotten his name.

I am the real man who was named prosecutor, but realized 
that all he wanted to do was compose music, and burned his suit, 
forgot his name.

I am the Latin teacher who became an explorer, and the 
physicist who became a street pirate with his fancy car.

I am the successful doctor who tried to be a successful pros-
titute. She forgot her name.

I am all drunkards, madmen, all the nameless who see colors 
in the world when you see deserts,

Oh… look, the deserts!
The wind plays with the sand creating sensual eddies below 

my shadow. There are no other feathered clouds in the sky.
Isolating they say? Such ways of thinking, human concepts 

like loneliness, boredom, loss, death, are foreign to me.
Your applause, cheers, adoration, angry stares, all leave me cold.
Curses, you ruined our day .., you’re going to rain .., you 

blocked out the sun,
– hahaha, how cute are your little heads, with hair, without 

hair, empty, or so full of fairy tales!
And above all, I, a Feathered Cloud, am free from what they 

so desperately seek and suffer, so blindly; Belonging!
It is rooted deep within. As an embryo. Since their genesis. 

They belong to the gravity of the molecules to which they are 
subject, when they conceive their DNA.

The child belongs to the mother, the wife belongs to the hus-
band, the husband to the wife,

Husband and wife belong to one big family,
The boyfriend and the girlfriend, to each other, the worker 

belongs to the job, and the job, the employer, 
The employer to another that is larger, the bank. The banker 

to money, money to man, man to society, society to history, his-
tory to man, man to the vampire, vampire to worms, these lands, 
those plants, and so on, and on and on…

Heavy with baggage, with luggage, dressed, shoed,
They do not trample the earth with their feet, they have for-

gotten they belong to it, but it grips them, it clasps them.
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PANELS / DEBATES &
 OTH

ER EVEN
TS

Friday, 11. 09. 2020 

Saturday, 12. 09. 2020 

Saturday, 12. 09. 2020 

Sunday, 13. 09. 2020 

Sunday, 13. 09. 2020 

A poetical journey through Prishtina
Actors: M

ay-Linda K
osum

ovic &
 Adrian M

orina
Poem

s by: Sibel H
alim

i, Lulzim
 H

aziri, Faruk Šehić, 
Tom

islav M
arkovic, N

ora Prekazi H
oti, Loer K

um
e, 

Plator G
ashi, K

atja G
rćic and Ana K

ove.

C
urated by: D

ukagjin Podrim
aj &

 Florent M
ehm

eti
FM

 Poetry D
rive is a literary journey organized by 

polip festival in collaboration w
ith the Festival of Arts 

in Public Space H
APU

. The audience is invited to join 
us w

ith their cars in front of the national Library of 
K

osovo and from
 there, w

ith their cars or in an 
organized w

ay by the festivals to follow
 this poetic 

journey tow
ards the O

D
A Theatre w

here the o�
cial 

opening of the polip festival w
ill take place. D

uring 
this journey, through their radio FM

 frequencies, they 
w

ill be able to listen to the poetry of som
e of the 

participating authors of the polip festival. The Festival 
of Arts in Public Space H

APU
 is organized by O

D
A 

Theatre and this year it has been conceptualized as 
H

APU
D

EM
I. The festival w

ill take place in the 
rem

aining part of 2020 through m
any artistic 

interventions w
hich invite the audience and the artists 

to m
eet w

ith each other in w
ays that current 

circum
stances allow

 in physical public space and 
digital public space - the internet and inform

ation 
technology tools. 

19:30  - 20:00 //  M
eeting point: 

                                    N
ational Library of K

osovo 

FM
 Poetry D

rive

15:00  - 17:00 //  V
enue O

da T
heater 

D
iscussion Face to Face

Panelists: Saša Ilić (SR
B) and Jeton N

eziraj (R
K

S)

In A
lbanian and Serbian w

ith English translation

Eleven years in betw
een, ten editions of the polip – 

International Literature Festival. O
ver ten books 

published in Albanian and Serbian in K
osovo and 

Serbia, over three hundred w
riters and intellectuals 

involved. First and forem
ost, a healthy collaboration 

beyond political barriers, beyond m
edia hostility, 

Panelists: Izabela K
isić (SR

B), 
Ivana Bodrožić (C

R
O

), D
im

itris Lyacos (G
R

)
M

oderator: U
na H

ajdari (R
K

S)

D
iscussion in English

Authors w
ho use language for creating parallel w

orlds 
agree that the language they use in their literary w

orks 
is the best one to express their deepest turm

oil. 
Politicians consider the language they use on a daily 
basis (including English, used for o�

cial international 
com

m
unication) as the best sign system

 for resolving 
the issues their respective electorates encounter. The 
language(s) of m

ass m
edia and social netw

orks are 
becom

ing ever m
ore dom

inant and it som
etim

es 
seem

s as if they actually shape our reality; these 
languages are in fact codes, com

prising photographs, 
m

ontage and m
essage(s), w

ith the visual aspect 
becom

ing a significant elem
ent of such languages. O

n 
the other hand, during this year the C

O
V

ID
-19 

18:00  - 19:30 //   V
enue: O

nline at 
                                     Q

endra M
ultim

edia’s
                                     Facebook page
PAN

EL 1: 

C
hange Your Language!

18:00  - 19:30 //   V
enue: O

nline at 
                                     Q

endra M
ultim

edia’s
                                     Facebook page 
PAN

EL 2: 

A
bout the Freedom

 &
 A

bout the Lim
its

Panelists: Alida Brem
er (C

R
O

/D
E), K

aren K
ohler 

(D
E), Ivana Sajko (C

R
O

)
M

oderator: N
atasha Tripney (U

K
)

D
iscusion in English

"The lim
its of m

y language are the lim
its of m

y w
orld" 

w
rote Ludw

ig W
ittgenstein, thus form

ulating a 
thought that still occupies us today: W

hat can 
language do, w

hat is it allow
ed to do? W

hat can 
literature do, w

hat should it do and w
hat should it 

rather not do? W
ho decides about it, w

ho judges?
H

ow
 does literature relate to the construction of the 

sexes and how
 to the critic of this construction? H

ow
 

does literature relate to racist and sexist concepts? 
And does literature, because there m

ust be freedom
 of 

art, stand above all other discourses? W
here are the 

lim
its of freedom

 of expression and freedom
 of art, if it 

exists at all, and w
ho decides about it? Is the person of 

the artist inviolable in the nam
e of the freedom

 of art? 
W

hen does criticism
 becom

e censorship? 
At the latest the debate on the aw

arding of the N
obel 

Prize to Peter H
andke in 2019 show

ed that there is no 
agreem

ent on these questions. W
hile som

e believed 
that a poet has the right to stand up to journalists, 
law

yers and experts w
ith his literary w

orks, others 
believed that a poet m

ust be com
m

itted to the truth 
and not to any ideology. But w

hat is the truth? Is there 
a poetic truth that stands above a historical truth and 
above the experiences of "ordinary people"?
W

e w
ant to discuss all these questions w

ithout prom
is-

ing that w
e w

ill find a definitive answ
er to any of them

.

13:00  - 13:45 //  V
enue: O

nline at 
                                     Q

endra M
ultim

edia’s
                                     Facebook page 

O
nline Screening of the m

onodram
a 

“02.08.1944” by Edis G
alushi

The m
onodram

a “02.08.1944” w
as staged by Edis 

G
alushi in January 2019 at the “Bekim

 Fehm
iu” 

theatre in Prizren. This play talks about the victim
s 

am
ong R

om
a population during W

orld W
ar II. W

hile 
the exact figures or percentages rem

ain unknow
n, 

historians estim
ate that the G

erm
ans and their allies 

killed up to 220,000 R
om

a people in Europe during 
the W

orld W
ar II genocide. In the Auschw

itz cam
p 

alone, close to 23,000 R
om

a are said to have been 
im

prisoned. The night of August 2, 1944 w
as know

n as 

attacks and labelling, a collaboration has been built 
upon m

utual trust, understanding and out of the need 
for change. For the change that goes beyond conflicts 
of the past, beyond today’s m

isunderstanding, beyond 
linguistic di®erences and any other di®erence – for the 
change that m

ust reach to the people of all religions 
and ethnicities: Albanians and Serbs, R

om
a ad Turks, 

M
acedonians and C

roats. And all the others living in 
these areas.
This is a short balance of an intense and dynam

ic 
collaboration betw

een Q
endra M

ultim
edia from

 
Prishtina and K

om
una Links [form

er Beton group] 
from

 Belgrade, through all these years. A tangible 
balance. 
Sasa Ilić from

 Belgrade and Jeton N
eziraj from

 
Prishtina, tw

o co-leaders and curators of the polip 
festival (w

ho w
ere later joined by Alida Brem

er from
 

Split) discuss w
ith each other about these ten years of 

collaborations, the challenges, benefits, the im
pact 

and opportunities that this collaboration has created 
for w

riters, for the audience and for the societies in 
K

osovo and Serbia.
 They w

ill discuss w
ithout any m

oderator or m
ediator, 

just like they have been discussing and com
m

unicat-
ing for all these years.

pandem
ic obliterated one crucial dim

ension from
 the 

hum
an com

m
unication – nam

ely, live personal 
contact, in w

hich non-verbal expression and body 
language play an extrem

ely im
portant role.

The language used in literature and the one utilized in 
politics or the one em

ployed by m
edia and social 

netw
orks, on the other hand, have never been the 

sam
e. These are usually seem

ingly sim
ilar com

m
uni-

cation system
s, but it alw

ays turns out in the end that 
the di®erences betw

een them
 are substantial. There is 

a particularly significant di®erence betw
een a kind of 

literature w
hich strives to critically exam

ine and 
reflect on our tim

es, even during the pandem
ic, and 

politics. For this kind of literature to exist at all, it had 
to m

ake its ow
n language shift, especially in post-con-

flict zones, as w
as the case w

ith the post-Yugoslav 
countries. The literature that has em

erged in this 
region since the 1990s (and especially after the year 
2000) has started a quiet revolution in discourse w

hile 
attem

pting to distance itself from
 the 1980s literary 

production, w
hich becam

e w
ay too close to the 

m
ilitaristic narratives of the m

ainstream
 politics.

