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“Helping others overcoming difficulties is where civilization starts”
Margaret Mead

Breaking the chain of pain

From suppressed pain towards social solidarity, through the survivors’ stories

The previous memory book, published by forumZFD, Integra and Kosova Rehabilitation 
Center for Torture Victims (KRCT), entitled “I want to be heard”, revealed for the first 
time the stories of women and girls, survivors of sexual violence during the war in Koso-
vo, that have been rehabilitated in our centre for years.

It is well known that rape as a means of war is used to instil terror and humiliate a peo-
ple, by creating chasms inside families throughout the country, that inevitably manifest 
in the communities and in the society. Harm, disrupt and destroy, is the final goal of 
this organised crime, which imposes silence, despise and grief, that go beyond mere 
survival of rape. This is also pointed out in this book, by being re-emphasised in each of 
the stories narrated by the protagonists, because: consequences are never limited only 
to the person directly experiencing the violence, but also affect their families, the wider 
community, and future generations.

Unfortunately, our society has unknowingly implemented the strategy of the wrongdoers 
in Kosovo war, by silencing this crime and leaving the crime unpunished. The silencing 
has been stronger with male survivors; as for them, the sense of hurting their pride and 
their core responsibility of protecting the honour of the family, caused them silence due 
to possible de-balancing of the statutory norms within the society. Thus, the stories of 
men and boys unfolded in this book, in one way or another complement the thrilling 
histories of the survivors from the book “I want to be heard”.

This time, KRCT and forumZFD are bringing the book “Beyond pain, toward courage!”, 
which is an exclusive collection of the stories of men and boys that have not been 
spared from the brutality of sexual violence during the war in Kosovo, as well as the sto-
ries of survivors’ family members, with the aim of informing the general public on these 
painful truths and with the purpose of dealing with the past.

This book further deepens our understanding of the gender dynamics of the Kosovo 
war, which also influenced men and young boys, bringing into surface yet another pain-
ful truth, which has been commonly bypassed by the social discourse, further deepen-
ing the pain and enforcing further silencing of the survivors of this crime.

Raped men and boys live with an extraordinary stigma in our society, just like the wom-
en and girls that have experienced this war crime. They live with the heave weights of 
shame for not being able to protect themselves from the humiliating act of rape, they 
feel disgraced and guilty, without being able to access sources of support. Psychologi-
cally, that even shakes the foundations of their male identity, and pushes them to keep 
this pain as a shameful secret. But, oppressing the pain does not undo it; on the con-
trary – it detaches it from the possibility for treatment and cure.

Through the courage of the survivors, continuous and professional work of KRCT’s psy-
cho-social staff and the trust built over the years, protagonists of this book managed to 
overcome the feeling of guilt and shame that has gripped them. They decided to speak 
out, by overpowering the pain and by finding strength to share with the general public 
their experiences of anguish, suppressed for year.

It took KRCT extensive and enormous efforts to impact the situation, both in personal 
level - with the direct emotional support with the survivors and their family members, as 
well as in the social level - through awareness-raising campaigns against stigmas and 
continuous advocacy with institutions. The work done over several decades already, has 
enabled a change of paradigm, where many of the survivors today feel encouraged to 
speak out about their traumatic experience of rape. This book is also part of the same 
endeavours of KRCT for a meaningful rehabilitation of the survivors of the sexual vio-
lence during the war.

Conversely, the secondary traumas experienced by the family members of the survivors 
of the sexual violence during the war are being discussed even less than those of the 
survivors. The agony following the position of the witness of macabre crimes - helpless 
in front of the most inhumane attacks of a state machinery, where they experienced the 
pain and the powerlessness to protect their child, sister, mother or wife, as well as other 
family members; leaves inerasable traces in the mind of each family member or witness 
of this most monstrous crime of human history.

The consequences of the trauma caused by the sexual violence during the war are 
multi-dimensions and unfortunately do not spare neither the generation following them. 
They feed one-another in a vicious circle, which, if not treated with an inclusive ap-
proach, will be passed over to next generations like a chain of pain. Hence, unquestion-
ably we are dealing with traumatised families.

On the other hand, sharing their stories with the others has a powerful and irreplaceable 
impact in creating a perception of acceptance, in legitimising their experience and in 
encouraging them for accessing treatment and overcoming trauma.

As long as a patriarchal society determines rigidly the roles and responsibilities of men 
and women, by relating them to expectations within its norms, when a terrible event 
such as rape shakes these expectations of patriarchy, a deep crack happens in the 
self-conceptualisation of the survivor. Both women and men feel tainted, devalued and 
defeated, as human and social beings.
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Only by speaking out and witnessing the truth of the war, with the courage of the protag-
onists of this book, we challenge a whole system of toxic patriarchal values.

Social solidarity begins with empathic listening and encouragement of the survivors to 
speak out and share their pain, so they don’t feel alone, helpless and ashamed. Further-
more, the recovery of the survivors and their families is possible only through changing 
the social paradigm and mobilising of the community to not prejudice them and to ac-
cept them. This solidarity and social change is claimed from the new generation, as they 
say it themselves in the pages of this book: 

So, I would primarily ask the youth not to forget the war; to remember the hardships of 
the elders. May the youth come to their senses.

My duty is to tell, and inshallah God will help everyone, and will not forget (their deeds).

(Rashid, protagonist in the book)

This message must echo in the conscience of our society as a whole, not only young 
generation. For each one of us, these stories are a reminder to our awareness, and 
this book of memories is a direct undertaking in fulfilling this essential message of the 
survivors.

We do hope that these stories, so personal and painful, of both the survivors and their 
family members, will echo with the reader. We hope that they will inspire the sense of 
compassion, awareness and readiness for support. This way, this book, together with 
the previous one of the same focus, will be an impetus for fighting the stigma against 
the survivors of the sexual violence during the war in Kosovo.

Therefore, we should never forget the call of the survivors: “My wound has a voice, and 
this voice is the call for persecuting the crime, because only then we can sense the 
freedom”. 

Dr. Feride Rushiti

Executive Director, KRCT

Kosovo, I love You

As war spreads, so too does coldness, cruelty and hatred. Human nature is built upon 
the unbelievable ability to love yet simultaneously destroy. Historically, recurrent themes 
such as the violence in Kosovo tend to manifest when conflict arises between groups. 
Civilians are exploited and affected by cruelty, violence and the unpredictability of the 
oppressive invaders.

Trauma is the psychological response one has to the overwhelming experiences. War al-
ways brings complex trauma and long-term consequences that we define as Post-Trau-
matic Stress Disorder. No one can completely escape war and conflict unscathed. The 
lasting damage can be witnessed by the survivors’ physical, mental and emotional 
scars.

Publicly speaking about sexual violence is a challenge in itself. As humans, we have a 
tendency to deny things that bring us discomfort. Sexual violence not only creates dis-
comfort for survivors, but to all people in general. That’s why is extremely important to 
listen to every single story of the survivors of the sexual violence during the war activity. 
To make a space for the heroes of the most terrible cruelty.

Many survivors of war and conflict struggle with not only the experiences they endured, 
but also with finding the ability to communicate to the outside world these atrocities and 
the devastation that follows, in a manner towards which audiences more receptive. To 
find effective narrative language and begin sharing about personal trauma takes time 
and patience, understanding, support and love.

There is no distinct timeframe, it depends on the person and their access to support 
and resources. The healing process is always person-centric, but a collective need with-
in the healing process is the opportunity for survivors to share their narratives. Their 
experiences need to be told to be able to start healing the various wounds at the hands 
of war.

To talk about trauma is to discuss personal experiences, individual pain and damage, in-
human levels of cruelty, abuse and torture and the consequences of these violent acts.

Data is important, but it can also dehumanize the people who it is intended to speak 
for. Instead of seeing a person, we see collections of numbers and percentages. Data 
does not accurately portray the pain war- rape survivors continue to live with. Data can 
be superficial.

Kosovo is working hard to break the social stigma of the sexual violence during the 
war. This unbelievable work is absolutely necessary to rebuild people’s perception of 
the meanings of the sexual violence. The biggest obstacle regarding the experiences 
of rape survivors is how to get audiences to give up their comfort and not misconstrue 
or deny the survivors’ experiences. Comfort zones are not only a form of privilege, they 
can be essential for survival in a world filled with brutal realities. Denial comes into play 
when confronted with the harsh realities faced by others.  In order to protect our privi-
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lege, we marginalize their reality. With this philosophy, anything perceived as uncomfort-
able and emotionally challenging is not welcome

The book, “Beyond pain, towards courage” shows the narratives of people who have de-
cided to stand up for themselves, their families and their communities by sharing their 
experiences with the world. It is an act of courage when war rape survivors are able to 
revisit their pasts and share with others in hopes to heal. This too is an act of prowess. It 
takes prowess to be vulnerable to an audience one lacks any emotional connection with 
and be as transparent as possible regarding their suffering and struggles in full detail.

To be open to the past, one needs to have a strong sense of identity. War-rape survivors 
must be honest with themselves and with the outside world regarding their trauma, es-
pecially trauma related to the sexual violence. They must find within themselves a sense 
of courage that goes beyond words.

To read the testimonies from Kosovo war-rape survivors is to focus on their power to 
be resilient even if they struggle with major Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder, War Rape 
Survivors Syndrome and the many other consequences of torture.

Every hero from the book who was subjected to violence, sexual violence and cruelty, 
survived because they kept alive their identities as loving parents, spouses, family and 
society members. 

Knowing who you are is a protection against erasure and total destruction. Perpetrators 
can temporarily humiliate victims, exploit and damage their bodies and minds, but their 
spirit and hearts have been inherited and will survive many successive generations as 
well.

Each story is about Kosovan vitality, hope and will for life. Each story teaches vital les-
sons with regards to the human spirit, resolve to fight against tremendous odds and 
the power of identity. Each story demonstrates how survivors can try to overcome the 
consequences of war and heal when they find their voices and have access to platforms 
which allow them to be heard and heal.

Through the power of narratives spoken by war-rape survivors, the truth is what brings 
perpetrators to justice. A war-rape survivors’ ability to stand up and speak out, even with 
indescribable pain and outside opposition, is the medicine to heal not only the survivor 
but society as a whole. All stories from the book are an attempt to cease the spread of 
trauma to successive generations that follow. Kosovo’s efforts to heal as a nation are 
an investment in their next generations not being victims to transgenerational trauma.

Storytelling and oral traditions have culturally stood as one of the most effective ways to 
teach and share experiences, values, traditions, beliefs and also our trauma. When the 
real story, the truth, has been shared, change is created. Something that was previously 
indescribable can now be identified and put into words. Personal narratives give mean-
ings and provide relative experiences shared with the public.

The memory of the past is marked. As they share their narratives, the bodies and brains 
start to experience relief from their trauma. This change happens inside one’s self, their 
families, their communities and eventually at the national level. Every Kosovo hero who 
has participated in this book project, has worked relentlessly to shape the future of their 
country and the world. You are heroes Baca B, Besim, Dardan, Hasije, Luli, Merita, Nita, 
NN, Pëllumb, Refik, Shpejtim and Skender. This book is dedicated to the many heroes 
who have waged war against their trauma and have stood up and spoken up. This book 
is about the healing process and hope for the future generations.

Dr. Wiola Davie

Clinical director of the Residential HANAC program, Rape counselor at the emergency 
room of the Presbyterian Methodist Hospital and private practice therapist working 
with and for war rape survivors. Member of International Psychoanalytic Association, 
Women’s Institute Therapy Center NYC. Licensed psychoanalyst
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Violence Still Haunts:

Stories of War, Justice, and Healing in Kosovo

This collection presents the testimonies of eleven Kosovar citizens about violence, 
abuse, and loss they and their loved ones endured during the 1998-99 war in Kosovo. 
These are the accounts of lived experience of nine men and two women about extreme 
violence in war, the trauma manifested in various forms in everyday life, and as a conse-
quence, the redefinition of intimate relationships. The narratives blend the personal ex-
periences of wartime violence with those of close family members. The narrators speak 
about the violence of their partners, and/or parents and sisters, who were subjected 
to abuse and violence during the war. They recount war – as a personal and collective 
experience – and situations of extreme violence during the conflict that not only exist as 
mental constructions, but also how that experience lives on, shaping their lives twen-
ty-one years after the end of the war.  

A micro perspective on history of the Kosovo war by ordinary women and men emerg-
es through their narratives, offering insight into unimaginable situations people expe-
rienced in war, but also of resilience and empowerment after the war. This storytelling 
contributes to our understanding of the causes, dynamics and consequences of war. 
The narratives also speak to the challenges of transitional justice and social integration 
in Kosovo as they become part of a collective memory, demonstrating over and over 
again, that in order to understand war and achieve justice, the voices of survivors must 
assume centrality in justice and collective memory.  

Survivors’ stories help to understand, in addition, the gendered nature of violence in war 
that is expressed differently against women and men. The narrators speak of wartime 
rape, imprisonment, torture, and forced displacement. Two men speak about rape, the 
other men about sexual violence against their wives and sister, a daughter about her 
mother, a woman about her sister, who survived wartime rape. The two narratives are 
of male victims of wartime sexual violence whose invisibility remains largely unspoken 
and undocumented in Kosovo war narratives. With these testimonies, the silence sur-
rounding wartime sexual violence is broken as many survivors prefer not to speak out 
because of the strong stigma associated with war rape. Hence, the accounting provided 
in these narratives enables understanding of wartime sexual violence as a weapon and 
strategy of war. It also shows how female and male bodies become the battleground 
and an instrument of ethnicised masculine and militarised power.  