The language of politics in the post-Yugoslav societies 
rem

ained rather trapped in the past, not having the 
capacity to even validly describe the issues those 
societies have been facing (not to m

ention that 
resolving them

 is im
possible if w

e are unable to even 
nam

e the problem
s). Lim

ited vocabulary, rigid use of 
gram

m
ar w

ith frequent use of polite form
 of address, 

as the only signifier of the pro-European agenda, have 
led to the exhaustion of possibilities for solving deep 
political problem

s.  The change of language is the only 
viable form

 of the system
’s reform

. N
ot speaking like 

w
e spoke yesterday – not w

riting like w
e w

rote the day 
before yesterday – m

eans not thinking like w
e did in 

all those past decades. Is this leap forw
ard possible?

the “final solution” for the R
om

a in Auschw
itz. That 

night by order of SS leader H
einrich H

im
m

ler a total of 
2,898 R

om
a w

ere exterm
inated in the gas cham

ber. 
After the liberation of the Auschw

itz concentration 
cam

p in 1945, only 4 R
om

a people survived. Through 
the personal story of the only character of this play is 
told the horrible treatm

ent of the R
om

a before and 
during the Second W

orld W
ar. This project is support-

ed by the C
ulture for C

hange program
 funded by the 

European U
nion, m

anaged by the EU
 O

�
ce in K

osovo 
and im

plem
ented by Q

endra M
ultim

edia and the 
G

oethe-Institut.
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IN
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AL 
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PRISH

TIN
A

2020
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11–14 SEPTEM

BER 2020

PROGRAM
 2020

Friday, 11. 09. 2020 

19:30  - 20:00 //  M
eeting point: 

                                    N
ational Library of K

osovo 

FM
 Poetry D

rive, 
A poetical journey through Prishtina

Actors: M
ay-Linda K

osum
ovic &

 Adrian M
orina

Poem
s by: Sibel H

alim
i, Lulzim

 H
aziri, Faruk Šehić, 

Tom
islav M

arkovic, N
ora Prekazi H

oti, Loer K
um

e, 
Plator G

ashi, K
atja G

rcić and Ana K
ove.

C
urated by: D

ukagjin Podrim
aj &

 Florent M
ehm

eti

20:30  - 21:30 //  V
enue: O

da T
heater 

R
eadings &

 m
usic 

R
eadings w

ith: Bora Ć
osić (SR

B/D
E), Anna K

ove 
(ALB), Ariane von G

ra�enried (C
H

), Plator G
ashi 

(R
K

S), Laura Freudenthaler (AU
T), Tom

islav M
ark-

ović (R
K

S), Lulzim
 H

aziri (M
K

).
M

oderators: Saša Ilić (SR
B) &

 Arif M
uharrem

i (R
K

S)

Live m
usic: Ilir Bajri (R

K
S)

C
ocktail

 

Saturday, 12. 09. 2020 

15:00  - 17:00 //  V
enue O

da T
heater 

D
iscussion Face to Face

Saša Ilić (SR
B) and Jeton N

eziraj (R
K

S)

In A
lbanian and Serbian w

ith English translation

18:00  - 19:30 //   V
enue: O

nline at 
                                     Q

endra M
ultim

edia’s
                                     Facebook page
PAN

EL 1: 
C

hange your language!

Panelists: Izabela K
isić (SR

B), 
Ivana Bodrožić (C

R
O

), D
im

itris Lyacos (G
R

)
M

oderator: U
na H

ajdari (R
K

S)

D
iscussion in English

20:00  - 21:00 //  V
enue O

da T
heater 

R
eadings

R
eadings w

ith: Sibel H
alim

i (R
K

S), Faruk Šehić 
(BiH

), Loer K
um

e (ALB), N
urduran D

um
an 

(TU
), D

enijen Pauljević (SR
B/D

E), Anja 
K

am
pm

ann (AT), Aurela K
adriu (R

K
S), 

Svetlana Slapšak (SLO
).

M
oderators:  Agron Bajram

i &
 Jeton N

eziraj

Sunday, 13. 09. 2020 

13:00  - 13:45 //  V
enue: O

nline at 
                                     Q

endra M
ultim

edia’s
                                     Facebook page 

Screening of the m
onodram

a 
“02.08.1944” by Edis G

alushi

18:00  - 19:30 //   V
enue: O

nline at 
                                     Q

endra M
ultim

edia’s
                                     Facebook page 
PAN

EL 2: 
A

bout the Freedom
 &

 A
bout the Lim

its

Panelists: Alida Brem
er (C

R
O

/D
E), K

aren 
K

ohler (D
E), Ivana Sajko (C

R
O

)
M

oderator: N
atasha Tripney (U

K
)

D
iscussion in English

20:00  - 21:30 //   V
enue O

da T
heater 

R
eadings &

 m
usic

R
eadings w
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Faruk Šehić

WOMENS'S WAR
Nađa is a kid. Greta is an elderly woman. Nađa goes to sec-

ondary school, she’s not quite a kid but that’s how I refer to her. 
From time to time, her friends visit our refugee home. One of 
them has a fair complexion, blue eyes. I sometimes think she eyes 
me furtively, but I pretend not to notice because I am a soldier, 
a grown man, although I am only about twenty. Then again, it’s 
not proper for kids to fall in love with young adults. I’ve no time 
for love; I’ve devoted myself to other things. Amongst them war, 
but I’ve mentioned that more times than one. Comradeship with 
other soldiers, friends, acquaintances, rakia and weed, but I’ve 
mentioned that, too. One might say it’s a case of fraternal love 
between young men, but that’s quite beside the point now.

I soon forget about Nađa’s friend, for one must press on, 
one must be mature as long as there’s a war on; I’ve no time for 
by–the–ways like love. Love, at the moment, is a bit stand–off-
ish towards abstractions such as homeland or nation. There is, 
however, such thing as true love for things quite concrete and 
tangible, like home, street or town. Here I mean the lost home, 
the lost street, the lost town. The town has lost us and we are alone 
in the universe. It’s not the town’s fault, and it isn’t ours, either.

I don’t know what Nađa is thinking about and I don’t take her 
seriously. Nađa spends time with Greta. The two of them live in a 
world of their own. Greta raised Nađa, she is like a second mother 
to her. Greta is an elderly woman, very wise and knowledgeable. 
Nađa and Greta play patience and listen to Radio Rijeka on a set 
connected to a car battery. Greta is a passionate smoker, she loves 
crosswords but there aren’t any in wartime. Inside the radiobox 
Andrea Bocelli and Sarah Brightman sing Time to Say Goodbye. 

It’s as though Greta and Nađa were two dispossessed noble-
women. Greta, of course, is a countess, Nađa her right hand. They 
have now been expelled from their county. Nobody knows them; 
the faces in the street are strange. None treat them with due 
respect. In turn, the two of them don’t much care what people 
in their new town think about them. Greta and Nađa listen to the 
news, remembering the number of shells that have fallen on such 
and such town on a given day. They remember the number of dead 
and wounded, because we all do. It’s an informal sport of sorts, 
it may become an Olympic discipline someday, and it consists 
of a radio speaker informing us in a distraught voice that such 
and such number of howitzer, mortar and cannon shells were 
fired on town XY during an enemy attack on the very heart of the 
town. Greta and Nađa are able to tell howitzer and cannon shells 
from one another, because the former fly a lot longer than the 
latter and you have time to find cover. They learnt this from our 
father. At times, radio reports made mention of surface–to–air 
missiles, which are used – ironically enough – not to shoot down 
aeroplanes but to destroy our cities and towns. For nothing is the 
way it may at first seem in war. The missiles have poetic names: 
Dvina, Neva, Volna. The surface–to–surface missile Luna has 
the prettiest name. One missile landed near our house, the blast 
lifted a few tiles off the roof. Dry snow seeped through the hole 
in the roof onto the concrete steps carpeted with varicoloured 
rag–rug. The cold falls into our home vertically. 

Greta & Nađa remember all that. Nađa goes to school. Greta 
stays at home with our mother. Father and I are on the frontline 
all the time. The radio–sport of remembering the body count 
and the destruction of towns and cities spreads to every house 
without exception, be it inhabited by locals, or by refugees. It 
goes without saying that we, being refugees, couldn’t have pos-
sibly brought our own houses along on our backs like snails can 
and do, so the houses we’ve moved into have become the way we 
are – homeless, with few possessions and many human desires.

Suada, our mother, is the barycentre around which all things 
and living beings in our home orbit. Apart from Greta & Nađa, 
there is also a little tomcat, as well as a dog that has survived 
distemper and twitches a bit as he walks. His name is Humpy 
Horsey, after a character from a Russian fairy tale. Father and I 
are optional subjects in our refugee family portraits, as we are 
seldom home.

Suada looks after our civilian lives. Every year she takes a 
horse cart to a remote village where she plants spuds. The yields 
range from 500 kg to 700 kg. This guarantees that we won’t starve, 
in case we also don’t die in some other way, and the ways to die 
are many, and they form part of life.  

Once I was detailed to spade up a patch of the green behind 
our house. I was at it until Mother saw me toiling and moiling, 
my face flushed, pushing the blade into the hard soil with the sole 
of my boot. She snatched the spade from my hands and did the 
job herself. I was dismissed, and I could go out, where my mates 
were, were the alcohol was. 

Suada procured not only victuals but also articles of clothing 
to meet our modest needs. Thus I was issued a terry robe with an 
aitch emblazoned on the chest, and I called it Helmut. A kind–
hearted Helmut donated his robe and helped me feel a bit like a 

Nocturn 1 

Monday drags the sun over the mountain like a titan
it seems tired of the futility of the moon 
a beam of light snitched, nibbling of the body 
towards the window thrown as a wad

it’s the strand that made the nicety,
the days appointed after the creation 
(before the order: Become!) 
a silk thread spun by a caterpillar 
before time turns it into a butterfly

each day I’m reborn through a beam of light
lined up like dew on a spider web
I catch it, pour it in my eye like eyedrops 
the other widens with auxiliary droplets of this world 
with different names the days after the order 
her hair, neck, scent, time…
all shapes of light’s reflection on us.

Nocturn 2 
as if it were the first one to shine 
the day bustles in awe 
emerges as a glass of milk over the dresser
while I’m sober and burning up inside 
I’ve started again counting and lingering 
the beams of light bestowed on me
I think I do this to emphasize the heftiness 
fearing the disenchantment of betrayal 

light, oh sweetheart, that follows across the universe 
wandering in hell, to give life 
you don’t complain when I neglect you 
gazed in the murky pleasures 
weighting me down like guilt 
bless me while I’m naked 
holding a glass of milk 
awaiting you 

Lulzim Haziri

NOCTURN

Lulzim Haziri
is a poet and journalist. He was born in 1962 in Gostivar, Mace-
donia. He studied Mechanical Engineering at the Faculty of 
Technical Sciences in Pristina (Kosovo). During the eighties his 
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2019) he continued to reinforce poetic discourse with poetry 
emanating from urban daily life, rooted in preoccupations, di-
lemmas and worries.

Nocturn 3 

light 
that still hasn’t come out of the sun yet
being closer to it 
as coming from Mercury* 
I find you hot and cold 
like this woman’s clinging body 
softly shaping mine 
to bring it to life 
you sleep 
a one buttoned shirt 
I, as a nano–surgeon 
try to give back the heart you gave me 
not awaking you during anesthesia 
you still feel the heartbeat 
to return to me again 

* Mercury is the closest planet to the Sun and one of the
 coldest and the hottest planets at the same time. 

Nocturn 4 
the sunlight colors the rooftop in front of me, 
like a knife does to a piece of bread with butter 
constantly tardily it sets behind the mountain 
I bled it, like the starved did to its meal 

I wait for her wrapped in sheets 
peeking my eyes still stranding into the gloom 
not waiting for it to elucidate my body 
like the calm owl in the dry grove 

I wait for just one slight moment 
to recline on her hair
for the missed night sleep 
the dark forest she hides to relocate again 
reclining like an awaken Ophelia in a tree trunk

cloaking like an owl, my head turned aside 
not blinking my eyes, not making a sound 
not breathing because she might notice I’m awake 
I capture this moment on an image 
grab it with my hand and place it on my chest
with my other hand I hold the key tightly 
rusty from the sweat 
the key to her heart 
constantly tardily the light sets behind the mountain 
that I wake up to be the first to salute it 
to see the way it comes to life on her hair 
to salute her as the last drunken guest 
who didn’t find console on his drink

Translated by: Ilda Kurti 
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human being. It’s not advisable to feel like too much of a human 
being though, lest your being assume an air of haughtiness, and 
you become toffee–nosed, as they say in the vernacular. A being 
could get all kinds of ideas into its head. It might lust after this 
or that, and there is neither this nor that to be got in the new 
town. Unless you have a lot of money. Still, even with money, 
many pleasures remain out of reach, and all they do is feed our 
fancy and lend us faith in a future better than counting shells 
and remembering body counts.

That is the main sport in our County. It’s just about to 
go Olympic. 

Nađa grows and goes to school. Greta is always the same. 
Patience, news and Radio Rijeka playlists shape their time. They 
have a room of their own – they may have been expelled from 
their lands, but they’ve retained some trappings of nobility. Greta 
sends Nađa out to survey the prices of foodstuffs on the black 
market, things such as oranges, juice, chocolate. Nađa returns 
and briefs Greta, who decides what will be purchased. Sometimes 
Nađa fetches ingredients and Greta bakes a cake. This happens 
when Greta receives money from her relatives in Slovenia. The 
two of them have a special nook in the wardrobe where they 
stash their goodies. Inside the radio, the blind Andrea Bocelli 
and Sarah Brightman sing Time to Say Goodbye.

Suada looks after the house and all the living beings in and 
around it. The little tom is becoming less and less little. At some 
point I can no longer remember what happens to him, he vanishes 
into a mysterious feline land, far from the radio reports, far from 
the laundry soap with which we wash our hair, far from the bath 
tub mounted on four bricks, far from the cold tiles of the toilet 
in which I often see my face, distorted with weed and alcohol 
because it cannot be otherwise. It is the same bathtub in which 
Mum washed the shot–through blood–encrusted camo vest I 
strutted about in during nocturnal piss–ups, flaunting my spoils. 
I’d stripped a dead Autonomist, as if I was about to wash him and 
wrap him in a white shroud for funeral. But he remained lying 
on the melting crust of snow on a slope overgrown with stunted 
conifer. Almost naked, in his pants and boots with socks showing. 
He lay there for a few days before somebody thought we should 
bury him, then dig him up again to swap him for victuals. For we 
were made by nature, and to nature we shall return, naked like 
the day we were born. 

Nađa goes to school, and school, like war, drags on forever. 
Greta plays patience, feeds Humpy Horsie, feeds the tom who 
pops down from the mysterious feline land every now and then 
because he misses us (at least I like to think so), and the birds, 
for Greta loves all living beings.

Suada picks pigweed in the dales and meadows. She is a pig-
weed gatherer, in pigweed dwelleth iron, and iron we need to 
keep the blood red. Greta and Nađa may well be blue–blooded, 
what with that room of their own, whilst Mum, Dad and I sleep 
in the sitting room. The tom slept there, too, before he broke 
away to live a life of roaming and roving. When he was little he 
would stalk me, and when I blinked in my sleep he’d give me a 
brush with his paw. Humpy Horsie is growing up and twitches 
less and less. Prognoses are good for Humpy, even the end of war 
may be in sight, but we cannot afford to have such high hopes, we 
are not accustomed to such luxury. Therefore we cannot allow 
ourselves to entertain fancies and reveries about a better world 
that is to come. We are wholly accustomed to this one, like a 
lunatic is used to his straitjacket. Although all fighters are wont 
to declare that they would get killed on the frontline eventually, 
deep inside I believe I will survive, but I don’t say it because I 
don’t want to jinx myself.

Smirna is a pal of mine. She works as a waitress, rumour has 
it she moonlights as prostitute, which is of no consequence to 
me as I’m not interested in rumours, even if they’re true. I’m 
interested in human beings as such, and Smirna is one, and so 
am I. Majority opinions don’t interest me, I don’t cave under peer 
pressure, I rely on what my heart tells me. The only difference 
between the two of us is that she isn’t a refugee. Smirna likes to 
read, I’ve lent her a copy of Mishima’s novel The Sailor Who Fell 
from Grace with the Sea. She’ll likely never return it, there’s a war 
on, who would remember to return a borrowed book in times 
like these? I remember the closing sentence: Glory, as anyone 
knows, is bitter stuff. 

Zuhra, known as Zu, is a friend of mine. We’ve known each 
other since before the war. When you say since before the war, 
it’s as though you remembered that you once used to live in a 
lost kingdom, the same one in which Greta & Nađa had been 
noblewomen. In the days of the Kingdom of Before–the–War, 
Zuhra worked at a video rental, I rented tapes at her shop. We 
listened to the same music, we patronised the same regal café. 
She once sent me a beer with a dedication note to the frontline. 
Zuhra is young and combative, she doesn’t lack optimism. We 
listen to grunge music, we drink beer and rakia. It makes us 
happy. Although we are young, we know full well that there’s 
something missing. Someone has taken something from us and 
refuses to give it back. We don’t know what that something is 
called, or what it looks like, but we do know it’s something very 
important for our young lives. Older adults feel the same way, 
they, too, have had something taken away from them, they, too, 
don’t know what it’s called or what it looks like. When someone 

takes something like that away from you, it’s too late for com-
mon sense. The only thing you know is that there’s a hole that’s 
getting larger and larger and there’s nothing you can fill it with.

Zuhra is strong enough not to think about these things. That’s 
what we’re both like, that’s why we’re friends. We’ve known each 
other since the days of the Kingdom of Before–the–War. We like 
to spend time together because it makes us feel that the hole in 
and around us is shrinking, if only by a smidgen.

Faruk Šehić
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Dani as a columnist and journalist. Faruk Šehić lives in Sarajevo.

electrical surges that zap the ear–lobe. During my stint at that 
line on Padež Hill I wore Azra’s turquoise scarf. It held the smell 
of her skin and the swoosh of unknown seas, a memory of all the 
kingdoms we lost, and all the ones we might someday regain.

I envy her for the fact that her family home is intact. All things 
inside are in the same place all the time: the photographs on the 
wall, the telly, the sofa, the armchairs, the tables, the doors, the 
shelves above the basin in the bathroom. Immobility is a virtue. 
When you get uprooted from your pot and forcefully transplanted 
into another one, all you want to do is strike root and stay put. 
Books gather dust as if the war never happened. Azra’s house 
keeps the memory of a bygone peace. It is peace. When I come 
over and talk to her parents I feel like a phantom. As if I’m making 
things up when I say that we, too, had a house and a flat before 
the war, a family history of our own, that is now undocumented, 
since we no longer have any photos.

Azra works at a café, I’m constantly on the frontline. Some-
times, on leave, I drink at her work and I don’t pay. With her 
wages she’s bought a pair of Adibax trainers, and we admire them, 
although the brand name betrays a counterfeit. Matters not, the 
trainers are new, fashionably designed, worthy of admiration. 
Sometimes she buys a Milka chocolate and a can of proper coke 
for each of us, and we give our mates a slip. We hide behind the 
wooden huts where smuggled consumer goods are sold, and we 
greedily eat the chocolate and drink the coke. That is also how 
we make love, furtively, in places secret and dark. Azra keeps 
me alive by loving me. I have a higher purpose now, something 
loftier than bare life and the struggle for survival.

Dina is a strong, brave young woman. She has a child with 
the same name as me. I used to see her around in the Kindom 
of Before–the–War. I was younger than her and we were never 
formally introduced, the great generational gaps that existed 
in that realm were difficult to close. Black–and–white was the 
kingdom, it was the eighties, films with happy endings, New Wave. 

Dina works in catering, like Azra and Smirna, due to the 
circumstances. We’re sitting in the garden of her refugee house. 
We’re drinking instant powder juice from jars: glasses are super-
fluous in war. All glasses are broken, all hands bloody. As Azra 
and I kiss feverishly, our bodies intertwined like in the sculpture 
Laocoön and His Sons, Dina’s son darts towards the road want-
ing to hug a car, but Dina catches him in the nick of time and my 
little namesake is safe. Azra and I were charged with keeping 
an eye on him, but our kisses took us far from reality. We drink 
Step Light instant juice from pickles jars, because we’ve been 
expelled from our empires, and now we can be barbarians if we 
jolly well please. We’re entitled to all kinds of behaviour, and 
getting a–rude and a–reckless is just our style. We all fight in 
our own way. Women’s war is invisible and silent, but it is of vast 
importance, though we men on the frontline selfishly think we 
matter the most. There are women medics and women fighters 
on the frontlines. I can never forget a young female fighter I once 
saw, and her firm, confident gait. From one of her shins, through 
a tear in her uniform trousers, jutted out the nickel–plated bars 
of a fixation device. 

Greta & Nađa play patience. Suada manages the planets of 
our household solar system. Azra, Dina and Smirna work at their 
cafés. Zuhra waits for her brother to return from the front. She 
also waits for us, her friends, to return so we can hang about. 
Somehow, all things grow and eventually collapse, like a great 
big wave when it finally reaches the shore. Someone in us plays 
patience, goes to school, does chores, washes up in a smoky 
boozer, goes to the front, digs spuds, someone in us laughs at us 
and our lives. We have an ancient life force inside, and it refuses 
to leave us. The blind Andrea Bocelli and Sara Brightman sing 
Time to Say Goodybe.