An undeniable picture of gender-based and sexual violence during the war emerges from 
the stories, showing that wartime sexual violence was not an exception, but a norm. The 
picture provides important documentation of wartime sexual violence and confronts the 
stigma and shame attached to it, still strong in Kosovo. The two men who speak about 
their experiences of war rape break the taboo of sexual violence against men. Sexual vi-
olence against men has always been a tool in the oppressor’s playbook, however, it has 
been vastly underreported throughout history, including the wars of 1990s in former 
Yugoslavia and Kosovo. These narratives broaden our understanding of the relationship 
between constructions of gender and sexual violence in war and negotiation of power in 
the post-war period. While sexual violence is the connecting thread running through the 
stories, it becomes evident that wartime sexual violence resides in the spaces between 
silence and speaking. The harm done and the silence around sexual violence needs to 
be respected. But the memory should be honoured along with the struggles of survivors 
to rebuild their lives. This collection of testimonies serves this very purpose.

The storytelling included in this collection entails interpretations of war experiences. 
True, narratives are a means of constructing identities and searching for meaning in life. 
These stories entail subjectivities, memory, and culture. The narratives shared more 
than words on paper; they are interpretations of the past, meanings that shape the 
present, but also glimpses of a vision for the future. These stories contribute to an un-
derstanding of the conflict and the present-day challenges in Kosovo related to dealing 
with the past, justice and social inclusion. Survivor narratives are relevant for truth-tell-
ing as they stand against impunity. Truth-telling is about giving space to victims to nar-
rate their experiences and enhance opportunities for social reintegration. The memory 
and narration of victims confronts the myths of war and amnesia. Survivors’ stories are 
valuable documentation to inform victim centred approaches to address the legacy of 
the conflict and the root causes of violence, as well as strategies for victim re-integra-
tion into post-war society. 

As truth-telling accounts, these stories are important mechanism for achieving justice 
to help overcome impunity of war crimes and human rights abuse in war. The narratives 
speak to the broader question of dealing with the past and the challenges of transitional 
justice. We learn that truth-seeking goes beyond reparations even though reparations 
are a significant part of transitional justice. These testimonies show that violence still 
haunts the survivors and they struggle with economic and health problems, anxiety, 
as well as with the feelings of shame and guilt. These narratives are about individual 
and collective violence, justice and healing. They show that healing is multifaceted and 
a long process with many draw backs and positive shifts. The narratives once again 
demonstrate that healing is interconnected to justice and truth. The narrators have 
achieved a measure of emotional release, solidarity with others who endured similar 
pain, and more importantly have been able to get on with their lives. The support system 
and solidarity the narrators speak of have improved their social relations and contrib-
uted to healing. Yet, it is evident that to address wartime sexual violence and recovery, 
the clinical approaches of trauma treatment may be important, but additionally there is 
a need for a holistic approach to healing to ensure genuine empowerment. 
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Justice is a cornerstone of peace. Impunity maintains injustice and a sense of power-
lessness that discourages victims for seeking justice, truth-telling, and social integra-
tion. Impunity proves to be counterproductive for peace and reconciliation. The testimo-
nies here are not only renditions on experiences of extreme violence and abuse in war, 
but describe what happened at an individual level, and as well, in the broader society 
and how both individuals and society changed as a result of the painful experiences. 
These narratives are interpretations of the past and standpoints on issues of justice 
and peace beyond mainstream ideologies of war. They stand against the homogenised 
discourses of war because they offer personal experiences and interpretations of vio-
lence, justice, and healing. It is this storytelling that may help shape a new era in Kosovo 
society defined and enacted by principles of justice, human rights, and peace.

Dr. Vjollca Krasniqi

Sociologist and associated professor at University of Prishtina

BEYOND PAIN, TOWARDS COURAGE!

few words to the reader from the editor of this volume

Feelings of pain, suffering, anxiety, nightmares, sickness, fear, self-stigma, all remnants 
of inhumane torture, rape, and deaths witnessed during the war, are narrated by twelve 
people in this volume. Dear reader, this in your hand is not a book of light reads.

The victims—subjects of these stories—are referred to in the public discourse as “survi-
vors of sexual violence”. The definition clearly conveys the notion of rape, but it doesn’t 
even closely describe the scope of physical violence suffered, often resulting in chronic 
illness. The above definition also misses—as the reader will clearly understand—the full 
range of the psychological damage that the victims suffer to this very day, more than 
two decades later. One woman who recounts the story of her sister claims: “My sister is 
a victim of a massacre, not rape. She was butchered and survived.”

Ten of the narrators in this volume share the commonality of being among the most 
beloved persons of the victim (often their spouses) who for years in a row have been the 
only ones to know the full truth about the torture suffered by the victim during wartime. 
Two men narrate themselves the tortures they endured.

A word of wisdom has it that when shared, joy gets doubled, while sorrow gets halved. 
The self-stigma among the victims fearing that everybody knows and is speaking ill of 
their secret, turns for their close family member into an anxiety shared. Let us remind 
ourselves, these are survivors, both women and men, who have frequently fainted from 
the tortures they endured. In one of the stories, the victim collapses every day for three 
weeks in a row in the time of war.

Another saying has it that the biggest secrets of our soul can only be shared with a total 
stranger. Each of us who have experienced this know how true it is. Truer yet is the other 
claim, which says that being able to share someone else’s suffering which so closely 
mirrors your own is to bless that suffering in a very special way.

The KRCT professional staff benefits from these wisdoms. In their chain of therapies, 
says one narrator, they also use group therapy with the victims of rape. Victims meet 
others like themselves. From the same narrator we learn that this therapy is reinstalling 
love into his wife’s life. Love for life. For new friends. For happiness. The narrator shares 
with the reader the joy that his wife has found laughter again, having made new friends 
from different parts of Kosovo, during group psychotherapies with women who share 
the same misfortune. Her world has expanded. Self-stigmatization has shrunk even 
further.
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Another narrator tells how she grew up only with her mother and brother after the war 
at home with her uncle and his family of seven, while her father preferred to live alone 
in Croatia, where he ran a business, and not return to Kosovo to see his children grow 
up or take the whole family with himself. The girl’s curiosity regarding the reason for her 
father’s coldness grows along with her and is quenched only when she becomes an 
adult and learns what had happened in the time of war. A story like this provides a good 
material for a novel without much need to fictionalize.

However, the stories within this volume are also of endurance, survival, and empathy. 
Some are even stories of heroisms rarely witnessed in interpersonal behavior, to the 
point of serving as a model to humanity, being among those that require of an individual 
not only one single magnificent act of heroism, but an entire life. A life of love shared 
with the victim of torture. Only thus is the emptiness in the victim’s soul from the time of 
war filled considerably, even if never completely.

One such story is that of a former KLA fighter who was seriously wounded in the war 
and treated somewhere in a zone free of Serbian forces. There he encounters a girl who 
stands beside her wounded brother, who tells him she no longer intends to live; she 
wants to commit suicide. The fighter learns the reason behind her intention. Only a few 
days later, he proposes to her. Everything is played during the last week of the war. Their 
life in freedom they start as a married couple. When the story ends, the reader is left 
with the impression that they have just watched a movie.

Through such extraordinary stories we receive oral histories, which, being true, are use-
ful for scholars of our recent history. Of course, the professional will have to verify the 
time references, especially for those narrators who do not pay particular attention to 
dates.

In the end, although the narrators and the characters of these stories are named with 
pseudonyms, given that the stories themselves are real, we invite the reader to further 
divide the sorrow contained in them, thus acquiring their own share of this collective 
wound, but also to double the joy of every success achieved by family members and 
professionals in restoring the victims’ love for life.

Gazmend Bërlajolli

Editor and proofreader

The heritage of sexual violence trauma from the last war in Kosovo

“Beyond pain, towards courage! Stories about the trauma of wartime sexual violence” 
is an attempt to document wartime sexual violence, unveiling the manners in which the 
trauma transcends the subject of the lived experience, and ‘appropriates’ families, the 
community, and the society in general. The book aims to shed light upon the crisis and 
gross human rights violations during the last war in Kosovo, by placing on the perspec-
tive the traumatic experiences and by subjectivizing the victims, the survivors, and their 
families.  

Using oral history as a working principle, the book explores the implications of wartime 
sexual violence and social justice, through stories from men and women, daughters and 
sisters, who (co)exist and face the trauma, the shame, and the collective stigma. In this 
inquiry, the oral history approach enables space for ‘unknown stories’ – experiences 
and realities that are foreign for the majority – to enter and affect our field of awareness. 
Also, in the context of working with survivors of wartime sexual violence and their rela-
tives or family members, oral history allows difficult stories on violence and rape to be 
heard with sensitive nuances, rather than generalizations or statistics.

The stories in this volume were collected by placing on focus the ‘do-no-harm’ principle. 
The team comprising of experts from different disciplines was established and was 
engaged in facilitating and conducting the trauma-informed interviews. The narratives 
and their use are regulated and conducted with full consent, signed by the narrators, 
while the working team signed confidentiality agreements, legally and morally binding. 
The interviews were organized as biographies told in the first case, eliminating ques-
tions, sub-questions, additions, affirmations, and conversations with the researchers. 
The repetitions in the narrative content were also eliminated, while the data presented 
in the volume follow a coherent structure, preserving the authenticity and the dialectic 
nature of the narrative language. For the safety and security of the narrators, the con-
tent was anonymized by removing or coding identifiable elements.

The book you hold reflects the manners in which the trauma of wartime sexual violence 
affects the intra-and-inter-personal relations of the storytellers, their self-perception 
and self-actualization, and the social cohesion. Through in-depth interviews with ten 
family members (partners and relatives) of the survivors of wartime sexual violence, 
and with two men survivors of wartime sexual violence, the book illustrates how direct 
or indirect exposure to the trauma of wartime sexual violence and the social stigmatiza-
tion affects the survivors, their partners, family members, and the community in the first 
place; and how it further affects personal, social, and economic relations, as well as the 
collective awareness of the Kosovo society in general.

The variety of life experiences presented in this volume is the essence of acknowledg-
ing and understanding current political, social, and cultural antagonisms in the country 
and the region. While reading these stories, the interconnectedness and the joint fates 
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of narrators’ experiences come to the surface. Every story builds a piece of the picture 
with intertwined experiences that reveal a network of cause and effect, of action and 
reaction, under the conditions of existential threat.

Storytellers in this volume emphasize not only the implausible challenges of their lives 
under a violent and oppressive military and police system but also what they want, what 
they continue to live for, and what they struggle with. Survivors and the family members 
of survivors describe also their feelings and positive memories, highlighting a part of life 
that unveils hope and dignity.

This volume is the second in a series, part of exploring trauma related to wartime sex-
ual violence. It follows the publication “I want to be heard: memory book with stories 
of women survivors of torture during the last war in Kosovo” (2017) which delivers a 
detailed insight into experiences of wartime sexual violence, stigmatization, exclusion, 
denial, etc., and of the resilience, support, and comfort.

“Beyond pain, towards courage! Stories about the trauma of wartime sexual violence” 
is a documentation and advocating resource that examines the long-term inter-gen-
erational repercussions of wartime sexual violence, and counters the predominant, 
one-sided, and glorifying narrative about the war, by diversifying it with the inclusion of 
sidelined and marginalized voices of war.

Among others, the purpose of this volume is to call for humanly reflection and sensi-
tivity by acknowledging the experiences of the past. The stories that abstract the ways 
people understand human nature and human actions should be heard, known, and 
explored. Reflections on violence, rape, torture, fear, and anxiety in war settings are vital 
for a healthy way of dealing with the difficult past and establishing social cohesion and 
sustainable peace. The storytellers in this book, while shedding light upon the traumatic 
experiences of war, also testify about the vital value of storytelling and remembering, as 
a lesson non-reoccurrence of historical wrongdoings.

Korab Krasniqi
forumZFD Kosovo

Project Manager

Warning: This book contains detailed and graphic descriptions of persecution, fleeing from war, 
violence, rape, murder, torture, suffering, hunger, etc., caused by war, which may trouble the 
readers or re-traumatize them who have gone through similar suffering.



The language used and views expressed in this publication are those of family members of 
survivors of wartime sexual violence and men survivors of sexual violence interviewed for this 
project, and do not reflect those of the organizers and partners, associates or supporters of this 
project.

STORIES ABOUT THE TRAUMA OF WARTIME SEXUAL VIOLENCE
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The oldest narrator, Baca B., is 83 years old. He remembers the Second World War 
when his father was killed. He fought alongside Shaban Polluzha. After his father died 
his mother remarried the brother-in-law’s son, so she would not leave her three sons. 
Baca B. as the eldest, left his uncle’s house when he was only 13 years old. He built a 
house on the land inherited from his father and he took his mother and two brothers 
with him. His mother, who had four children with her second husband, goes back and 
forth from one house to the other.