 Translated by Mirza Purić 

Azra, too, is strong and upright. She is tall and beautiful in a 
special way. I was on a perilous line once, beech and hornbeam 
trees outside were crackling with cold, Azra phoned me via the 
brigade phone exchange. One flick of the switch on the switch-
board, and we were transported to a realm of magic where nothing 
was impossible. She was at home, her civilian receiver in hand. 
I was in a dugout, holding the olive–green receiver of a military 
field phone. I keep it away from my ear; the phone is prone to tiny 
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Plator Gashi

POEMS
May 5, 2016
it would be nice
to fall asleep
then wake up full of joy,
rather than open my eyes
after the slumber
and promptly force them shut.

to look at the sky and not feel sickened
to saunter around a new hill,
to talk to you like back in the day
and banteringly get drunk.

But hitting the bottle is unlike the break of day
unlike the sun, constantly coming out,
but rather, it’s like a hard–shelled nut
sometimes empty, and at other times seeded.

and now I lie back, thinking
about the single ember in the fire
and pray in thirty–four languages
to see you, even if delirious.

but you are there, and I am here
fruit trees and patches of sunlight lie between,
and it wouldn’t be surprising if I stopped looking for you,
because we’ve aged a bit, I guess.

sweetness differs not only in sort
but acquires meaning across time,
your hug tastes like a medlar dipped in honey
but your warmth is out of reach.
it would be nice
to hold you tight
and share my joy with you,
to fall asleep
just like a log 
and truly open my eyes.

June 13, 2017
he wakes up alongside the sun
his head never seems to ache
he rummages, screams and clatters
because he is the neighbor’s imp of a child.

he throws rocks, not holding back
and litters around heedlessly,
he falls on the ground while climbing a tree
and just gets up, effortlessly.

he slams doors all the time
he is like a cat on a hot tin roof,
he dares not talk to men in the neighborhood
because he knows that smacking awaits.

he does not understand the concept of state
he is comfortable as is, 
when others talk about the government
he wreaks havoc in the backyard.

nobody really knows
when he actually eats, drinks and sleeps,
he is always, always around
and when he’s not, that probably means it’s doomsday.

when I saw him last night
I approached him and said:
“for God’s sake keep it down
folks can barely hear the Adhan”.

of course he listened to nothing I said
he didn’t even have pants on,
he quickly scrambled away 
and started laughing gleefully.

there’s really no reason for me to scold him
because I also used to climb that tree,
I carelessly lay back on the grass 
knowing that I was an imp of a child myself.

October 3, 2017
a bank, a river and forty winks
a dream, as sweet as can be,
some water, bread and porridge, too
and peppers, one for each finger.

a light breeze, a warm fire
some wine for my cup,
dried leaves upon the trees
and a fervor–filled heart.

the pale sun and the full moon
jackdaws cackling about,
lazing around with dear friends,
and speaking, every once in a while.

I walked into the forest in the dead of night
and harmlessly slipped on mud,
I cleared my throat and liltingly said
that light means nothing without darkness.

Plator Gashi
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in Prishtina, Kosovo. He studied journalism and communication 
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at the English–language magazine Prishtina Insight for three 
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by the jury of KultStrofa, an international Albanian–language 
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summer is an enclave, an entity, 
an enclosed ghetto. 
you don’t walk in,
 it just happens.
 summer is sticky, voracious, 
naked.
 it sleeps uncovered, in the draught, 
with black, the blackest soles. 
summer mocks and ridicules 
all other seasons.
 it says, you can think of me 
whatever you want, but I’m the one 
that sets them in motion. 
millions of little slugs 
dream of nothing but me and 
my erected coasts of ecstasy.

**

between branches the wind is numb 
sometimes you’re without intention, 
sometimes you’re nothing but. 
feet smell of cherries 
caught by the ground.
 in a room behind time 
there is a woman undressing, 
she says she’s Prometheus. 
the grass is dry and sharp, offering no forgiveness. 
in the circus, the children of gods dance on a wire, 
the audience is silent and pulsating. 
nothing happened, 
nobody fell.

**

Katja Grcić

INTERMEZZO

Driton Selmani - It's All In Your Head
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Svetlana Slapšak

After the war in Yugoslavia the position of women in all new 
states worsened immediately: new legislation revised previous 
rights and generally diminished them. The restricting laws on 
abortion were rejected in Slovenia after a massive women’s rally, 
but they were implemented in Croatia and Poland, for instance. 
The new, democratically elected parliaments were sadly short 
in women representatives. The patriarchal ideas, hand in hand 
with the new church influence, gained space in public discourse. 

Already during the war, pacifist, oppositional and feminist 
NGOs were financed by foreign sponsors, usually through diplo-
matic channels – this was the only way for hem to survive. They 
were supposed, and they were doing it – to express and spread 
the ideas of parliamentary democracy and the ”transition”, a 
popular word at the time, meaning the accepting of the capitalist 
economy and the civic values of the West. George Soros and his 
Open Society organization was crucial in forming new educational 
institutions (including periodicals, information networks, pub-
lishing houses, media centers) in the whole post–socialist region. 
There was a whole intellectual renewal thanks to this help – and 
the whole new way of managing culture, education and science 
had to be invented. First gender studies, independent from the 
state were founded.

American organizations were the first to move in after the war 
(many of them purely anti–communist), and American feminists 
came in huge number to Europe to teach women feminism. They 
had right to three weeks free after giving birth, and they were 
teaching women’s rights to women who have had from one to four 
years paid leave for each child…In Yugoslavia, as if feminism never 
existed before, feminists accepted this brutal colonial attitude 
without grievances, because their survival depended on it. Books 

or trashy, women are present but not taken seriously…After the 
fall of the Berlin wall and after the war in Yugoslavia, the tendency 
of accusing women for the communist rule was general. From the 
most visible in former Eastern Germany, to Serbia, many literati 
developed this narrative. It was the communism that destroyed 
a traditional Serbian family, especially with the freedom given 
to women; women embraced communism because it gave them 
new rights; women were sleeping with communist and thus 
reproduced the communist population…and many more. The 
after–war period was understood as a free–range territory for 
hunting down women and execute the revenge on them. Dur-
ing the war, there was a notoriously famous trial against seven 
Croatia ”witches” – writers and journalists, which did not dem-
onstrate enough patriotic feelings. Similar ”purges” on a smaller 
level were happening everywhere in the post–socialist and the 
post–Yugoslav space. 

The times of such brutal revenge on women are now past. 
However, many forms of invisibility of women are preserved, in 
spite of cultural accommodation to EU standards, the political 
correctnes and the financial counter–value of these forms of  
behaviour. The leading propagators of the women’s invisibility 
are churches, which are partly financed by the states and exempt 
from taxes in the whole region. The hierarchy inside the parties 
secure from the uprising of women and offer the totally party–
dependent women as acceptable representatives. A terminal 
case of such political play is a lesbian Prime minister of Serbia, 
serving any dictatorial wish of her master – the President Alek-
sandar Vučić. This kind of visible invisibility is characteristic of 
all political parties in the region. It also produces a stereotype 
that women are prone to manipulation, corruption and that they 
are volatile in politics and beliefs – week as ever, in one word. The 
social media, after the public trash media, are the lowest level on 
which women are scorned, attacked, humiliated and stigmatized. 
A successful woman is only a woman with the money, but she is 
worthless if she is not a mother. 

The base of this retrograde position of women in the region is 
not one and unified: an important component is the nationalist 
narrative, which is simplicist and rude and depends on a cluster of 
lies, which are loosely connected with folklore and oral tradition. 
A general turn to the right wing is accommodated by some EU 
politics and by the American financing during the war: by the term 
”transition” these channels wanted to secure the right wing rule 
in the post–socialist countries and to exclude for ever the social-
ist ideas…otherwise a normal political orientation in EU. A very 
hard real life transition in the region has imposed brutal social 
rules, and the majority of unemployed, impoverished, socially 
excluded population are women. Among the restriction and vol-
untary self–censorship among feminists in the region, necessary 
for surviving, this general rule produced the weakening of the 
critical thinking, theorizing and, unfortunately, expressing such 
views… This ”adaptational” lack of criticism is also responsible 
for a self–denial, visible in forgetting the progressive Yugoslav 
feminisim in the late 80’. Thus, the re–reading of the feminist 
past, which started at the Zagreb conference on this topic in 
2011 and the subsequent publication is still a necessary task for 
feminists and gender specialists in the region.
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my neighbour, the horizon, he always asks
 how I’m doing 
and where it was today, that I wanted 
to run away to.
 north–east, I say 
where the ache of desire is treated with herbs
whose name I don’t know, and where 
people die of a burst appendix 
or loneliness. 
there I’ll chop woods in the morning, 
spend afternoons fishing on the lake. 
people will tell me nothing but stories 
and I’ll get to see a bear, a boar, a blizzard 
with my naked eye.

**

write all important addresses all over your hands 
and numbers too, in their right order. 
on the ground floor of silence 
there is a danger of noise. 
in a cracked glass 
water is having second thoughts. 
some women are graceless 
in their silk night–gowns 
and can’t play a single instrument.

**

I want a welcome speech,
 a delay, a withdrawal, a pirouette. 
somebody has to hold me back 
on this road to madness.
 I’m afraid of fatigue, stench 
and moths. 
death? death is the least of our problems, 
says the hotel manager, 
we just send them off. 
accidents, accidents are the worst.

**

baroque sun in the branches, 
men took their dragons out for a walk, 
women took their children and new shoes. 
a little girl says: Mummy, mummy, 
look at my shadow, I’m so big! 
abundance of someone else’s love. 
boys are taking penalty kicks 
and perform a bare–bottomed dance 
whenever they score. 
printers swallow paper in offices, 
planes divide heaven into parcels.

**

at the end of the day 
we watch television 
and knead bread. 
we differentiate heaven from earth 
and earth from a question mark.

by Judith Butler were translated in all Yugoslav languages as a 
clear sign of accepting the new framework, and the rich tradi-
tion of feminist theorizing in Yugoslavia was wiped out. The 
EU was late in recognizing the spcificities of the post–socialist 
countries, and especially a huge difference between Soviet–con-
trolled countries and Yugoslav socialism. Rosi Braidotti was the 
first prominent Eropean feminist who introduced the topic and 
made place for feminists from these parts in EU projects and their 
equal participation in conferences and publication. EU exchange 
systems (Socrates, Erasmus) contributed immensely to the new 
flourishing of the gender studies and research with the gradual 
introduction of the post–socialist countries to the EU. 