After some time, Baca B. got married. His wife gave birth to seven children. When she 
was pregnant with the eighth child, she suddenly died. During the war, two of Baca B.’s 
sons, his brother, and two nephews were killed. His second wife is a victim of sexual 
violence committed by Serbian paramilitary forces.
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WITHOUT GIVING WHAT IS PAINFUL, 
YOU NEVER GET TO HAVE THE DESIRED

I became an orphan when I was five years old. My father died because the Serbs killed 
him. He fought alongside Shaban Polluzha. When Shaban Polluzha and Mehmet Riza 
appeared, my father joined them. My father was killed in the village Rakenica. To this 
day, his bones remained there and nobody took them. After some time, the state took 
over that place, and now it’s agricultural land there.

While my father was alive, he divided his land into equal shares. After he got killed, I 
was the eldest of the three brothers. I remember my father very well. I was crazy after 
him, God made me like that. I loved my father a thousand times more than my mother. I 
always helped him when he went to work. He would go to the field to work the land and I 
would grab one side of the plow because at that time we were plowing the land with the 
help of a horse. I would tell him, “Let me hold one of the plows”. I would watch him when 
he was sharpening the plow and I would tell him that he is doing a good job.

We used to make krelana1, and other similar foods. We had casserole dishes made 
of clay. Once my father took me with him to send a goat to Skenderaj, but we didn’t 
manage to sell it. The distance from Skenderaj to Llausha is a couple of kilometers, and 
when we were returning home, he carried me on his back because we were walking 
uphill. He took off his jacket and he put it around his neck. People were joking with him, 
“Hetem, is your son riding a donkey?”.

My mother suffered a lot, a year after my father was killed, she married my uncle’s son. 
Her father told her, “My daughter, for God’s sake, God left your children without a father, 
don’t leave them without a mother as well. Go and stay there in that neighborhood, at 
least you will wash and clean them, and if needed you will sew their clothes.” Sew, be-
cause then we didn’t have many clothes.

At that time, we were wearing woolen clothes or clothes made of felts from animal fur 
made by our mothers and grandmothers. They were making vests made of wool. At that 
time, we had about 20-30 meters of that material and we had to hide it in the well at 
least twenty times. The well was very deep, maybe eight or nine meters deep. Then we 
would take the material out with hooks. We hid them because the Serbs would take 
them away.
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When Tito won the war for a very long time, they made us send chicken eggs, cheese, 
and sheep wool to the municipality. They were saying that it’s needed to take care for 
the people. They took everything from us. We even had to take hay to them because 
they said their horses and cows need it. We had to pay for having a dog. Also, for having 
a carriage.

But, alhamdulillah from God, people were a little more compassionate at that time. 
Those representatives of the village councils, that’s how we called them, knew that I 
was an orphan. So, I didn’t pay for the dog, nor for a house or for the carriage. They 
helped me then and they are helping me now, they always helped me.

We dealt with cowhide for a long time. When we would slay a cow, we would take the 
skin and then we would cut it. When it would rain, it would soften. When we would put 
it in the stove or oven to dry, it would corrugate. And then we had to work it again. We 
would make it look like a thread. We would make peasant shoes with that material. Af-
ter some time when we saw the first rubber shoes, we were very happy. Everybody had 
their own peasant shoes, and we wore them in the house. We also made candles. Very 
few people had candles then and we would make them from cloth, oil, wax, and then it 
would make light.

I swear to God, once I went for a visit at one place and we were eating at the same place 
where they kept their cows. Suddenly, a cow stood up to urinate and someone shouted, 
“The cow stood up!” All the splashes from the cow fell on our tray. At that time, we all ate 
from one food tray. Not like now, everyone in the family, even the baby, has his own bowl. 
At those times, ten or twenty of us would eat from one tray and we would drink water 
from one bottle. In those times people suffered, but I swear to God, there was love. We 
cared about each other.

At those times, we couldn’t do anything without the permission of our eldest. We did not 
even dare to go visit even our uncle if our grandfather didn’t allow us. We had a poor 
neighbor and our grandfather would always tell us, “Whenever you pass by, hide that 
cigarette because our poor neighbor will envy. And if you have money, when you pull 
your bag out, do it secretly. Don’t let the poor people see that you have because they will 
covet.” There was a lot of poverty. But we could still find joy and have fun.

Our house was made of some bricks, it was poorly built. We had no wood either. We had 
a bit of oak so we would keep ourselves warm. The houses were very weak then. Just 
enough to get protected from the northern wind. 

I hope my mother forgave us but she suffered a lot because of us. When I grew up, 
when I turned 13 years old, I went to my own house. After eight years of staying at my 
uncle’s house I left. While I stayed at my uncle’s place, I’ve done some things but my 
uncle forgave me. After I left, I told my mother’s husband, “I want to go and live in my 
own house. If you take your share of inheritance from your father then you can come 
and stay together with my mother. I will consider you to be my father and I will respect 
you as a father. And if not, then let my mother go!” But it was very hard for my mother. 

She had four children on the other side, they were more than us. She had two girls and 
two boys with the other man. Both of her daughters died, one when she was very young 
and the other later. Her two sons are still alive.

So, I went to our new house together with my mother. I built a house on the land which 
I inherited from my father. We didn’t have a good relationship anymore with the uncle’s 
son, because he did not want to take me together with my mother. Sometimes he would 
take the older children from my mother, sometimes he would give them back. I took care 
of those children, I raised them, I helped them get married.

Once, when I came home, my mother was baking bread by using some flour mixed with 
ash. The bread was being made mixed with ashes. And when I entered the room she 
said, “This is how I have to trick the children, there is no bread at all.” I went immediately 
to village Vërboc to meet a person called Halil Tokniqi and that village was about three 
kilometers away from us. I swear to God I ran without stopping. Halil was sitting in his 
house yard. He was my mother’s cousin. I greeted them and I told them why I came. Halil 
called his wife. At that time women were wearing some black towels, one by one meter 
large. Halil told his wife, “Go and fill this with flour.” I took that flour, and then my mother 
was able to bake with it and she fed the children. The four children were the children of 
my uncle’s son.

One of the boys grew up and he went to become a soldier. He asked me, “Uncle, what 
should I do, should I put on the uniform?” I told him, “First you have to ask your father. 
I will find the uniform for you but you have to ask your father first.” He asked his father 
and his father told him, “Put on the uniform.” He told me what his father said and then 
I said, “I will send you the uniform” and so I did. When he came back, I also found him 
a bride in village Kqiq, near Vushtrri. His father was sitting there and the well-wishing 
people would congratulate me, “Congratulations Baca B. for finding a bride for your 
brother!”. They couldn’t tell anything to his father because I raised that boy. I still take 
care of them.

I swear to God, my mother had a very hard time because of him. When her first daugh-
ter was born, he told my mother, “When she grows up, we will give her to this person 
to become his wife.” At that time, they were exchanging daughters, giving a girl for a 
boy. I swear to God he was beating and hurting my mother. And I was taking care of his 
children.
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Then he sold his other daughter. Two or three times she was taken from my house. I 
swear to God she would leave from my house. I made her ready to go. I went and took 
her. She had children, I went and took them, and sometime later we got crowded be-
cause she had five daughters and two sons.

I went to school for only four years. The schools were terrible then. By God, we had 
to wait for half an hour until one class was over in order for the second class to start, 
because there was no other option. The schools opened late. I was maybe ten years 
old when I went to school. For about five or six months I went to Polaq, Skenderaj mu-
nicipality, because we didn’t have schools here. After five or six months, we returned to 
this one because the other one was farther and the road was bad, it was muddy. My 
teacher was Ramiz Peja. He would ask us to bring him sticks so he could beat us in case 
we didn’t learn the subject. Once, he beat up my neighbor because he didn’t know the 
lesson. And I started crying.

When I started crying, he told me, “You will come to my house after the end of the 
classes.” When I went there my teacher asked me, “Why did you cry for your friend?” 
and then I told him, “You don’t know what it’s like for him because if you knew you would 
never beat him and you wouldn’t say anything to him! His mother has remarried just like 
mine and his two brothers are not letting him touch the books or notebooks to study. 
And so, by beating him, how can he learn? Didn’t you see how weak he is?” There were 
times when we would go to school during winter in snow and he would have almost bare 
feet. After I spoke to my teacher, he didn’t beat him anymore.

When we finished school, some of my friends told me, “Come on Baca B., we will go to 
Mitrovica and register to take the lectures by correspondence”. I said, “I swear to God, I 
don’t have money for that.” One of my friends went and he finished the school and then 
he became a teacher. He was in the same generation as me. He died twenty years ago.

I got married late. I was 30 years old or more. At that time, you needed to have money 
if you wanted to get married. They asked for three thousand dinars, so that the bride 
would come out. I didn’t have any money. Three or four years later, my mother’s cousin 
found me a bride in Prekaz, and I took her. When I got the bride, we were all happy.

God blessed my wife with seven children, and after seven children she passed away. 
She was pregnant when she passed away. I took her to Gllogovc to see a doctor. The 
doctor was Serbian specialist from Prishtina. She said, “This is the referral. She has to 
go to Prishtina immediately because she is very ill”. This happened two or three years 
before the former Yugoslavia collapsed. But my wife said, “No, by God, I can’t go to Pr-
ishtina, I can’t leave my little children at home.” It was a Thursday. My mother took one 
of her children, my son, daughter and she went to visit a woman. I had seven children, 
three girls and four boys. My wife was pregnant with the eighth child. She passed away 
two months before giving birth. She had a boy in her womb.

We had dinner and after dinner she was fine. I fell asleep. Sometime around one or 
two after midnight, she woke me up, “Wake up because I am not feeling well. You will 
lose me”. I stood up and I called my mother. They laid my wife in a small bathroom. 
They washed her and they changed her clothes because she was all covered in blood. 
We grabbed her and we put her in some car in order to take her to Gllogovc. When we 
arrived, the nurses told us that the doctor would not come until 7 o’clock in the morn-
ing. My wife was fainting and one of the nurses told me, “Brother, any minute lost is 
too much for her, take her immediately to Prishtina”. I couldn’t take her to Prishtina, we 
didn’t dare to go there. Another nurse told me, “Take her to Skenderaj, there is a doctor 
called Riza Mala”. And I knew that doctor and I knew where his apartment was and so I 
went to Skenderaj.

I entered that building. I knocked on the doctor’s door. He came out and said, “Don’t 
stop here but let’s go directly to Mitrovica and we will meet there.” As I was going down 
the stairs I told them, “Let’s go to the ambulance to quickly prepare the papers.” The 
doctor’s wife was a gynecologist. We immediately got in the vehicle and, my God, the 
way the doctor was driving that vehicle I thought that we would all end up in a ditch. But 
we reached there.

When we reached the hospital, we put her in the elevator and went to the third floor. 
My eldest son was with us and they asked him, “What is your relationship with the pa-
tient?”, he said “She is my mother.” They told him to get out. Then they asked me, and 
I told them, “She is my wife”. The nurse then said, “Help me get her undressed.” Until 
the other doctors came, I was trying to take her clothes off and then Dr. Nura (who was 
her cousin) came and he said “We have to urgently take her to the operations room”. 
They all gathered there and they wouldn’t tell me anything about what was going on. A 
Serbian cleaning lady came after some time and she told me, “I don’t think that she will 
make it because her face turned pale’’. My wife passed away and then her cousin came 
out and told me, “She is ill because of her kidneys”. He said, “I will take her to Nis.” But 
he just wanted to trick me because she had already passed away. 

My wife passed away and she left seven orphans. She was 38-39 years old. A brother 
I had from my mother’s side, went by car to Gllogovc and he brought a doctor who ad-
ministered injections to the children so they would calm down. They were very upset. 
My wife’s brother, the children’s uncle, and my wife’s sister-in-law loved the children very 
much. This sister-in-law also loved my wife very much. At one o’clock, my wife’s brother 
came. When they came, I swear to God, I was completely confused, I didn’t know any-
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thing about what was going on. When he entered the guest room, he said, “I arrived here 
with Zoja.” Zoja would go and play with the children and they loved her, as if she was 
their mother. My youngest child was only four months old.

My mother became my brother, my father, my everything. She was a very capable wom-
an, very wise. I always used to say; when my mother passes away, I will go crazy from 
sadness. I never thought that I would feel happiness after my mother dies. This is all 
God’s work. My mother died during the offensive. I called two people from each house 
to participate in her burial and the village had 60-70 houses. My cousins came and I 
told them, “I called you to bury my mother in the ground, but there is their checkpoint 
and they are shooting at people. They shot and killed one person”.  They killed seven 
people from one family at once with a grenade. As this family came out of the house, the 
grenade fell on them and killed the mother, three brothers, two sisters and my sister-in-
law who was in late pregnancy. All of them died. Only one of them is still alive. After the 
war this one that survived would tell me, “Baca B., I didn’t know whom to grab first - my 
mother, brothers, sister-in-law or my sisters.”