It looks like a happy–end, and in many ways it certainly is, at 
least on the lower academic level. The higher we go, the gloomier 
it seems: National academies have a ridiculously small number of 
women, the image of women in mass media is deplorably negative 

Driton Selmani - Axis
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A. was a cook. Although his profession solely relied on a cane 
of numbers and letters, and his free time rolled on his feelings, 
what really moved him as a unique human taste of the world… 
was the cooking. Since he was a child, A. had fantasized to open a 
restaurant and as his fantasy became more distant in the course 
of the years, the taste of his meals became more and more irresist-
ible. Even magical. A.’s real life slowly roasted in the middle oven 
rack: on top was his professions, on the bottom his feelings. On 
top there were the letters and numbers, on the bottom the pain.

Since he was a boy, A. would stuff the most those that he loved 
the most. As his mother kneaded – he watched, and when he would 
stay alone – he did what she had missed to do. For example, he 
would knead the bread longer and more energetically, because 
his mother did not always do this and then she wondered why the 
bread would sometimes break when baking and sometimes not. 
He would set the clock for the bread to rise for the first time, and 
for the second time before baking it. At a precise temperature, 
of course. To a precise degree. Once he had put cumin in the 
fried leek for the pie and since then his house started to smell 
like otherness and somehow seductively and sexually, movingly 
desirably, he moved out of his family kitchen. A. was not born 
for the kitchen he grew up in, because there hunger was seen 
only as an empty pan that should be filled in with anything… He 
considered hunger as yearning. For him, of course. Yearning that 
had to be responded, compensated with dignity, in a multiple 
way. With passion.

For his first love, who, by the way, was younger than him 
and insatiable, he prepared two breakfasts, once in bed, and the 
second one on the kitchen counter, lunch at the dinner table, 
dinner at the coffee table by the TV set in the living room and 
two snacks… anyplace around the apartment… On the bed, on 
the floor… A. cooked and cooked almost day and night, banana 
halves fried on butter and most common old fashioned dips with 
dry red peppers scalded with hot oil. There was nothing that A. 
cooked that should not eat up. The food… and himself. One year 
after another, one pan after another, powdered sugar and vanilla 
flowers with orange taste placed in a bowl nest to diverse home 
make cookies, doughnuts and small doughnuts skewers coated 
with dark chocolate with more than 70% of cocoa, Greek mous-
sakas, Dalmatian potatoes with Swiss chard, lahmacunes and 
falafels, red lentil soups with coriander and garlic, pumpkin 
soups with curcuma, saffron and finely chopped red peppers, or 
whatever green in the world and… his love started to grow and 
bloat, and nothing would fit it anymore. Pregnant from greed 
and insatiate, she could only give birth to more new recipes, 
combinations, coatings… Never anything else… In the beginning 
of her marriage with A. her pants would not fit anymore, then 
the shirts, the shoes… then the dining table would not fit, the sofa 
in the living room, and most scary thing was when their double 
bed could not fit and it pressured her and suffocated her so she 
could not bear. Still it could somehow be solved with food and 
it had no significant influence on A.’s cooking. But when their 
whole house became too small for her, hid first love burst, gushed 
out and flew out of their home as a plumbing accident. Only A.’s 
soul lifted up from this disaster, just as wooden floor lifts from 
too much humidity.

A.’s second love, his peer, finished with a similar lifting of his 
wooden floor soul. She did not get fat, but she vomited at each 

Olivera Ćorveziroska

THE DEATH 
OF THE COOK

one of his cooking master pieces. His menu was different, pasta 
with homemade sauce, garlic fried in olive oil, fresh basil from 
the terrace or homemade pesto with walnuts instead of pine nuts, 
a piece of Parmesan that has to be grated immediately before 
eating, thin breadsticks of dark flour type 900 with seeds and 
mint added in the dough, an invented Cesar salad with yellow 
cheese cut in sticks, small loaves filled with anything, Spanish 
pie with vegetables and corn flour, Gipsy pie with puff pastry… 
What was common for all these meals this times was the strange, 
proportional law: the tastier they were – the more she vomited. At 
one point she grew so weak that A. started to prepare a lava cake 
for two with a single egg. And then – not even that! His second 
love simply disappeared in the air as a strong smell of fried fish 
in the kitchen after long airing.

Years later, a certain B. fell in love with A. She was older than 
him, but he did not deserve her former youth not her current 
age. He did not deserve her and he could not stand such a giant 
love in his big and long, and yet somehow fragile hands with two 
wedding rings: one on the ring finger on his right hand – a thick 
one, too thick, made of yellow gold; and the second one on the 
ring finger of left hand – a thin one, too thin, made of white gold. 
“It would be great for me as well if I knew about love, at least as 
much as I know cooking”, A. thought. “If I could perfectly peel my 
emotions rather than vegetables… If I loved when I was loved… It 
would be great if I loved B., but I don’t.” The relationship lasted, 
B.’s fire warmed A., the autumn passed, the winter came and A. 
was soon tucked in and dozed in B.’s warmth as a sneaky, spoiled 
pet. When he came to his senses after his mind was blurred by 
the enjoyment in her love as if he had deserved it, he was already 
supposed to think about the third wedding ring, for which he 
really did not even have a free finger. But there was nothing to 
think and contemplate about, B. did not mean anything to him! 
He simply – left her. And why shouldn’t he leave her when dur-
ing the time they were together he did not make her even a cup 
of coffee, did not fry any eggs, did not warm up anything for her 
in the microwave, did not even make a piece of bread with meat 
spread, ajvar, margarine… When B. asked him once if he knew 
how to cook, he decisevaly said “No!”, not even wishing to reply 
with the usual, polite and routine counter–question “How about 
you?”. It was this that very soon got to him.

B. was not the type of a woman who falls in love often and 
short. Hurt and broken like a match in a wrong pocket, she could 
not give him up yet. She started to pretend that she was a friend 
to him only to have him by her side one way or the other. At 
times she put her dignity in front of his feet like a mat, she cried 
about him like a little girl three times, in front of him… and he 
noticed only once and then he did not care, of course… Soon, B. 
started to invite him to lunches and dinners and A., just like any 
man rather than a top cook, sunk into her shallow kitchen. He 
was fascinated by the taste of her meals… Once, eating a surreal 
pork steak with butter and parcel, he said that she was paying 
too much attention to hunger, and she replied: – Hunger is a 
yearning which has to be responded, compensated with dignity 
and in a multiple way, with passion…

The next time she put cumin in the fried leek for the pie, and 
then A., somehow seductively and sexually, movingly desirably, 
moved out into her family kitchen. She started to fry bananas in 
butter for him, she poured voluptuous chocolate mousse in the 
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varicella scars on his forehead and she licked it with passion. She 
made doughnuts and small doughnuts skewers, Greek moussakas, 
Dalmatian potatoes with Swiss chard, lahmacunes and falafels, 
red lentil soups with coriander and garlic, pumpkin soups with 
curcuma, saffron and finely chopped red peppers, pasta with 
homemade sauce, garlic fried in olive oil, basil and Parmesan, 
thin breadsticks with seeds and mint, Spanish pie, Gipsy pie… 
and A. neither gained nor lost weight, he just nibbled and nib-
bled her love, seating his indifference in the most beautiful and 
only armchair in B.’s life.

On the New Year’s eve, B. made cabbage rolls, Russian salad, 
buns, Vasina cake, baklava… and plain chicken soup with home-
made noodles for the first new morning. As lampions twinkled 
on the Christmas tree, the little lights rhythmically went on and 
off, and piercing shots of firecrackers were heard from outside, 
B. asked her sinful lover what he wanted to eat.

– The soup – he told her, not looking at her. – Then, we’ll see.
– Here you are, – she told him in a voice that hugged and 

kissed, bringing him a dish of hot soup which he cruelly moved 
away from himself to be cooled. His gesture burned her soul. 
Later, much too later, when the soup was cold, A. ate it without 
any attention. He slurped it like an animal, as if hunger and love 
were empty pans that were to be filled in with anything…

It was the last soup in his life. Everything that is hot is love, 
everything that has forcefully been cooled is hate. One of them 
heals – the other one poisons. A. poisoned himself, because she 
was the only one he did not cook for, and she loved him the most,. 
Because he put her on the wrong rack in his life’s oven.

Translated from Macedonian: Elizabeta Bakovska
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TO MY SON AND 
HIS SON
Son, do not suffice with superficial decisive identifications
Nor with one side of the story, not ever!
Nor with conveyed ideologies echoing through words of mouth
Nor with old unthought beliefs, challenges and encounters 
of yours
Ease yourself, your time, your step, your growth 

Son, break the local superficial notions 
most certainly the national ones
Wage war to the gender ones
There is nothing more manly than cleaning the clothes of 
your kids
Pure manhood it is to prepare meals with love for your 
beloved ones
Cede the floor to your lady
Teach your daughter to speak unshakingly 

Son, there is no good in trends 
nor in clothes, nor in music genre,
nor in people who have fame during high school
nor in mediocre public faces
Do not think that you are the centre of this world 
do not deem that everything begins with you, that everything 
ends with you
it`s hard to swallow at a certain age 
when you`ll realise, you`ll relieve 
You have to trust in the flow fervently 
your link in the chain
the perfect connection 
the right moment 
while only there rests the holiness of your trace 

Let yourself indulge into shoddy Hollywoodian picture sometimes
We all fall prey to the fictional world 
where for two hours everything has a happy ending
The boy wins the girl
And both kissing under the drizzle of rain 
or under the golden setting sun 
But not in the real world, 
The happy ending you ought to seek 
and daily toil for it 
knowing that life is only made of moments 
that like precious stones you ought to collect
and to hold proudly in a translucent necklace

It is okay to feel the need for some glucose for the brain
chatter in vain 
inflated laughter
waltz with the right one in the middle of the way 
do not fall prey of others’ eyesight 
only through your own view 
and with those who dear hold what you see

Do not ever cherish herds 
thoughts that get swallowed unchewed 
credulous people 
people with fickle thoughts 

Be fearful of shadowless people,
and of shadows with no people 
Do not trust in those with no fire in their heart 
Those that do not crave 
not even a strand of a melody 
or words written in blood
or pieces of sensations revealed in colors
Do not march along those that always walk flat–footed on plain 

In all shapes of fire you trust 
sparkles of the eyes that want to find out the worry of you heart
find what you are
find what you want to become
in your sparkles you trust 
be aware that where no light shines, there is no life 
and the breath–taking death constantly of plague reeks
in the faces of the creatures who are in love their victim–us image
For there your battle is loss, so you might as well be a patient 
yourself 

Do not fight all your battles at once
pick your fights, so I have also been told
so I tell you the same, 
and you be a messenger as well 
In bright days battles illuminate
In darkness shadows attain more power 
In darkness you ascertain resistance 
In darkness you resurrect 

Do not lodge on the same place for long 
and do not suffice with the same attitudes 
with the same company
with the same interests 
Change
grow with the wind, with the seasons
with the books you`ll read 
with the breaths you`ll take from the perspectives of various 
beings 
Craft your own boundaries
bless your boundaries
that you`ll carve in time
through events and hardships
know that you are on your own 
just you
trust in the road 
and what you will be
And do not forget to love yourself!

BROTHER

Always older you’ve been 
older since thirteen 
when you began learning the craft
picking up the trades
riding your bmx bike on only one wheel 
performing stunts with your skateboard in Ibar’s groove 
with ripped jeans and with your never–obeying curls 
tender heart 
tough voice, like all of us
and to me then and now always older you’ve been 

Vast distances between you and I there’ve been
fields and valleys of perceptions
we grew up in two worlds
before and after war 
and to me always older you’ve been 

You have your own deals
your own beliefs 
your reckonings, and estimations you did for all of us 
while I had solitude, undergoings
writings and scribbles 
and you on the face of it always older have been

Understanding you was hard 
that life gave you the size when it needn’t
time raised you instantly
placeless place 
buildingless school
burnt house 
burgled store
and to me you were almost always the same
always older

While I was converting fashion styles 
at times in black
at times in fluorescent
at times in vintage style
and you always at the store 
you always like that
serious 
caring
always older

A boy grown by a time with no time
Stateless homeland 
that offered the youth as a sacrifice
even though not so many years old
to me today and then
Always Grand 

Translated by Mevlude Skuroshi
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POEMS

LOVING YOUR 
MOTHER’S FREEDOM
I am afraid of writing only about women 
because I never want to start a feud 
We never acknowledge the freedom we lack
We just talk nonsense 
We have a banana 
an aching wound 
we laid it on the ground 
glorified it in verse 
gave it more love, 
greatness 
we couldn’t change it’s character 
We already created a cause, but never heard it’s voice 
Because this society has a voice, you’d think 
Making mothers a political cause 
Her freedom is not your dogma – nor mine 
It’s just her’s, her freedom 
 

GOD LOVES ME
On the crescent moon 
Your soul is being held hostage 
Hope hanging on a cross 
Sins sprinkled with incense 

Cathedral dream?
Fear in the belfry 
A story begun but never told 
The faint voice of your conscience 

The call to prayer only reminds 
your trembling soulof death 
The Earth moves under your feet 
You become a mummy 
And, God loves me! 

ON DOORS THAT CLOSE
To my daughter – 

Learn how to listen to yourself in soltitude 
To dig in the dark corners and confront them 
Learn to walk on your own 
You always were like that 
But, sooner or later you will understand 

Do not follow anyone 
If at least once they do not turn their head 
To look you in the eye 
To check if you’re standing up or on your knees 

If you fall over once 
Stand up slowly 
It is my image and the words “Mum’s sweetheart” that’ll follow 
you 
Everywhere you go 

Learn to love your silence 
Even when you do not trust it 
From this silence 
Will you emerge 

Walking doesn’t always mean movement 
Learn how to hold your head up high
to follow a star even when the clouds cover it 
it will exist for you 

Learn to love 
To hug 
To smile 
When life knocks you down to the ground 
You will save yourself! 
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Jeton Neziraj

CARLA DEL PONTE 
TRINKT IN PRISTINA 
EINEN VANILLA CHAI 
LATTE

(Extracts from the play The Internationals [original title: Carla 
del Ponte trinkt in Pristina einen Vanilla Chai Latte] that was 
first produced by Qendra Multimedia, Prishtina and FFT, Düs-
seldorf on 21rst of December 2016, at Oda Theater in Prishtina.)

THE HORRIFIED 
GERMAN WOMAN ATE 
CRISPS AND WATCHED 
TELEVISION
On a rainy autumn day
The horrified German woman ate salted crisps 
And watched a Hollywood movie
That had overwhelmed her, like the devil overwhelms the 
helpless

A science fiction film, in which terrible things happen
Near her, Marcus, her dog, played with a plastic bone
And every now and then, he also watched the film

And when the horrified German woman went to pee
Because she was bursting 
Marcus, unintentionally, touched the remote control and 
changed the channel
And a German documentary is on ZDF
About organ trafficking in Kosovo

When the horrified German woman returned to her room
She saw and listened to terrible things on television
About some monstrous crimes that had occurred in Kosovo
Or to be politically correct: suspected crimes
Because international justice still hasn't given its verdict

And then, the horrified German woman released 
a cry full of pain
Maaarrcusssss what is happening to the world
The end, the end Marcus, it is coming
That's what she said and then she threw up from her seething 
stomach, 
All those crisps she had eaten
She vomited all over the floor on top of an original African 
tiger skin rug

And then, the horrified German women 
fell into deep depression
That night she couldn't sleep
Nor for many other nights
And anxiety was permanently etched on her German face

Driton Selmani - Boat
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Lydia Haider 

SERIOUSLY FUCK YOU, YOU SOW, 
ARE YOUR INSIDES COMPLETELY 
FILLED WITH SHIT

OR: THE WAKE OF 
REISER ROSI. 
A SONG.

(…) there will be other times, other terrible times, that will 
yank us all back to the ground of reality and down into the holy 
puddle, so listen to what an enlightened one has to say and keep 
quiet, I know that you have chosen this charlatan to guide you, 
to the shame and disrepute of you and your kind and your whole 
burnt–out family who should have raised you, but such things are 
dishonorable anyways, a hag like you should be sternly accused, 
cursed and scolded with a finger raised high, so that it passes 
you by, I am the bread of life, you ridiculous dunce, if you don’t 
see that, you might as well get up, turn around, and run your 
head against the wall a few times, run into the concrete, hard, so 
that it carves the stupid out of you, yes, be glad, you numbskull, 
that I’m telling you what’s happening here, yes, hallelujah, my 
pie–hole, the breath of the Almighty is seemingly absent here in 
its truest form and absolutely, so it should be, and I will still be 
able to lift you up just as well and give you an example so that 
you realize that it is just like with these flip–flops that people 
put on as if it were normal to put on something like that, but 
in reality it is simply a scandal to look at such shoes, let alone 
put them on, they make this noise when you walk, which the 
good, the right minded, and the sound of hearing are made to 
internalize, as if an unwieldy cock is beating against a wall in a 
constant manner, unbridled in its kind of clumsiest bungle, yes, 
someone who puts on something like that, to them I can only 
say that there is something completely wrong with their head, 
with ones like these there are inevitably a few wheels running 
in the dirt that mess up the whole sound field with their noises, 
rudely, shamelessly, what bottomless nerve these flip–flops have, 

Lydia Haider
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Most recent work: Word of the living Rotten. Chants to exorcise 
(2020). Photo by Apollonia T. Bitzan. 

and everyone puts them on as if it had always been this way, old 
and young alike, and mix the most innocent listening with a loud 
fuzz that forces them to make their walking noises, due to their 
deformed and incompetent footwear, which all the defenseless 
people and people who despise this footwear have to listen to, 
again and again, because everyone is walking around with this 
plastic morass on their feet, we are all abused by their going, 
which we do not forbid them to do, which plunders and forces as 
it pleases, and again and again we call such people together and 
speak to them in parables, because how can one Satan cast out 
another, this we ask them and of course they do not know it, but 
we know it and do it, that the group was trampled underfoot but 
recovered very quickly, and those who don’t get it, I’ll give them 
a slap on the wrist, they’ll get something else from me, yes, I tell 
you, and I’ll drive you and your mother, who gave birth to you, to 
another country that is not your fatherland, if you don’t get it, and 
you shall die there, you traitors, all these traitors will, there’s no 
way around it, it’s a dead end, even if you’re only a little wealthy, 
you’ll recognize this bad joke, which is much more drastic than 
I can present here, you smoke the cigarette cowboy style and it 
doesn’t do you any good, as shitty as you truly are, but just as I 
intended to plague you, because your shit enrages me, yes, it 
doesn’t bother me, or what do you think, because whoever does 
not chasten his people on this day, he shall be exterminated by 
his people, yes, hear this and take note of all the inhabitants of 
this patch of earth, of whom you have no idea, what is happening 
in the world, except for what you read in the news, this jerk–off 
newspaper, this horrible and deeply conservative ass wipe, the 

CARLA DEL PONTEMISSIONARIES 
OF PEACE

NATIONAL BALLET 
OF KOSOVO

And Carla del Ponte hunted the organ traffickers
As the Germans hunted the partisans
From one corner of Kosovo to another
From one town to another
From one village to another
From one mountain to another
From one office to another

And when she got thirsty, she stopped and drank water at a 
mountain spring

And she hunted and hunted the traffickers, but she couldn't 
find them anywhere

And again she drank water and again she hunted them

Carla didn't give up the hunt
How brave was Carla
How patient was Carla
How hard Carla hunted those traffickers

We are missionaries of peace
We go from one place to another
From one mission to another, we bring peace
Our homeland is peace and stability
Our houses are the wounds of war

We provide consultancy, we design tenders
We manage budgets, we receive draft proposals
We guarantee peace from our central and local offices
We go from one party to another, stifling boredom

We are the biggest industry in the world
The industry of humanitarian workers
Protectorates are growing
To hell with it, there are more and more crises in the world
Where to go first, where to get stuck in

We strengthen democracy in poor countries
We install neoliberal politics
Reconstruction, re-tendering, re-arranging
Local intermediaries are our right hand
Blond translators and assistants, 100% local

The locals are obliged to us
For our work, our sweat for their country
For our knowledge, advice and commitment
Obligation, like a slave to the one that grants him freedom

Damn it, Kosovo is no longer sexy
Unexpectedly, everything started to work
Slowly, but surely it is functioning 
Kosovo for us was a mission with five stars

And now when our tears have dried
Syria calls us, our new mission
What we destroy, we have to rebuild
More lovely than it was before
Older than it was
Our expertise matters

Young ballet dancers in the Kosovo Ballet Company
In post-war Kosovo
Amongst other things, learnt their steps with Elez Nikçi

Elez Nikçi, besides teaching ballet
Was also the bodyguard of the former president of Kosovo, 
Ibrahim Rugova
Known as the pacifist and Gandhi of Kosovo

Elez Nikçi came once a week to the ballet studio
From the residence of president Rugova
He entered the room, greeted the young ballet dancers
Left his bullet- proof vest on the table
He hung his revolver on the clothes hooks
And then, free, without the weight of the revolver and the 
bullet-proof vest
He danced with the ballet students

…step one, step two... pirouette now...