My uncles had their houses on one road. When the fighting started, the one fought by 
Adem Jashari, my uncles left their houses and they came to us. They came together with 
the livestock and with everything they had. A hundred families entered our house. There 
was a guest room and we used to lay blankets on the floor because we didn’t have 
sponges for all of them. My mother was very ill at the time. An uncle of mine told me, 
“Baca B., even if the mother dies, we will conduct the ceremony”. But we were locked 
for three months, how could we get out? And when my mother passed away, there were 
about 20 or more neighbors who came. Two of my cousins from our neighborhood came 
to me. They were living far from my house and they told me,” For God’s sake, we will help 
you if you don’t have a way. We will help you to notify everyone in the village”. I said, “No, 
there is no need” because I had people who were helping me. They went out and they 
called the people from the village.

Around 70-80 people gathered to go to the burial. The graveyard was far away. I swear 
to God, when I put my mother in the vehicle and the congregation started walking, I 
didn’t know where we were going and how we would reach the graveyard because I was 
terrified that they might shoot at us with grenades and they would kill the people and I 
thought that my mother’s body would remain on the road. I was so afraid that my neph-
ews, cousins and uncles would get killed. But, God willing, we reached the graves, we 
buried her and then the people dispersed. When I came to the house, I was very happy 
that we managed to bury her. I had a feeling as if my mother is alive again. And now 
when I tell my sons and cousins about that situation, I tell them that I thought that I will 
be full of sadness and sorrow when I will bury my mother but the situation made me feel 
happy for managing to bury her. Nevertheless, time does its deed. After I calmed down, 
it was like a small infection which poisons you eventually, I started feeling sad. 

It did not take long and the war started. When the war broke out, thirteen times I surren-
dered to the Serbs at their checkpoints. Because the children were orphans, I couldn’t 
just leave them.

They took me to State Security Administration offices in Gllogovc. When I was sent there, 
I asked, “Why was I brought here?” That SSA officer was tired from beating the people. 
He said, “You are taking care of them, watching them and guiding them in the village.” 
and I told him, “I swear to God, even if an armored vehicle came to my door, I wouldn’t 
be able to see it, because it’s not easy for me. My wife has passed away and she left me 
with seven orphaned children. I have a 4-month-old baby. There is nothing more difficult 
for a man than to wash the baby when it gets dirty and to feed it with a bottle. Even if an 
armored vehicle would come to my door, I wouldn’t be able to see it let alone guard the 
village”. Thank God, he did not beat me. Those words saved me. 

But during the war, many members of my family were killed. Five men. They killed two of 
my sons on the day of Eid. One was 17 years old, the other 23 years old and they also 
killed my 55-year-old brother and two nephews. We never found two of the bodies.

We escaped; we went to Tërdevc because I had a half-sister living there. The women 
and the children stayed behind. I just took my son and my brother’s son. We walked for 
eleven hours during the night until we came home. When we came, they had no informa-
tion at all. The boy stood up and prepared some Krelan2 for us. When we started eating, 
I told the boys, “Happy Eid.” At 5 o’clock in the evening, they killed my family members 
and I didn’t have any idea.

Then we got caught up in the offensive. There were 30,000 women and children in 
our village, and there were about 15-16 old men. Eleven stoves were cooking food. A 
military corporal who was 40 days away from completing his military service told me, 
“Let me tell you something.” He pulled a letter out of his pocket and he said, “We are 
breaking the law 2000 percent. Look at this letter. We have orders to destroy villages 
Likovc, Makërmal, Polluzha, Shqytica and Qereq and our orders are not to leave any-
thing standing, not a fence, or a well, or a living thing, or straw, stable, nothing at all. 
We were ordered to destroy everything.” We would see some sheep, goats, maybe two 
kilometers away. We were telling the children ”Bring them here”. The children were bring-
ing the livestock and then we would slaughter the sheep and goats. We would cut off 
a leg and give it to the children, “Go and tell your mother to prepare the meat for you.” 
The cows were abandoned. One cow’s breasts were swollen and it was hurting it. And 
out there were 30 thousand women and old men and no one dared to go to that cow. 
A man, older than me, went and he started to milk that cow. The children were waiting 
with some plates. He was giving the children milk to drink.

Then they beat up a cousin of mine really bad. They killed another one in the field. Then 
they set on fire the field and his body burned there. That corporal told me “There is a 
bunker somewhere here” In village Pica there is a well from which water did not come 
out, it was 5-6 meters deep and wherever our army found Serbs, police officers, trouble-
makers, they would kill them and throw them there. He said, “And if you decide to speak 
up tomorrow, the infantry will come. If you talk to them nobody will dare touch you with 
his finger, and if you don’t talk, they will wipe all of you.” A paramilitary soldier came and 
with his rifle he shot a dog that was there. The children screamed. My daughter came 
immediately because she thought that I was killed.

2 Albanian national dish
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Then on the last night they just stormed inside. There were 30-40 Serbs, there were 
paramilitary officers but also some soldiers. Some women would go out during the day 
and ask them, “Give me a cigarette”. And on the last night, when their intentions were 
to remove us from there, they started abusing the women. Since that day I don’t like the 
army. Why, for God’s sake, didn’t they shoot us all? A bullet for each and every one of 
us. You could hear their screams all over the place. Over a hundred women were raped 
that night. They took my neighbors daughter-in-law and they started beating her and she 
was continuously screaming.

Then they took my sister-in-law and her two children. They took her in and then they 
threw her out. I got remarried after my first wife died. My wife screamed when they took 
my sister-in-law. Then they took my wife as well. When we left the next day, she couldn’t 
stop crying. She is still stuck in that day. Now by God, I can’t leave her. She still cries and 
shouts. Someone told me, “It’s good to report her case and maybe she will get half of a 
pension for her sufferings”.

She screamed so much that she lost it. When some women found her, her clothes were 
all cut and she was covered in mud. What am I supposed to do with her for God’s sake? 
She has only one son and if he gets married what will she do. She is really close to him. 

When I came here to you, these sisters helped me a lot. I will never forget this good 
deed. Even the psychologist and Feride asked me, “Is she capable of giving a state-
ment?”. I said, “No, I swear to God, she will stay all day long here but she wouldn’t be 
able to give a statement.” They told me, “You should go to the doctor, to get a certificate 
and then you should come and give a statement.” After two or three months, I had to 
come and give a statement instead of her because she couldn’t.

My wife sometimes cries or sometimes laughs. Sometimes she just cries, I swear to 
God, it’s a problem for me. Sometimes she says, “I am a fool because I screamed when 
they took Aba.” That night they abused Aba 2-3 times, but that night they abused my 
wife too. Next day when we woke up at 8 o’clock in the morning all the girls, women and 
old women decided, “We will run away towards the fields and if they kill, so be it”. I told 
them, “Let’s wait for half a day, let’s see what is going to happen”, I swear to God, I didn’t 
know anything. I just thought that something might change. God willing, the order came 
to remove us from that place and they took us to Skenderaj. When we reached Skend-
eraj, they told us, “Go wherever you want.” My daughter was 14-15 years old at the time. 
My son was younger. We stayed there for five weeks.

I was sitting together with my cousin in one of the rooms and their headquarters was 
about 50-100 meters away. It was the checkpoint where the Serbs were located. There 
they had a place and we could hear how they were beating the Albanians that they 
caught. Just when I remember their screams, oh my God! They came out and we were 
sitting outside in the shade. They wanted to shoot us. We just heard the sound when 
the bullets flew near us. My cousin screamed, “Run, they will kill us!”. We escaped from 
there. When the airplanes wanted to shoot at them, the police officers were calling the 
children to come out and then they would throw sweets in the yard. They thought that 
the airplanes would see the children they wouldn’t shoot. Sometimes they would hide 
among us.

Your Baca B., has suffered since God gave him life until the present day. But I suffered 
the most because of what happened to my wife. I swear to God it’s a great injustice. I 
had a back injury of the worst kind. When autumn came, I had to meet with a command-
er from KLA, Raif was his name but they called him “Lugat”. At that time, I didn’t have 
any money and I had to borrow 50 deutsche marks and give them to Raif, so he would 
put my house from first category to the fifth. Just to get under the roof of my house. The 
commission told me ten times, “This house is not suitable for living, you can’t stay inside 
this house.” Only a metal frame remained from the front of the house. It was all covered 
with bullet holes. Even when the people from Prishtina municipality came with cameras 
they were surprised, “This should be turned into a museum, because it’s impossible to 
live in it”.

We left Skenderaj when the infantry arrived and we returned to the village. My cousin 
who was together with me said, “We have nowhere to go.” I asked, “And why?” he said, 
“We will starve to death because they did not leave any food or anything. Everything was 
burned.” And then the NATO soldiers came with their tanks and I remember we were 
hugging those NATO soldiers. Some village representatives came to us and asked us, 
“How many members are you?” They were giving us flour when we went to our houses 
and when we went to our house it was completely burned. My house was the one of the 
first houses which was burned in the village. Oh, I felt so sad because of the TV, and 
because of the music instruments, the sharkia3, çiftelia4 and the violin. I used to play 
the violin in the guest room. When I went back to the house, I found some of the strings 
which survived the fire. Everything was destroyed except for the walls. There was noth-
ing left standing. The house was full of burned tiles and ash. So, when we came back 
the children and the girls were cleaning it.

3 sharkia - five strings instrument
4 çiftelia - two strings instrument
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One guy from village Bërbaliq came to me and said, “Come on, I have a cousin in Mitro-
vica, he has construction material and wood”. And when we went there, he said to his 
cousin, “I brought you a customer, he has five members of his family killed. His house is 
heavily damaged. I’m not saying that you should give him material for free but it would 
be good if you could help him somehow.” And then that Bosnian guy said “If you take 
these, I will sell it for 5 euros cheaper for you, if you take by meter, I will sell them 3 euros 
cheaper for you and if you take planks with cubic meters then I will sell them to you for 
50 euros cheaper”. When he said this, I couldn’t hold my tears and I started crying. He 
was Bosnian. He was trying to speak in Albanian to comfort me, but he couldn’t because 
he didn’t know the language. I told him, “Speak in Serbian because I understand”. He 
told me, “If you keep on like this you will lose your mind and then your children will suffer 
too. Because you cannot undo what has happened even if the world turns upside down”.

The municipality made a decision to give four or five ar of land to all families who have 
a family member killed. When I went there, they didn’t give anything to me. I have been 
fourteen times to the mayor, but he didn’t want to receive me. On the fifteenth time I 
entered and I said to myself I’m not leaving even if he beats me up. He said, “What’s the 
matter?” I told him everything. He started justifying himself and he was saying “I swear 
I didn’t know anything” and he told me that he didn’t have any idea what had happened 
to me. He was the head of municipality and also the chairman of the commission was 
there.

They skipped me, apparently, I was not entitled to that right. I’ve had six victims in my 
family and I don’t have that right. God knows, maybe I needed to have some connec-
tions. He told me, “This is a closed matter. I can’t do anything for you but I will give you 
one apartment.” I said, “Ok, fine, at least an apartment.” When the apartments were 
built, I went there again. And then he said, “I will be honest with you. There are people 
who are more capable than you. And there were many of them and all the apartments 
have been given away. I couldn’t save any apartments for you. But at least I will employ 
one of your sons” I said, “Well, there is nothing we can do. At least my son will be work-
ing.”

It was very hard for me when I would go to gatherings. Also, when I went to the market, I 
couldn’t hold back my tears. Once Hashim Thaçi came out to see the situation in Sken-
deraj and he came to the football field. I lost my strength; I couldn’t stand on my feet. 
I felt much weaker than how I am feeling now when I am 80 years old. I sat down and 
I looked at him, my tears were running down my face. I used to say, “Look at all these 
people that have survived and my sons and my brother died.” I didn’t even know where 
their bodies were. And when Hashim Thaçi appeared the people were clapping. I have 
never seen him before, just on TV.

He said, “Brothers and sisters, Drenica has suffered the most, materially, economically 
and physically.” He spoke for quite some time, but among others he said, “This lead-
ership of today that has brought us this freedom, will be thankful forever for each and 
every loss, every worry and all the blood that was shed for this land”. I swear to God, I got 
this sudden strength and I thought that I would be able to stand up and start running. I 
got so much encouragement. I felt so strong that I thought I would be able to play with 
the ball. I said to myself, “Alhamdulillah from God. All those men have died but since 
there is someone who is interested and will take care of us, maybe there will be some 
justice after all”.

I thought that they were telling the truth, but for 20 years I swear to God only Halil Kas-
trati came once, a girl came a week ago, and I wish she stayed for longer, and the Red 
Cross which gave me 100 deutsche marks. Nobody else ever came to see me at the 
door and to ask me if I am still alive, if I have any problems, am I still sane or just to tell 
me God help you. Never.

This woman Selvia asked me, “Baca B., how many daughters do you have?” I said, “I 
have three daughters.” And she said, “Put me in that group too. From today and on con-
sider me as your daughter as well.“ And now I address her as my daughter. I went to the 
organization and the workers asked me, “For whom did you come for?” and I tell them, 
“I came to see my daughter.” They started laughing.

I said to myself after the war ended, maybe now life will get better. Many men have died 
but there was nothing we could have done. They say It is always darkest before dawn. 
But I swear to God, that is not true. They never gave me a house, nor did they give me 
any land, nobody ever told me, “Here, take this because you need it.” A week ago, one of 
the sisters brought me 100 Euros. “This is from the association, it’s for the people who 
have missing members of the family” she told me. I said, “Thank you, sister.”
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We still haven’t found the bodies of my son and my brother’s son. My brother’s son was 
23 years old and he was the same age as my other son who was killed. And my son, 
whose body was never found, was just 17 years old. Whoever would see me they would 
ask, ”Oh God, did they kill that son of yours who was a good guy?” They were asking 
about my older son but both of them were very good. Also, my brother was 55 years old 
when he was killed. Then the rest of us continued living like that.

I worked in a construction firm in Peja. Once I fell down and I injured three ribs and I 
dislocated five discs on my back and neck. When I went to the doctor, there were two of 
them, Shaban Hasi and another doctor called Kemajl from Peja, they wanted to operate 
on me. Shaban was a bit weaker and Kemajl was more experienced. Shaban came and 
asked me, “Do you want to be operated on tomorrow?”

I said, “Why are you asking me? I’m not a doctor!” He took a cup, apparently to remove 
some of my blood in the evening, to prepare me for the operation the next day. And then 
he said, “Don’t tell Kemajl because he will shout at me but if you would listen to my ad-
vice, I wouldn’t do the surgery.” and I asked, “Why?” He said, “Listen! There is no doctor 
in the world who can operate five discs without leaving you with some sort of injury. You 
could die or you won’t be able to speak, or maybe you won’t be able to hear, it’s possible 
that your hand or leg will be paralyzed, or your entire body, so if you don’t have any pain, 
I wouldn’t do the surgery.” I told him, “Then, I will do as you say”.

The Serbs were giving me 300 deutsche marks then and the Albanians are not giving 
me anything at all. For two years I didn’t receive my pension. I swear to God, there are 
some people that are getting a lot of money. They receive their pension, but they are 
not giving me anything. Well, they gave me 200 euros for my brother, but they stopped 
giving me my pension. How can I survive? How can I calm down? Instead of them saying, 
“This person has washed the land …” I have shed blood for this Kosovo. I have shed 
blood for this land. Cows and sheep were not sacrificed for this land but the lives of our 
men! Even if they would give me the entire world it wouldn’t be enough until I find my 
missing son. 

I don’t need anything else from this world. A brother of mine once told me, “Brother! 
There were hundreds of young people in a prison in Serbia. Maybe we should look for 
your son there. If we can find out anything, or get him out with money” He then told me, 
”But you can’t communicate with these men anymore because they were tortured, beat-
en.” I said, “No! Even if you find my son there and bring him here, I will not keep him! If 
he wouldn’t recognize me or wouldn’t know what I am saying to him, and if he wouldn’t 
know what our relationship is, I wouldn’t take him back! Why should I take him? He is 
already dead!”.

I swear to God, I spent 1000 deutsche marks looking for my son. Someone would tell 
me, “This guy is a fortune teller.” I would go to him and they were saying, “Oh, in the 
name of God, in two days you will… but you have to give me 100 marks!” Then others 
would come doing the same. Go here and go there and do this and do that. It was all 
useless. I was getting worried sick. Praise be to Allah the mighty, he saved and protect-
ed me because otherwise I wouldn’t be around anymore. I was worried sick.

As for the missing men, I would have done something, because there were other missing 
people as well and some were even older than me. But this is injustice! Land has been 
given to people in my village, and I swear to God, I have nothing. Those people were giv-
en apartments and houses. I swear to God, they dug wells for them, and repaired their 
houses and nothing for us. One person got injured while he was running away, he got 
scratched on a branch, and he would say, “I was hit by a grenade.” Today he receives 
a pension of 400 or 500 euros, I don’t know how much he gets. This injustice kills me. 
What happened to my pension? I won that pension when I fell and then the Serbs evalu-
ated my condition and they gave me 300 marks a month, and the Albanians stopped it. 
I will never agree with this! What should I say? They have known that my children were 
orphans and they knew about the condition of my house. I am fed up with them.

I remember when everyone was saying, “It’s important to liberate Kosovo, to remove 
the Serbs from here.” The police officers were doing everything to us. Whatever they 
wanted they did to us. Everywhere was the same, not only here. And when the Serbs got 
removed, now we have this injustice … it’s very hard to move on. They are not hiring my 
son. Sometimes he works three days, or four days, or a week, or a month … Sometimes 
he works for three days here and there. They don’t have any compassion at all, they 
should say, “Wait a moment, this family lost so many men. The least we can do is to hire 
his son to work.” I hardly managed to find a job for my brother’s son who is 22 years old.

The elders, the wise ones, used to say, “Things can always go from bad to worse.” Now 
the men are already gone, I forgot about that and now I am dealing with this. Now I deal 
with my own suffering, what can I do? That was my fate, to suffer since I was born.
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Two weeks ago, my son and daughter came to visit me from England. And, God knows, 
maybe they heard that I have given that interview to Halil Kastrati regarding the house. 
And when they came, they were happy, they found us there and they said, “We thought 
that we would not find you alive.” We took so many photos during those two hours. 
Whenever I would speak that girl would start crying. She couldn’t hold her tears. She 
called me a week ago, “I will come for the New Year, I will come to stay with you.” I told 
her, “Come whenever you want. You can stay here as much as you want.”

Now I’m living with my two sons. My eldest son went abroad. He went to Germany. I 
missed him so much while he was there. My boy stayed there for eight or nine years. I 
bought him bricks for his house. The nephews, his uncle and everybody helped him to 
build his own house. Now he has three healthy daughters. He doesn’t live with us. I live 
with my two sons from the second marriage.

I am thankful to God, because he has saved my mind. I could have lost my mind be-
cause of all the things that happened. I remember when we would take our mother and 
her children and the uncle were on the other side, and the children were coming to the 
fence and screaming, “Mommy!”. My mother suffered a lot and I hope that God will have 
mercy. She had never-ending worries. Some people suffer all their life.

I even told Halil Kastrati, “I can’t pass on all the worries I’ve had in my life”. And when I 
said that, his manager asked him, “Halil, be honest, could you have faced all the injus-
tice and all the sadness that uncle Baca B. experienced until now?” and Halil said, “I 
swear by Allah, but nobody could have helped him but God.”

I swear to God, very few people would be patient and would have endured as I did. It 
was a big emotional load. But thanks to God, he helped me and he is still helping me. 
Nowadays it’s hard to go out. I am not at anyone’s mercy. I have a cow and I take her 
here and there; I walk a bit myself; this is how I enjoy my time. At home, it is crowded. In 
Vërrsnik, I have no children to talk to. I watch TV all day long, I watch the news. Thank 
goodness, I like sports and I watch it. I liked Barcelona a lot but not so much anymore. 
They beat Barcelona very badly. Pity.

“…she started crying. I told her, “Talk to me, as you would with your own brother.” And 
then she said, “I want to kill myself, because I was raped.” I felt so much sadness. I was 
terrified. I wouldn’t have gotten so upset even if it happened to my own sister.”

Besimi was a teenager in Suhareka when the ‘90s started. Because he fought with 
some Serbs during high school, he was forced to flee from the Serb-Yugoslav police 
to Germany together with three friends. Foreign countries’ independence inspired his 
friends to go to Albania, where they worked in making connections with others who were 
training to enter Kosovo as fighters.

While fighting with Yugoslav military forces in Kosovo, a mortar shell exploded nearby 
sending Besim six meters into the air. He fell to the ground and had nine wounds. Two of 
the three close friends, with whom he left Suhareka and went to Germany, ran towards 
him to grab him. They both got killed.

As a survivor, Besim was being treated in the village Krojmirë, held by Albanians. There, 
during the last month of the war, arrived a group of civilians who were fleeing from Klina 
to Macedonia. One of the civilians was seriously injured and he couldn’t move. He re-
mained to be treated in village Krojmirë. His sister and his old parents also stayed with 
him. She asks Besim to promise her that when the war is over, he will return her brother 
to his home. Besim becomes curious as to why the girl is trying to split the life paths with 
her injured brother.
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Besimi was a teenager in Suhareka when the ‘90s started. Because he fought with 
some Serbs during high school, he was forced to flee from the Serb-Yugoslav police 
to Germany together with three friends. Foreign countries’ independence inspired his 
friends to go to Albania, where they worked in making connections with others who were 
training to enter Kosovo as fighters.

While fighting with Yugoslav military forces in Kosovo, a mortar shell exploded nearby 
sending Besim six meters into the air. He fell to the ground and had nine wounds. Two of 
the three close friends, with whom he left Suhareka and went to Germany, ran towards 
him to grab him. They both got killed.

As a survivor, Besim was being treated in the village Krojmirë, held by Albanians. There, 
during the last month of the war, arrived a group of civilians who were fleeing from Klina 
to Macedonia. One of the civilians was seriously injured and he couldn’t move. He re-
mained to be treated in village Krojmirë. His sister and his old parents also stayed with 
him. She asks Besim to promise her that when the war is over, he will return her brother 
to his home. Besim becomes curious as to why the girl is trying to split the life paths with 
her injured brother.
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I AM NOT PLANNING TO LIVE
ANYMORE

I am from the village of Tërbesh. When I was in the second grade, at the age of 8, we 
went to live in Suhareka and I still live in Suhareka. I remember when I was a child we 
would play with a ball when we were in the village. We would also herd livestock. When 
guests would come for a visit, we were very happy because there weren’t many people 
around. When we went to live in Suhareka, life was different. We had many friends and 
there were many pupils at the school. After I finished the second semester of the sec-
ond grade at primary school, we went to live in Suhareka.   

We were not a rich family but my father worked in Slovenia in the past. We started 
having problems with some of our neighbors. They were arguing with is. My father was 
disabled; he did not have an arm. But even in such condition he was able to work a little 
but he also had some financial assistance from abroad. We lived somehow. We were 
seven children, three sisters and four brothers. I was much closer to my father because 
he was disabled. He needed help. I’m the third eldest son of the family.

School was not bad. We were naughty as kids, we didn’t study as much, and we did not 
listen to our teacher. My teacher’s name was Nazlije, and she taught us until the fifth 
grade. In the fifth grade my class teacher was a well-known man. I still speak to him but 
not as my teacher but as if he was my father. To this day we drink coffee together and we 
have very good conversations. Our class was full of problematic kids. He always says, 
“You were the biggest troublemakers but I had the best time with you. You were angels 
in comparison to how next generations were”.

When they would say that “This teacher is the caretaker of the corridor”, no doors dared 
to open. He himself said, “I want to take the class that is the most problematic.” He also 
educated us and we are thankful to him because we also socialized a lot with him. Now-
adays we meet occasionally, he is of an old age but he still teaches at the same school. 
He teaches history. When we meet, I still get the feeling as if I am still in elementary 
school. We were close to each other like a family. No one dared to tease the girls from 
our classroom. No one dared to do something wrong to the girls from our classroom.
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I enrolled in high school for an electrician. At that time, we started getting that feeling 
that we can’t live with the Serbs anymore. During high school, we have some grave 
memories because things started changing, things became clearer. It was during the 
years ‘89 -’90. We were attending lessons in guest rooms of private houses. Schooling 
in these houses was a bit humorous, we would say, “Today we are going at the house of 
so and so”, because we had to make sure that the Serbian police didn’t find out so we 
were pretending that we were going just as guests. We would hold the lesson, the pro-
fessors would explain the subject, and we connected with the people who came from 
other villages, without ever knowing them before, we connected with others because it 
seemed to us as if they came to support us. I went to high school for a year and a half.

We had a good time during the first year. I had a good company. From all the friends I 
have had, 20 of them were soldiers and 14 have fallen as martyrs. These were all close 
friends of mine; they were like brothers to me. They were also my neighbors. Six of us 
are still alive. 

When we started the second year at the school, the letter came to my brother, who 
was three years older than me, to go to Nis and be recruited for the army. At that time, 
they were killing the soldiers. However, during the second year we had a fight with some 
Serbs…. They even blacklisted me. Police were looking for us. They looked for me at 
my father’s house. But I made a hole in the ground under the carpet, and I would hide 
whenever they would come and search for me. 

A guy from Peja came and he told my father, “I will take you to the hill up there.” My 
father told him, “Just get me the papers and I will immediately go.” He said, “You don’t 
need papers to go to the village” and my father said, “No, I was thinking of Albania.” I 
was in that hole and I could listen to everything that they were saying. I was afraid that 
they might beat my father if they would’ve seen me under the carpet. He said, “I am not 
talking about Albania.” Dad told him, “Ah, that is another issue, I thought you were telling 
me about Albania, just get me the passport and I will go immediately”. It was a feeling 
that touched my heart, because I thought that he would beat my father and I would have 
to stand up. I was young and hiding, I was endangered. After that happened, we decided 
it’s best for me to leave Kosovo.

One of my father’s friends was working in Germany, and my father told me “We have 
to get you out from Kosovo”. I left together with five friends. That night I was very sad 
because of my family, but I was young and I said to myself, people are working and I will 
work too, I will work and then I will come back. It was hard, because I longed for Kosovo. I 
did not dare come back so we just talked on the phone. My family members were telling 
me, “Stay there, you are fine.” They noticed that the situation is getting worse and they 
didn’t allow me to come back.