And Elez Nikci danced, like long ago, before the '90s
Before Milosevic disbanded the Albanian ballet in Kosovo

…step one, step two... pirouette now…

And Elez Nikçi was thinking: what if while I am dancing
Someone ambushes and kills Ibrahim Rugova?

After 60 minutes, Elez Nikçi stopped the lesson
He said good-bye to the ballet students
He put on his bullet-proof vest
He put his gun in his belt
And he returned again to Ibrahim Rugova

Jeton Neziraj
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Times called him “a world– class playwright who challenges our 
complacency at every twist and turn”.

screws, as it should be called, this manifestation of stupidity and 
standstill in its blackest form, this primeval form of bullshit and 
bollocks put in writing with its neoliberal rubbish, which hurts so 
bad when you read it, as if an entire army of acupuncturists are 
stabbing you in the eyes all the way back through to your brain 
and rummage around in it with pleasure and joy, you only have 
to take one look at the audience here, yes, the news, of course all 
these pseudo–educated people and business men and suitcase 
cunts like them, it really reeks of them when you open up the 
paper and their whoredom of thought takes your breath away, that 
they have never learned and never will learn, it is far too late for 
that, it is too late for everything, nothing helps at all anymore, I 
tell you that here and now and you will refer to me once again, (…)

Translated by Emma Lo



Beton International22 September 2020

Dear Alida, Jeton and Saša, dear polip–team
Bent over heavy books of myths, I am writing to you from a 

residency in the Berlin suburbs, sitting in the beautiful garden 
of a little palace built on a Havel dune and looking on Wannsee, 
where, on the opposite edge of the lake, the German impression-
ist Max Liebermann had owned a villa. A little further, less than 
400 meters away from Liebermann’s summer residence, another 
villa is situated, the house of the Wannsee Conference. There, 
on 20th January 1942, fifteen high–ranking representatives of 
the National Socialist government of the German Reich and of 
the SS–authorities organized and coordinated the deportation 
and extermination of the entire Jewish population of Europe. 
Liebermann died in 1935. He had been Honorary President of 
the Prussian Academy of Arts, but, being a representative of the 
Republic and a Jew, he had left it in 1933 in the face of the policy 
of gleichschaltung. When the Nazis officially took power in that 
year and marched through the streets with their torches, Lieber-
mann stood at the window of his townhouse on Pariser Platz and 
said in Berlin dialect: «Ick kann jar nich soville fressen, wie ick 
kotzen möchte» («I cannot eat as much as I want to puke.»). One 
year and two months after the Wannsee Conference, his wife, 
Martha Liebermann, poisoned herself when her deportation to 
Theresienstadt was imminent.

History is not a box that is locked, it never ends, not even 
78 years later on this beautiful summer day, when the light is 
reflected by the lake and pervades the darkest cracks and corners. 
I am reading the myths of various European countries in order 
to disenchant them. Most of them are rooted in the past and 
served as a means of creating a national memory for the respec-
tive present. Some of them are still in our minds and have had a 
strong and lasting influence upon our conception of Europe and 
its nations. In the 19th century (and again in the 20th century, 
due to the catastrophe of World War II) most of these myths 
were invented and constructed by artists. They were based on 
historical material, oral narratives and song material in order 
to create the ideological ground for the foundation of a nation.

The young states were already closely linked with each other 
at that time. This might be the reason why myths show numerous 
parallels in their contents and narrative structures. Frequently 
struggles of faith and freedom, warlike conflicts, heroic deeds and 
transfigurations play an important part. Most nations believe that 
they were born out of a battle. Nationalism – Europe’s common fam-
ily history – is largely built on the culture of these national myths.

Nationalism is reality but nation is fiction. Wilhelm Tell, the 
popular hero of the country I come from was first mentioned in 
the 1470–manuscript White Book of Sarnen and in Swiss folk 
songs of the 15th century. Tell’s modern reception is largely based 
on a play Friedrich Schiller had written in 1804. But Schiller had 
never visited Switzerland. And there is no documentary evidence 
whatever that a man called Wilhelm Tell had ever lived, let alone 
shot an apple off anyone’s head. Many of today’s historians assume 
that the apple story might have been imported from Scandinavia. 
But at the beginning of the 14th century, the principle of people 
that could revolt against a strong power and constitute themselves 
as a self–governing entity was established.

Today’s young nationalists may call a battlefield of the 14th 
century «holy ground» and they may swear to give their lives 
for history and culture. They are ready to destroy other lives 
for it, referring to history and culture without having a proper 
knowledge of them. They might have an idea about a battleground 
from stories or pictures on television but have never been there.

In Germany, a longing for positive heroic myths and for an 
idealized past that has never existed can be observed. A refer-
ence to a history and culture beyond the Nazi period is seen in 
today’s architecture by rebuilding Prussian castles. The term 
«Heimat» («homeland») is frequently used by many Germans 
today as a cipher for exclusion. It appears in political contexts 
more and more often and in 2018 the Federal Ministry of Inter-
nal Affairs was expanded by including the area of responsibility 

«Heimat». The French philosopher Simone Weil once wrote 
that «rootedness» is probably «the most important and the most 
misunderstood need of the human soul». We all may have a need 
for security and belonging. But the answer to collective feelings 
of uprootedness can never be the prescription of a collective 
feeling of «Heimat». Furthermore, Germany does not lack of 
a positive, common narrative: It is called antifascism. «Never 
again fascism, never again war!» was a principle for the German 
constitution in 1949. 

«Unhappy the land that needs heroes», Brecht said in «Life 
of Galileo», and he was right. So what shall we do with all those 
heroes, battlefields and struggles of faith and freedom? With all 
those old myths and tales, which are mostly exclusive and try to 
gloss over or glorify a bloodstained past? Shall we still tell them? 
Or rather conceal them?

As a writer and a bard, I have a liking for myths. I do believe 
in storytelling, in songs and poems in order to create a kind of 
community spirit. I guess we have to write new myths and tales, 
myths that are more inclusive. But, on the other hand, I also 
believe in the possibility of rewriting old myths, and I would like 
to make an attempt. Not by changing the course of the story, but 
by other people telling it. As Alice Oswald does in her beautiful 
long poem «Memorial», in which she lets the soldiers in Homer’s 
«Iliad» speak. In my idea of rewriting national myths, not the 
heroes and rulers, not the founders of nations are going to domi-
nate, but the voices of insignificant observers like grandmothers, 
horses, children, beggars and messengers who must deliver bad 
news. They are to tell the myths from their point of view. They 
are to speak in today’s language. They are to tell of rebellions, of 
departures and of disruptions, but also of doubt, hope and fear, 
and they may hopefully build the bridge to present–day realities.

I would like to be in Pristina with all of you and talk about old 
and new myths. I would like to share and discuss ideas, to feel 
myself as being part of a community, to meet dear friends from 
there and elsewhere and to feel at home. Tomorrow I might go 
to visit Max Liebermann’s villa and the house of the Wannsee 
Conference, both of them are museums. I do not yet know which 
one to begin with. 

Warmly
Ariane 

Berlin, 23.8.2020

Ariane von Graffenried

Denijen Pauljević

Hana, the protagonist of the novel I have been working on for 
two years, has been planning for a long time to come to Priština, 
where people who were once close to her live (and die), to solve 
a family secret and tell her story at the Polip Festival. Nothing 
will stop or prevent her from crossing the border, especially no 
men in uniform, no paragraphs or stamps, no, nothing at all, 
all the uniforms and documents will burn, Hana will come to 
Priština. She thought so.

Unfortunately, the city remains inaccessible because Hana's 
journey is gradually being taken apart by tiny, invisible creatures, 
the suitcase is emptied, the clothes dissolve, the travel provisions 
evaporate, the plane ticket is torn up, the sunglasses distort the 
view, the plane disappears in a thick cloud. Hana's footsteps also 
dissolve, leaving behind a nothingness so large that it dissolves 
into nothing itself…

But one day, Hana knows, she will be at the Polip Festival, out 
of nothing she will appear and materialize at the first reading, in 
the first row, to listen to others telling their stories. And above 
all, to complete her own story.

Currently i am working on a novel called Cinnamon Letters. 
It's frame in which i put all my memories of the post–apoca-

lyptic world of post–war Bosnia. This memories I transformed 
into fiction (like i do in previous books) but it is invented world 
who survived enormous amount of destruction and suffering. 
And what is the point of this real–fantastical fiction, point is that 
some words can help us to save our souls, I mean bodies, as they 
are much important in war and post–war times. That words are 
very ancient from Homer's time till today. One of them is love, 
others are lust for life.

When the civilian life is destroyed there is not much of moral 
inside that kind of society. You rely on your self, your heart and spirit.

Its also a novel about instability of the space and the time, 
about time who passing by nonlinear and so quickly. That is huge 
topic, but also can be conquered.

Faruk Sehić 

We are all a big tree

Dear International Literature Festival – polip 2020,
Please kindly accept my congratulaions for the 10th edition 

of the festival, which is very important for the World Peace. I’m 
honored to be invited to polip 2020 and to be a member of this 
international poetry family. Poets say: "We poets are a big family". 
The poetry says more, "Humanity is a big family". We, all of us, 
but primarily poetry people who undertake to carry the magic 
of the word, are particularly responsible for shedding light on 
the dark days of this family, and to carry the bright days to the 
longest possible distance. 

Many people don’t have an idea that poetry has the power to 
change the World. Poets construct a structure by juxtaposing let-
ters in the most accurate and creative way, like weaving a carpet, 
or building a house or a ship, a magical design that requires many 
components. It is a hard work that requires effort, time, energy, 
experience, talent, creativity and good will. Also, poetry and 
poetry translation, and in fact literary translation, are essential 
for World Peace. 

Translating is a kind of planting. You plant one crop to another 
field and get the new yield which will go on forever to feed in a 
different language. Translation is the harvest of two different 
cultures. When you translate a text to another language, you 

Nurduran Duman

Letters

transfer a new breath, a new culture and a new aspect to that 
language. A world passes to another world. And I believe that and 
I suggest to whole World that if the World Peace wanted, then 
all the countries should have a serious political programme of 
Literature Translation. With literature translation people from 
different countries can understand each other, forgive each other, 
love each other. Literature is the key to accept each other, and 
help ourselves to grow up, to develop. And international festivals 
perform the similar task.

Festivals are not intangible, they are also one of the products 
of the Art of Poetry and Literature. Poets meet each other and 
learn about each other’s works during festivals, and after fes-
tivals they make collaborations, produce creative projects etc. 
And above all they understand each other’s culture and carry a 
sparkling about that to their communities. Festivals are ongoing 
events which are both the reason and the result. 

Thanks to everyone who took part in polip during 10 years, 
in this inspiring and effective journey, and who will be with us 
in the future.