For several years I didn’t come back to Kosovo. I went to Germany when I was 17 years 
old. But then they started looking for me even there. For almost two years I stayed in 
Germany, in a town called Koln.

I went to Albania where I stayed for three and a half years. In ‘92 I went to Germany. In 
the years ‘94-’95 I was in Kruja, then in Durrës and in 1996 I was in Tirana. I stayed 
there for 3 years. Then we went to Kukës. We went from Kukes to Durres, and then Ka-
vaja. We stayed in Kavaja for almost two years. After Kavaja, we came back to Durres. 
We worked there in Durrës for some time and afterwards we went to Tirana. While we 
were in Tirana, we made contact with the people from the League. The goal was to get 
in contact with them, with the League.

In Albania I worked in construction, as a workman. I would help them with styrofoam. I 
had to help my family as well because the situation worsened in Kosovo and my father 
couldn’t work anymore. My father needed to get some documents, because Yugoslavia 
ceased to exist. Even though I had bad living conditions I had to help him.

The war was raging. I forget the date when Adem Jashari was killed, but two months 
later I was in Kosovo. I joined the KLA and I was appointed in the area of Pashtrik 123, 
it was an intervention unit. In May, I got wounded.

I was with those five friends with whom I came from Germany. From them, two were 
killed and one is still alive. I was wounded in front of them. As they were dragging me 
away, they both got killed.

We had our training in Tropoja. It took about 3-4 months until our turn came. We had 
those trainings. When I entered Kosovo, at the place called Rrasë t’Zogut, I had the feel-
ing as if I am hearing my mother’s voice calling me, and I stopped, lit a cigarette together 
with a friend, who fell a martyr and I said, “I think I heard my mother’s voice calling me.” 
It was the end of ‘98. There were stones on the road but we did not feel them, we just 
kept on walking. We were young, we were 23 years old. Today, when I see the young 23 
years old men, they are all walking crooked, I don’t know what they will do when they 
turn 40 years old. We were like wolves. I thought that I could destroy a tank with my 
Kalashnikov. But it was not like that. We realized it after we entered. Yes, I remember 
that event in Rrasë të Zogut. My mother was anxious at that time because 4-5 years 
have passed without seeing me. From happiness that I am getting near her I thought I 
can hear her voice.

Six months after I entered Kosovo, my older brother came to see me. He found out that 
I entered Kosovo because I stopped calling them and some mutual friends told him that 
I am in Kosovo. He came to Kleҫkë, because I was there for three weeks. They would 
send us from one area to another, because we were an intervention unit. And then a 
friend told me, “Your brother is here.” I didn’t see him for 4-5 years and I had changed 
a lot, and also, we didn’t clean ourselves because it was war time, we were all dirty. I 
walked in front for 50 meters and then I saw him but I couldn’t recognize him. When 
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we approached, my brother said, “I am here to see one soldier.” I recognized his voice 
because we were talking on the phone, and my tears started running down my face and 
I said, “I am the one you came for.” 

I took off my hat and I hugged him. We stayed there for a couple of hours. Now the 
problem was how to separate from him? But eventually we had no options but to sep-
arate because he was not a soldier. He told our mother and then my mother came two 
months later. At that time, I was at the Nerodima area, and I informed my family where 
I was through some friends. We knew the people that were supplying the city. The older 
sister, who is now in Switzerland, came as well. They were not escorted by men, nothing, 
they came just to visit me.

When my mother came, she got worried a lot. Like mothers do for their child. I would tell 
her, “Why are you upset? You have to be proud of your son. You have a son for Kosovo 
and you have three more at home “. She told me, “I have three more but none can re-
place you.” That gave me a lot of willpower. I was thinking, I have my people somewhere, 
I have a place to worry about. We spent 3-4 hours with them. But when my older sister 
left, she started crying and it upset me. The other sisters were young at the time. She is 
a year older than me. I asked my sister, “What’s wrong?” “No, it’s nothing.” I said, “You 
know, I will come back.” and she said “I don’t know”. I said, “How can you say that you 
don’t know?” She said, “But, will you come back?” I said, “Yes, I will.” and she said, “I 
didn’t hear well.” Even today, when she comes from Switzerland, I ask her “Do you want 
to come? Will you come or not? Don’t talk to me like you did during the war when you 
made me go crazy.” Even today we say that.

Then the first offensive started. Soon after the second started and after six months, 
everything stopped. Ceasefire, it was winter. A friend told me, “You can go home.” It was 
a ceasefire, there was no fighting. I said, “I am going because even I miss the village’s 
greenhouses, let alone my parents.” We went at night and we entered our house. He 
went to his house and I went to mine. I stayed there for three hours, not more, because 
I got surrounded by some of my neighbors, who were collaborating with the Serbs.

Those neighbors noticed me. A child saw me, and his elders went and reported me 
because the child could not. My father had strong observation skills. He has seen them 
from afar, and he told me, “You have to get out of the house.” I jumped over the walls and 
went to the neighbor’s house because I knew that he was faithful. I told the neighbor’s 
mother to go to my friend’s house and to warn him and tell him, “Watch out!” My friend 
was married and his wife still tells this story when that woman came to warn them. 

I am one hundred percent sure that he was in the bathroom because he was late. 
He came out wearing only his underwear. Together with my neighbor’s mother through 
darkness he came to my house. We found him some clothes. There were people in the 
city that supported us and this gave us even more willpower for our cause. Because at 
that time there were rumors that we belong to the SSA (Serbian State Security). But we 
noticed that the people started supporting us.

It was not easy for the mother of that neighbor, who risked her life by going through 
police cars to warn my friend. Their intention was finding me, because when that spy 
went there, he told them about Besim, and nothing about my friend, who was living a 
little further away. I survived so in order to save my friend I put that old woman’s life in 
danger. Today I love her as if she was my mother. She is still alive; she is 83 years old. 
She is still strong, wise, brave, even now. We left the house at five o’clock. After that we 
did not dare return to our families and put their lives in danger until the war ended. We 
were not afraid but we didn’t want to endanger our families.  

That day they surrounded the house and since they couldn’t find me, they took my father 
and brother instead. They entered inside the house and they searched around. Mother 
told me that afterwards those neighbors came, and they were telling her, “Yes, we heard 
that they took your old man and your son. Maybe they will not do anything to the old man 
because he is disabled, but they will beat your son a lot”. I got upset because my mother 
was angry at me and told me, “You shouldn’t come here at all, we will come to you. Look 
how you endangered them now.”

After saying these words to me, she didn’t let me come anymore. They kept my father 
and brother for three days and three nights, asking them the names of the KLA soldiers. 
They didn’t admit anything. At the end, they themselves told my father the names they 
got from the spies. They even knew the names of people with whom I was at war, all of 
them from Suhareka. They told him, “Your son is in such and such place, on this date 
he was at this place.” They told my father all the dates and information. My father told 
them, “I don’t know. I know that he is in Germany for work. He used to send me money 
but he is not sending me anymore.” After they let him go, for ten days my father was lay-
ing down on bed and they covered him with sheep skins. My brother had only his hands 
swollen up, even though they beat him all across his body. They also broke his nose 
bone because they kicked him in the face. I was worried and I felt guilty. I would say to 
myself, I caused all this trouble. Of course, I didn’t do it on purpose. I missed them and 
I wanted to see them.

Then I went to the KLA again. Second offensive started. We wanted to fight, it was an 
interesting feeling, and if today they would ask me, “Are you willing to come to the front 
and fight again?” I would go. My opinion is that it’s good to fight for your country. I never 
regret what I did.

The order came to go to zone 121, to help them because they were surrounded. We 
went and we fought there for three days. After three days we went back to 123, where 
our main headquarters was. In April of ‘99, on the 21st we started the fight to take that 
place we were aiming for. On the 29th we took that place. It was a place from where you 
could observe completely area 121, the area of Nerodima and our area as well. We went 
during the night and we surrounded it. We finally made it.
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I lost many of my friends in that battle. We also had several wounded people but we did 
not surrender. On the 3rd of May, at 8 o’clock, we got into our positions and I went and 
got some bullets from Sharrci. It was eight-fifteen when I reached Sharrci, which means 
that at eight-thirty the mortar shell fell near me and threw me 6 meters up in the air. It 
threw me out of the road. I heard my closest friend shout at my other friend, “Besim is 
hurt, let’s go and get him”. I could hear him but I could not move because I was all torn 
apart. My leg was torn and also, I had a wound near my ribs. I had nine wounds, in short, 
blood was everywhere and I started feeling dizzy because of the smoke. They both 
came and grabbed me. As soon as they threw me down the plain on the hill, a bullet 
caught my closest friend, my soul friend, directly in his forehead. He immediately died. It 
was terrifying. My other friend closed his eyes. He then immediately grabbed me to put 
me on his back and just screamed “Ufaaa”. I heard no other noise. He got shot as well 
and a bullet went through him. Both of them died there.

Our friends were following us behind and then they saw that the two of them were not 
moving, I was trying hard to move but I couldn’t, let alone help them. The other friends 
then came and they dragged me away. I was insisting not to leave my friends there. I 
asked some soldiers to take them away, the two of them. Even the commander told me, 
“We are in much need for the living and not so much for the dead.” I said, “Alive or dead, 
today it’s all the same, we can all die today but I am not leaving without them. Don’t 
touch me.” I had a weapon in my hand and then I even threatened them, I said, “Don’t 
dare touch me. Go bring them back.” and then some of the soldiers dragged them back.

I was then taken in a village near Suhareka. At the former General Headquarters of the 
Nerodime area. The medical aid on that side was much better, and they could not take 
on the other side since our brigade was destroyed. I was in so much pain there. I met 
some guys which I didn’t see for maybe six years. They reminded me of my childhood 
and youth. They hugged me and hugged me, and one of them felt so sorry for me and 
he would say, “How come this happened to you, I haven’t seen you for so long and now 
I am seeing you in this condition”. Then a doctor came and asked me, “Hey, what hap-
pened?” I jokingly said, “I was bringing them some water, but they were hungry and not 
thirsty.” He said, “Don’t joke, you are seriously injured.” 

He was a very good doctor. I had a big wound, and he took the scissors, cut the skin 
around and he stretched it to cover the wounds because I was wounded in many places. 
Three doctors, good surgeons, they operated on me in order to stop the bleeding. At 3 
o’clock in the morning they took me after my operation and sent me away. There were 
some wounded people there, some soldiers from the Pashtrik area and they could not 
go to Raca, where the wounded people from the Nerodima area were located.

You had to go walk for 20 meters, crouching and then there was something like a room 
in there. They adapted it and we spent a day and a night together with the doctors. On 
the 4th of May, a soldier came and told them, “You have been surrounded by the Serbs 
and whoever can escape should do it immediately.” They left us wounded there for 
three days and three nights without food, without water, without medicine, without any 
help. But our strength was the strong morale that was keeping us and after three days 
ten soldiers came from the Nerodima area and they pulled us out. It was a forest area, 
a bad place but they dragged us all the way and they took us to the village of Krojmirë. 
The situation calmed down a bit, the OSCE entered and everything calmed down a bit. 
It was sometime on the 18th-19th of May. Then they accommodated us, some were put 
in one tent and others in two old houses. We stayed there for about ten days. This hap-
pened after the second offensive. I was treated there by some doctors and two nurses. 
Both technicians and doctors were very good. Doctors did their job wholeheartedly. A 
grenade tore me under the arm and he stitched me. I still have the scars. He fixed me 
because I was bleeding a lot. 

While we were in village Krojmirë, a large group of people came from Klina fleeing from 
danger. As soldiers, we didn’t know where that region was, as we know it today. I was 
never there before. They said that a large number of civilians are coming from Klina and 
they are going towards Macedonia. We welcomed them as family, with great respect. 
They arrived late, because they had obstacles along the way. When we got up in the 
morning they were already there. In that group was also a person who later became my 
brother-in-law.

The doctor there told me, “These people that came from Klina are in very bad condi-
tion.” He said, “Two of them are in really bad shape.” I went to look at them. I was holding 
my crutches because I couldn’t walk well. I saw a young man there; he was fat and a 
bullet went through his mouth. On the other side was Gezim, the brother of the woman 
I later married, and he was laying down because he could not move. Doctors said that 
the first patient needs just to get his wound cleaned.

At that moment this girl arrived, she was staying together with the wounded persons, 
and she said, “Doctor, this is my brother, my cousins are going to Macedonia. What can I 
do with my brother?” They all came there with their cousins and all other civilians. I was 
stunned, I didn’t know her, and I did not know who she was. The doctor asked her, “What 
do you think you should do?” She said, “I should take my brother to Macedonia.” I asked 
her, “And, where are your cousins?” This was our first conversation. She said, “They 
already left.” And I knew that once they left, they would not return anymore. I asked 
her, “How are you going to carry this man and catch up with them?” She said, “I have 
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another brother in Germany, and I want to send my brother to Macedonia and leave him 
in a safe place, because my parents are old and they don’t want to move.” She said, “I 
am not interested anymore in my life, only my brother’s life.” Her wounded brother was 
hardly alive. I started talking to him a bit, trying to calm him down. I asked him, “Did you 
drink water, have you eaten any food?” He said, “Yes.” But I could see that his lips were 
completely dry, he was tired, exhausted.

I could see that she is worried, worried for her brother. I went and I asked the cook, I 
knew him very well and I loved him as a friend, “Is it possible to provide us with some 
bread and food for a person, whatever you have”. He told me, “I have some goulash 
sauce and nothing else. I have also some salt.” I asked him, “Can you put it on a plate?” 
I took the plate and I gave it to him. I asked him how many brothers he has. He started 
eating the bread, he told me that he lived a little further in that village Krojmirë. I insisted 
on helping her brother, for the sake of God. She was getting worried more and more.

One day my mother came to see me. The village of Krojmirë is next to Shtime. She also 
brought me cigarettes, some sugar and tea. While sitting in the shade at the ambulance 
yard, this girl came by. I introduced her to my mother, I said “This is my mother, this is the 
little sister of a wounded soldier”. She had tea with us and then she went to her parents, 
the house where they were staying. My mother was feeling a little dizzy, and she asked 
me, “Where is this girl from, did anyone from her family get killed?” I said, “She is from 
Klina and her brother is wounded”. She asked me, “Is he in a very bad shape? Because 
she seemed to be worried too much.” I will never forget that. I said, “He is in bad shape 
but he is getting better.” Doctors were treating him. But now the situation calmed down, 
they also had medicine. 

On the ninth day, I asked her “Are you spending good time with that family?” She was 
angry, she wanted to talk on the phone or something and then she asked me, “Will you 
promise me that when the war ends you will take my brother and my parents to our 
home?” I said, “I will take them home but I don’t know where your home is. But, as soon 
as the war ends, if not me, then my brothers will take him home.” and I said, “But, the 
war will end.” It was almost the end of war; NATO has started bombing. It was June 6th 
or 7th 1999.

We started talking. I asked her, “Do you have other brothers?” I started thinking, why 
was she alone with her old parents and her wounded brother. I didn’t know what was 
bothering her. I told her, “I will take your brother and parents, but first you have to tell me 
what will you do afterwards, will you go someplace, or are you getting married or what? 
Because when I take them home, I have to tell them where their daughter is.” She said, 
“There no marriage for me anymore”. She was a good and polite girl. I asked her, “You 
are a young girl, everybody experienced war, not only you”. She said, “Yes, but war hurt 
me much more.” I asked, “Are you injured?” She said, “No, I am not injured, but much 
worse than being injured.” I asked her, “But what happened?” I was asking her but it 
never crossed my mind.

She started crying. I told her, “Talk to me, as you would with your own brother.” And then 
she said, “I want to kill myself, because I was raped.” I felt so much sadness. I was ter-
rified. I wouldn’t have gotten so upset even if it happened to my own sister. She told me 
earlier how much she suffered in life. After she told me this, I couldn’t ask her anything 
anymore. I was completely stunned. Then after some time I told her, “It’s not a solution 
to take your own life, but you have to look at what you can do. Thank God your brother 
survived. You are not the only one. We heard cases that it happened to men as well, let 
alone women”.

She stood up and wanted to go to that family where she was staying. I told her, “Tomor-
row I want to see you here sooner.” Her words upset me, but at that time she didn’t know 
that I got so much upset. I spoke to a doctor there. I told him about everything. He said, 
“We have to help her.” I said, “Look after her brother, you need to heal her brother.” He 
said, “We are doing our best.”

She went on the road and then halfway she returned. I don’t know why she returned. I 
never asked her. But I thing that she had a bad intention, a very bad intention, because 
she thought that I was inside and she came to see her brother for the last time. I noticed 
this.

I asked her, “Did you forget anything?” At that moment I was talking with the doctor 
about her. She said, “No, I didn’t forget anything, I just wanted to see my brother once 
again.” We started talking again about that experience. It was agonizing because she 
told me everything. I asked her, “How did it happen?” She said, “We were many people 
sheltered in a house. Serbs took some men from there and they put them in the yard - 
and all of them were shot and killed in the yard. One of them escaped and he is still alive 
today. Then, all those who took refuge in that house went out and they all escaped. The 
Serbs left the corpses in the yard for three days. They were stationed there by the road. 
One day they came and they took the calf. I went out and took my brother inside. But 
when they saw that the refugees went out, they returned to see if there were any others. 
First two of them came, one was darker and the other white, but he did not speak either 
Serbian or Albanian. The darker skinned man once spoke in Serbian, insulted my moth-
er. But my brother could not move, because he was wounded and then that man took 
me and threw me in the other room. That’s when I was raped.

After she told me this, the doctor came to administer me the injection, I told him “I don’t 
want it”. He asked me, “What’s wrong?” I said, “I don’t want to be injected”. Her story 
made me numb so much that I did not feel the pain of my wounds. The doctor asked me, 
“Where does it hurt?” I said, “No, no. It’s not hurting me anywhere.”

I did not sleep at all that night. There was a commander there and he noticed me rolling 
in my bed all night long. In the morning he asked me, “Besim, aren’t you feeling well? 
You smoked cigarettes all night long. You never smoked inside the room.” I didn’t tell him 
anything. It was the 9th, and for two and a half days I didn’t sleep at all, I didn’t eat any-
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thing, I didn’t drink anything. I was just thinking about this girl. I was struggling to make 
a decision, but I did not know what to say to her. I was thinking maybe after the war to 
take her and her brother to live in my house, as a sister, as part of my family. But I don’t 
think that she would accept it. I used to think, how could they have done such an atroc-
ity? After two and a half days I got exhausted. She came and she brought her brother 
some milk. My throat was dry. I will never forget that day. She said, “Where were you? I 
haven’t seen you around, I thought that you left!” I said, “No, didn’t leave, I was inside 
here.” I didn’t get out at all after she told me. And then she gave me some milk. She was 
worried, she was crying and I told her, “I’m going to make a decision in relation with you.”

On the second night I made a decision, I decided to propose marriage to her. I told her 
about my decision. She said, “There is no chance, I’m not good for anyone anymore. I 
was violated on both sides and I am not worth it.” I thought about some things and then 
I asked her, “Will you tell me something honestly? Imagine you’re talking to a woman 
and not to a man” She said, “Yes?” I asked her, “When did you have your menstrua-
tion?” She said, “I had them twice.” I told her, “Listen to what I am telling you, it would 
be a great mistake if you try to do anything to yourself.” She said, “Why?” I said, “You 
should be happy that you are not pregnant.” She would always tell me that she was 
afraid that she might have gotten pregnant. I said, “Life must go on, you must confront 
these things.” After about three hours of talking I said, “If you believe that there is a God 
somewhere, I swear by God, that only you, I and God will ever know about this issue 
from now on. After today, this issue is over.” I said, “For me this is a closed matter and 
so it should be for you as well. You have to get it out of your head. You have to make a 
decision now, I proposed marriage to you and you have to make a decision”. But she 
didn’t accept the proposal.

She arrived the next day in the morning, “We can’t keep this a secret. I can’t ruin your 
life. I can’t live with this burden.” I was trying to convince her, “But this didn’t happen only 
to you, you are not the only one”. But thanks God, thank goodness for her brother, God 
gave him strength and at that moment he just stood up and said, “Besim, will you give 
me the crutches?” I gave them to him, and I called a couple of friends to help him out, 
she grabbed his hand and he took two steps using my crutches. After that happened, 
she became more positive, I could see it in her face because I did not look at anything 
else. I did not look at anyone else, I was trying to convince her not to kill herself, that’s it. 

After an hour or two, I asked her, “What do you think about my proposal?” She said, “All 
the men say the same and then after a year you will mention that thing to me. That day 
that you mention that issue to me I will kill myself.” I said, “I swear by God that I will never 
mention it. My mouth will never speak of it. For me, this is a closed matter.” I swore not 
to mention it to her ever again. I would rather shoot myself in the head than say to her, 
“You were raped”.

My mother and my third brother came while I was talking to her. I have taken the thera-
py, the doctor called me, she went and talked to my mother, they talked like women do 
but not about that issue. She asked my mother some questions since they were getting 
to know each other. Mother asked her, “Where are you from?” I have a loving and kind 
mother, and she told my mother how she suffered. They started having a conversation. 
After I received my therapy, I came out, she left and my mother told me, “Look, son, you 
have to do everything you can to help her because she’s a good girl.” She was talking 
about her brother, “They both suffered a lot”. I said, “Mother, I am watching this boy, but 
I am watching more closely that girl because I like her.”

I have already made up my mind, I was just waiting to see her reaction. She said, “Don’t 
be like that. Don’t embarrass me, take care of your dignity, because it’s war time. No-
body knows anyone” I said, “Mother, I have made a decision, if she agrees I will take 
her.” My mother didn’t oppose me. I am grateful for that. My brother was older than me 
and it was not my turn to get married. The next day my oldest brother came, and she still 
didn’t make this decision, and I have told him what I have decided. I said, “I have made 
a decision, I will either marry that girl or I will kill myself.” He said, “You want to take her, 
but will she accept you?” We were very close to our big brother. We loved each other a 
lot and we still do. My brother knew that I had a relationship, a friend from my village. 
But I heard that she got married 3-4 years ago. Actually, we did not have a relationship 
at all, just like friends, but my aunt proposed her to me.

Next day she came and I went in front of her. I proposed to her again, I said, “You will 
either marry me, or I will kill myself. I will not leave you in the streets.” She didn’t know 
that for three days and nights I didn’t eat, drink, or sleep. I was just thinking of her. I 
didn’t tell her about this.

I was thinking to myself, Klina is very far, where will they go? I also thought of taking care 
of her brother and parents, and not only her. Those were my thoughts. We talked and 
talked until 11 o’clock at night. At that moment the doctor came out, he was listening 
to the news, and he said, “Besim, Milosevic accepted NATO to enter Kosovo with their 
infantry”.

I have never touched her hand before that day but when I heard the news, I was so hap-
py that I grabbed her and I hugged her. I was happy because NATO entered Kosovo. She 
was stunned. Next day, on June 12th, we went to our village, where we gave each other 
the promise not to do unjust things to each other, to look after each other and to never 
mention that issue ever again. Our uncles and brothers were in the village. We went 
there during the night. We got married that night when NATO entered Kosovo. It was a 
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formal marriage, that we accept each other. I was not in a very good health condition, 
but that night made her change because life connected us.

When we came to the house, we were with my family, I was always worried because she 
was talking very little and when she would sleep, she would talk in her sleep. She would 
startle. When I went out, to the doctor or somewhere else, I was always worried about 
her falling asleep. Every time I went out, I would tell her, “Don’t sleep during the day be-
cause then you can’t sleep well at night.” She said to me, “Why are you telling me this?” 
But I knew what was happening to her at night.

God has blessed us with a child in 2000. I was very happy, but mostly because I thought 
that my wife would get a hold of herself. I was always thinking about her. During the 
night when she would sleep, she would mention some names and she would scream, 
“Go away, don’t touch me”, she would startle, scream from top of her lungs. Once, I fell 
asleep because I was exhausted, I took some therapy before because I operated my 
hip. They removed two pieces of the grenade from my hip and I was very tired. My wife 
screamed at night, and my mother heard her in the other room. Also, my father heard 
and he said, “Go and find out what that crazy man is doing, is he beating his wife or what 
is happening?” I was asleep because I was tired from the operation. My mother came 
and watched us. My wife was screaming and I was asleep. My mother woke me up and 
switched the light on. My wife woke up as well. My mother asked her “What’s wrong?” 
but she didn’t know what to say. My mother told me, “I thought that you died when I 
heard her screaming”. But she was screaming because she had nightmares. 

My wife was sleepwalking. It was very difficult for her. One night she opened the bath-
room door. She went out, but when she came out, I heard a bang in the kitchen, I don’t 
know how God sent me there. I stood up and I saw her going back to the bathroom, 
she slammed the bathroom door but before she closed the door and I saw her holding 
Vim (bleach) in her hand. I asked her, “Why do you need the bleach at two o’clock af-
ter midnight?” She said, “I need it for something.” I shouted, “Open the door!” Then I 
broke down the door. I asked her, “What are you doing?” and she said, “I want to drink 
it because there’s no more life for me.” That night was agonizing. My sister-in-law came 
out and I couldn’t tell anyone what was happening because I swore not to tell, not even 
to my mother. She doesn’t know, nor will she ever know. We will both die and she will 
never find out because I have sworn that day. My brother and my sister-in-law came out 
because I broke down the door. I immediately told them, “She is upset because of our ill 
daughter.” We woke up. I caressed her, not as a woman but as if she was my daughter. 
Then for some time, I guarded her all night so she would not commit suicide.

In 2001, God blessed us with a son. After we got our son, she calmed down a bit. She 
regained her strength. In 2005 or 2006 she had a miscarriage. Her situation worsened 
again. But now we had the boy, I do not know why she felt like that.

We had our son and we went to live on our own, because my biggest concern was that 
they will find out about that issue. I didn’t want anyone to find out, because she was do-
ing those gestures at night but not during the day. We went to live in a basement. Then 
she had a miscarriage, we did not have enough money and life started getting harder. 
One night, I noticed that she was moving in the kitchen and I thought that something 
was wrong. It can happen anytime. I found her opening the lid of the bleach. I asked her, 
“What are you doing?” and she said, “I am tired of this life” Three times in my life she 
almost caught me by surprise. I was about to go crazy. She wanted to kill herself again.