Sunny sky from Turkiye 
with fraternal greetings to Cosovo,

Nurduran Duman
August 2020, Istanbul
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Ilir Bajri 
is a composer and a pianist born in 1969 Peja. He finished studies 
at Academy of Arts in the University of Prishtina in the Music 
Arts Department. Mostly known for his Jazz compositions he 
also worked and experimented with different genres such as 
Pop, Classical and Contemporary Classical Music, and also wrote 
music for many theatre plays and feature and documentary film. 
Besides his work as a composer, he is also known for his visual 
work and his performances that introduce his new works in a 
multimediatic domains. A co founder of Center for New Music 
in 2001, A founder and leader of Quasi Fusion Orchestra youth 
ensemble and the founder and organizer of Prishtina Jazz Festival 
(2005 – 2014). In recent years he is also involved in producing 
open sourced and free virtual music instruments for computer 
platforms and preparation of programs and materials for self 
education in music. Portrait by Gani Llalloshi.
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man since 1993. She has published stories, poems and essays in 
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lish, Macedonian, Romanian, Dutch and Russian. Bremer has 
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by Croatian, Bosnian and Serbian authors into German. Her 
debut novel Olivas Garten appeared in 2013 by Eichborn Verlag 
(paperback in 2017 by Ullstein Verlag), and she was awarded 
the Robert Bosch Stipendium for this work. The unpublished 
manuscript of the novel “The Coral Princess. Adria 1936” has 
been nominated for the Alfred Döblin Prize 2017; the novel will 
be published in 2021 by Jung und Jung. In 2018, she was awarded 
the International Literature Prize of the House of World Cultures 
for her translation of the novel “Liebesroman” by Ivana Sajko, the 
Brücke Berlin Theatre Prize for her translation of the play “Dau-
menregeln” by Iva Brdar, and the German Youth Theatre Prize for 
her translation of the play “Der (vorletzte) Panda oder Die Statik” 
by Dino Pešut. With KulturKontakt Austria she published the ten–
part series Kroatische Literature der Gegenwart (Contemporary 
Croatian Literature). She was co–editor of the anthology Konzert 
for das Eis, Gedichte as Kroatien (Concert for the Ice, Poems from 
Croatia, 2010) and Glückliche Wirkungen. Eine literarische Reise 
in bessere Welten (Prosperous Impacts. A Literary Journey into the 
better worlds 2017).  Together with Serbian writer Saša Ilić she set 
up Beton International, Zeitung for Literature und Gesellschaft in 
2014. Bremer has been involved as a curator with numerous 
international literature festivals and other literary projects, and 
is a member of VdÜ (Verband deutschsprachiger Übersetzer 
literarischer und wissenschaftlicher Werke e.V.), Literaturverein 
Münster, PEN Croatia and PEN Bosnia and Herzegovina.

Ivana Bodrožić 
born in Vukovar in 1982. She studied at the Faculty of Humanities 
and Social Sciences in Zagreb, where she has lived since then. In 
2005, she published her first poetry collection entitled Prvi korak 
u tamu (The First Step into Darkness) as part of the Goran Award 
for young poets. Her poems have been included in numerous 
Croatian and international magazines and anthologies of con-
temporary poetry. Her first novel Hotel Zagorje (Hotel Tito) was 
published in 2010, receiving high praises from both critics and 
audiences and was an ultimate Croatian bestseller. The novel 
has been published at numerous respectful publishing houses 
and received a prestigious Prix Ulysse for the best debut novel 
in France, as well as numerous important awards in Croatia and 
the Balkan area such as the Kočićevo Pero Award, Josip and Ivan 
Kozarac Award, and Kiklop Award for the best work of fiction in 
2010.  She has since published her second poetry collection Pri-
jelaz za divlje životinje (A Road for Wild Animals) and a short 
story collection 100% pamuk (%100 Cotton), which has also re-
ceived a regional award. Her novel The Pit was awarded Balkan 
Noir prize for best crime novel written in 2016. Her works have 
been translated into English, German, French, Czech, Danish, 
Slovenian, Hungarian, Spanish, Italian and Macedonian.

Natasha Tripney 
is a writer and theatre critic based in the UK. She studied English 
Literature at Kings College, London, and Creative Writing at 
the University of Warwick, where she won the university’s 
Derek Walcott Prize for her short fiction. In 2011, she founded 
Exeunt, an online platform for experimental theatre criticism. 
She is the theatre critic for The Stage, the newspaper of the UK 
theatre industry, and has written about theatre and the arts for 
the Guardian, the Independent, Time Out and Tortoise. Two of 
her short plays were staged at London’s Arcola Theatre as part 
of the Miniaturists series.

Edis Galushi 
was born on March 1989 ,6 in Prizren. He worked as a journalist 
at Radio Television of Kosovo during the period 2014-2007 where 
he reported about the social, economic and political situation of 
Roma population in Kosovo and beyond. His articles have been 
published locally and internationally. It is worth mentioning 
his contribution to the heritage of Roma culture and literature 
through poetry and theater. Galushi is considered one of the 
few Roma authors in Kosovo. He completed his basic studies on 
English language and literature in Kosovo and Lithuania, while 
he holds a master’s degree in the same field at the University of 
Zagreb. He currently works as a translator and teacher.

Karen Köhler 
was born in Hamburg, Germany. She wanted to become a 
cosmonaut, she learned to skydive and studied to be a theatre 
actress. After 12 years working at theatres, she is now writing 
theatreplays, screenplays and prose. 2014 she was nominated 
for Ingeborg Bachmann Prize. 2019 she was nominated fort 
he German Federal Award “Lola in Gold” for the best unfilmed 
screenplay for „Cowboy & Indianer“. Her well received Collection 
of shortstories „Wir haben Raketen geangelt“ was published 2014 
at Hanser Verlag and has been translated into several languages, 
as well as her her debut novel „Miroloi“, which was published 
2019 and longlisted for the German Book Prize. Karen Köhler is 
living in St. Pauli and she would like to be part of a sychronized 
pogo swimming group.

Bystandr 
was formed in Ferizaj in 2015 by 4 members. Fatos Shabani, 
Kushtrim Shemsedini, Luan Rexhepi and Shkumbin Avdiu. The 
genre of their music is: rock n ‘roll, indie rock, alternative rock, 
experimental rock. As a band Bystandr has released the song 
“Shiu” in collaboration with Albulena Jashari and remake the 
popular song “3 Daire”. The two band members, Shkumbin and 
Luan have taken the migration route, at the moment Bystandr 
consists only of Fatos and Kushtrim. Their first album has met 
our ears and soul this year which is titled “Fire and thieves”. It 
was recorded in Studio C by producer Dritero Nikqi.

Izabela Kisic 
is executive director of the Helsinki committee for human rights 
in Serbia, one of the leading civil society organizations in Western 
Balkans. She has been working on dialogue among intellectuals, 
artists and activists from Serbia and Kosovo, since 2000. In 2014, 
she initiated one of the first cultural programs “Serbia and Kosovo: 
Intercultural Icebreakers ” aims at renewing old ties and creating 
new ones among young people, academic and artistic circles, media 
outlets and civil society organizations from two countries. She 
organized the first post–war conference “The Future Status of 
Kosovo” (Pristina, 2005) bringing together high officials of the 
Kosovo government, local Serbian minority representatives, the 
progressive Belgrade opposition and international representatives 
to discuss crucial political, security and human rights issues. In a 
number of media studies she detected and analyzed nationalistic 
narratives, hate speech, smear campaigns, character assassination 
and its consequences. She is the author of film documentaries, 
including the 10–episode series “A Look into the Past: Serbia 1965 
– 1991” addressing the origins and growth of Serb nationalism, 
and the causes of Yugoslavia’s disintegration. As a journalist, she 
worked in various independent media, including daily “Danas”.

Una Hajdari 
is a freelance journalist focused on nationalism, minorities, and 
far–right groups.  She has reported widely from the Western 
Balkans for the past seven years, and has now shifted her focus to 
covering central and eastern Europe. She has reported for outlets 
like The New York Times, The Boston Globe, The New Republic, 
The Nation, among others. She was a longtime correspondent for 
the journalist watchdog organization Reporters Without Borders. 
As a research fellow at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology 
she focused on nationalism and identity, and has had her work 
supported by organizations such as The International Women’s 
Media Foundation, The Ground Truth Project, and others.

Driton Selmani 
(1987) lives and works in Prishtina and Doganaj. Selmani approa-
ches the idea of perceived reality by deconstructing formations 
of social, political and cultural topics that have been embodied 
around him. At a young age, he was told to worship a country that 
no longer existed, which caused him to form a basis of skepticism 
towards any supposedly given reality. He later used this as a bene-
ficial tool to reconstruct his beliefs into visual artifacts. In 1999, old 
simulacra have been replaced by new simulacra; the ornaments of 
a previous space have been refurbished in order to unfold with new 
meanings but also new uncertainties. Selmani confronts himself 
as a spectator of this “on–going event”, and positions himself as an 
actor, enacting his performances based on his personal histories, 
beliefs and doubts. He has exhibited at solo and group exhibitions 
in Stacion Center For Contemporary Art Pristina, Ludwig Múzeum 
in Budapest, Kunstraum Niederosterreich Vienna, Casa São Paulo, 
Mediterranea Biennial 16 Ancona, U10 Belgrade, 5th Marrakesh 
Biennial, Amsterdam Light Festival, Fabbrica del Vapore Milan, 
Bregenz Biennale, Exchiesetta Polignano a Mare, National Art 
Gallery Tirana, Thessaloniki Center of Contemporary Art, Eugster 
|| Belgrade, Norrköping Light Festival, La Maison des Arts Brussels, 
MMSU Rijeka, Škuc Galleryamong others.

International Literature Festival in Prishtina

Polip with its very concepts contains elements of action towards conflict transformation and trust building. The consent of authors to 
gather in this kind of festival is not only a literary event but also a responsible participation in a project that is being realized despite the 
radical tightness of communities from which authors come – Serbia/Kosovo. The presence of other authors from the region contex-
tualizes the whole process and frames it in a wider social context. Translations of texts, publication of Beton International in English, 
public readings and roundtables on the topic of dealing with the past represent a significant step towards strategic construction of 
trust and peace. polip Festival is a second step in this direction. The first one was the publication of two anthologies of contemporary 
literature from Kosovo and Serbia. The aim of this process is to penetrate to local society and its institutions, first through cultural 
centers, and then through libraries and schools. In order for that to happen, it is essential to have translated texts as well as authors 
who are willing to participate in those projects, at the same time risking their status back home. And that is already priceless output.
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