I have always looked after her, supported her, and I will continue supporting her, be-
cause I have sworn to God. I didn’t swear only in front of her but also in front of Allah. I 
believe in Allah, and his blessings. I have promised God and I promised her. I made a 
promise to Allah that I will not wrong her and that I will support her more than myself. 
I told her this straight to the face, I love her with my soul. I am indebted to God, to the 
blessed Allah. And I thank God, because He brought her into my hands, so she could 
live.

Three years ago, she applied here, when she started getting treated. At the beginning 
when she came for treatment, she mentioned some names. She mentioned some 
names and now she has new friends. I see that she is getting better, because in the 
past sometimes she would scream, she would get very nervous. I always had to treat 
her with care in a nice manner. It would take an hour until she would get better.

I would take her to the doctor and then for a week or ten days she would be fine. And 
then suddenly it would hit her. Sometimes, there were moments when she would react 
like that in front of people, even in front of guests. I took her out and calmed her down. 
That’s how we got away, we kept it a secret and avoided that issue. 

After that episode I started being more careful. I am thankful for my sister. She doesn’t 
know anything about her case, but I told her, “My wife has trauma since the war when 
they wounded her brother” so I told her all other things. Even now, my sister helps her 
and I help her financially, not because she helps my wife but because I want to help her. 
She is always there for her. When my sister is at home, I feel more relaxed when I go out. 
They have good conversations with each other, because she supports her, but my sister 
knows only that my wife suffers from war trauma.

She saw a case on TV and when I went home, she told me about it, “They did this and 
this to a 13–14-year-old girl during the war.” I asked her, “Yes, but did she survive?” I 
know it’s a crime what they did but I wanted to change the subject. She said, “Besim 
she is alive, but she was only 14 years old!” I said, “Thank goodness that she survived.” 
I tried again to change the subject. And then she started arguing with me. “How can you 
say thank goodness that she survived?” I said, “Thank goodness that she survived be-
cause she could have died” She said to me, “How are you saying that? How can you?” I 
reacted and I objected. That reaction did her well, but I have promised never to react like 
that again. I have been married for 22 years and I have never been rude to her. I said, 
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“I want three things from you to respect, I hate thieves, betrayal and lies. If you made 
me hit you for the first time, we can work it out, if you made me hit you the second time, 
we can still work it out but if it happens for the third time then it’s finished”. There is no 
need for domestic violence. I went out and started talking to myself, “Why did I do that 
to her? What have I done?” and I started crying.

After half an hour she came out, it was three o’clock after midnight. She made me cof-
fee and said “I’m sorry”. Since 2011 she had traumas up until the time when she came 
to you. But since she came here, especially after the seaside she always mentions a 
friend of hers and other names of women survivors. They share these terrifying experi-
ences among themselves, and now they know that there are also other women and they 
can make it through this pain. I don’t ask her about the meetings, I don’t want to, I can’t. 
I don’t ask her about her friends, I just ask her if it was okay. I don’t ask about any of 
those things. But when I see her talking on the phone, I see that she is feeling a sense 
of relief. Especially when she meets her friends. Life is much more normal now. It’s not 
like how I suffered in the past. It is much easier for me to go out with a friend, or go to 
work. Because I know that she calmed down a bit. I have supported her and I will always 
support her. As long as I have a soul, I will never turn my back on her. I love her, but also, 
she is the mother of my children. Sometimes I call her “my oldest daughter”. Yes, I am 
a tolerant man, and I swore by Allah, not to turn my back on her. We lead a normal life.

We have a good relationship and I believe that we will continue like this until we die. I 
swore by God, I can’t escape my promise, whatever happens. But the words I have ut-
tered in front of Allah, nobody else heard. God heard me. I stayed for three nights sleep-
less until I made the decision not to leave her in the street. Because I thought about it 
and it could have happened to my sister as well.

I saw that she doesn’t have anyone to support her. Nobody supported her. I got con-
vinced, God sent them to me, and convinced me to make a decision and save her from 
that situation. I’m not saying that it was easy for me.  I wanted to regret that decision 
because I have suffered too much. But my own belief did not allow me to regret. When 
she would lose it, when her condition worsened, I sometimes said to myself, “What have 
you done to yourself?” But it wouldn’t last even five minutes and I would say to myself, 
“Besim, what are you saying?!” I wanted to regret my decision, but God has enlightened 
me. And now, it’s been a couple of years, I think things are much better now. Also, our 
children grew up. We have three sons and a daughter.

We don’t have much wealth, but we are happy with what we have. When she gets ner-
vous, I take her out and we go for a walk. She is allowed to do everything. She can go 
alone wherever she wants to as long as she tells me, not that I’m jealous, but I’m afraid 
that something might happen to her. I know what she has experienced, how she suf-
fered, what behavior she had after the war, until the time she became stable. But I took 
care of her and I was very careful with her because I didn’t want anything to happen to 
her which would turn her back in that state.

She called me on the phone and said, “My sister came, can we go somewhere?” Maybe 
it was not the right time but I never opposed and I would always tell her, “Go, enjoy!” 
Maybe I remained alone and I had to prepare food for myself but I told her to go. Be-
cause I didn’t want her to be nervous. I always thought of the worst cases. She went 
through a crisis but life is like that. On one hand, she would make me depressed as well, 
because I didn’t know what to do with her.

Once while we were talking, I told her, “Let’s go see a doctor, a psychologist”, because 
I fell into such a state that I didn’t care anymore even if the whole world knew about it, 
I just wanted her to get well. I didn’t care anymore if anyone is going to find out or not, 
that’s how I felt. She said, “I am not crazy.” I said, “You are not crazy but doctors went 
to school for issues like this. If you have a stomach ache you have a doctor for it, the 
same goes for the head and all other parts.” She asked me, “Do you remember what 
you promised me?” I said, “Yes I know, but it’s good for me and for you.” She said, “Do 
you remember?” And I told her, “Ok, fine, I will not say a word anymore” because she left 
me speechless and I went outside.

I smoked 3-4 cigarettes. There was nothing to think about, I couldn’t start the conversa-
tion for the second time. I can’t take her to the doctor by force; I can’t say that my wife 
went crazy. So, I never tried again. If she would have accepted it herself, I would have 
taken her here and abroad, I would have sold the land and the house, only so she would 
get well because both me and my wife were suffering. I was traumatized, because I 
wanted to help her but I couldn’t.

I have to thank God, because since she came to this organization and met her friends, 
after the seaside she is much better. She socializes more and has fewer nightmares. 
She doesn’t have those nightmares anymore.

She once told me, “A couple of friends want to come. I like talking to them, can I tell 
them to come? and I said, “Did I ever stop you from doing anything?” I asked my sister, 
“If you can, go a little earlier, because her friends are coming over and you can help 
her.” I told my sister, “Listen to what they are talking!” I wanted my sister to pay attention 
to my wife’s reactions, see what conversation is calming her, and also check if those 
friends are crazy. My sister went there. When I called my sister on the phone, she told 
me, “If you could hear how your wife is laughing, I want to send it with Viber so you would 
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hear and it would warm your heart.” I said, “I am glad that she is laughing, I just don’t 
want her to cry. We are trying to make her laugh” My sister said, “They are laughing and 
enjoying time together, as if they grew up with each other.” Of course, they spoke about 
something completely else. I thought to myself, well, it’s a good that they are laughing.

After my sister left, my wife called me and asked, “Can I go out for coffee with my 
friends?” I said, “You can go wherever you want.” I said, “Don’t go to some cheap place, 
and go to the best one.” They went out and they had fun. One of her friends had her own 
car, and they went there by car.

Later at home I told her, “Did you see her? She drives her car. She is living life without 
the help of anyone.” We are trying to help you and you still won’t get a hold of yourself. 
You have to help yourself. Tell yourself, “Nothing has happened. Whatever happened, 
it’s finished now, you have your life in front of you”.

I see that things are better now. She is much better. Of course, she has additional sup-
port, not only from me but also from her friends. I would like to thank the organization 
and her friends. I have to accept what happened to her, not only me but every family 
member out there must accept it because I am not the only one. That thing didn’t hap-
pen only to her. This group of friends should have been created before; it could have 
been created in every municipality. Coming together and socializing because it’s differ-
ent when you can talk to someone and it’s different when you keep it inside and you’re 
unable to express yourself. But still, better late than never. She has to accept what has 
happened to her, and also, we as a family.

First of all, I would like to thank God for blessing us with our children, they give us 
strength and we have a perfect family. No matter what happens, she has my support, 
not because she is my wife but because I have devoted myself to her, I don’t want to and 
I will never leave her. At that time, I didn’t think that the state would support them but 
the initiatives they took have a good influence on her psychological state.

It’s difficult; it’s not easy to deal with what has happened to them. But it was also not 
easy for me to take these decisions either. In the beginning it was not that hard, but later 
it was very hard because she suffered a great trauma. I swear to God, sometimes she 
would make things so hard that my brain would boil. I couldn’t help her; I couldn’t even 
take her to the doctor. I didn’t know what to do. But I decided to support her and I will 
support her as much as I can. Sometimes the easiest thing to do is to tell everything 
about the case and take off that burden from you. Just talk about it!

I wanted to take her to a psychologist. I thought that they would give her medicine and 
calm her down, treat her. Money was not in question. Whenever you speak and express 
yourself, you get to speak about what is bothering you. In 2017, I think that they even 
started talking about it on TV. A couple of times she switched off the TV. She heard what 
they were talking and she just switched the TV off, and I did not dare to react because 
the children had grown up. But I was interested to know what they’re saying because I 
needed a psychologist. Money was not an issue. Then we started talking, I was talking 
about it and I thought maybe I will convince her. And then we took a decision because 
of what doctor Feride was talking about on television.

My wife told me, “Turn it off!” I said, “No, I will not turn it off because she is right. She is 
supporting you and she is supporting us.” First, she got nervous, but then Feride start-
ed telling how many people there are, that she made an appeal for everyone, not only 
women, but also men who are suffering, that they have accepted but could not find a 
solution.

I thanked doctor Feride for saying that those who stay silent don’t do anything, and 
those who speak out get rid of the evil. The one who is silent is hiding a crime. Then I 
started using her words. Those who committed the crimes can be punished but not by 
being silent.

We came to Prishtina. She wanted to go back. At the traffic lights she screamed, “Turn 
back!” I had nowhere to turn. I told her, “I will turn here, here”, when I saw that she 
opened the door, I entered a side road. I went to the other side, just to calm her down. I 
turned back and stopped the car, and I asked her “What did you do?” She said, “I don’t 
want to go there!”

Three weeks later I convinced her again. There was a television show again. And she 
finally convinced herself to come to you. I brought her to you. I would like to thank you as 
an organization because you have calmed her down as much as you could. You calmed 
her down. You know their pains, the worries that are in their souls. Not only my wife’s, 
but all the ones that have experienced this are wounded in the soul. I have been shot 
with a mortar shell and I have nine wounds on my body, but their wounds are far worse 
than mine. As for me, that day when I grabbed my rifle, I knew that one day I could get 
killed. And these women were unprotected.
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I don’t care about money, of course, everyone likes to have money but for me money is 
not everything. For me it’s important to live a normal, stable life, not to cheat anyone, 
because once you betray somebody then all the money in the world would not matter 
anymore. That’s just what I think.

I hope that law gets adopted, I hope that the state becomes a proper state, to catch 
these criminals, that is my greatest desire. Not only for my wife, but for all the people. 
And when they see that the criminals are being punished, they will feel a little easier. 
Even if the Albanians did such things, it’s a crime, and it shouldn’t be committed. These 
criminals should be found and punished. I think that they should be punished. That 
would be the best way to heal the victim’s hearts.

But at the moment I don’t see that it’s going to happen, but things will change, because 
good things come slowly and bad things come fast. God willing, a good man will come and 
lead us because these things will eventually come to light. Yes, there has been a delay for 
almost 22 years and that’s a lot. But they deserve to be punished because of all those 
Albanian mothers that are full of sadness. It’s terrifying for a person who feels pain.

The victims should be supported as much as it’s possible. First of all, we should seek 
refuge in Allah, because life has sacrifices, trials. God tests you to see how strong you 
are with your decisions. I hope that God gives strength to all of them. Because without 
making the decision yourself, you can’t be strong. I hope that Allah will help all of those 
women and bring knowledge to them.

We have to be strong, to face everything, to stand in front of justice and tell the world 
what they have done to us. My spiritual pleasure would be to punish those criminals. I’m 
feeling a little better as a family member, because since she came here, she is feeling 
better, she is calmer, because she can see that you are supporting her. They didn’t have 
a place where they could express themselves. My wife had my support, but she didn’t 
have anyone else to talk about that issue. She kept it inside, and to keep it inside then 
it becomes a psychological problem. But you as an organization have done a great job, 
you as a psychologist, and Dr. Feride who has started this initiative. This is great for 
those women, those mothers, those sisters. Personally, for my family, you have helped 
us a lot, because when my wife is well, then we all are.
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As a teenager, Dardan was inspired by Zahir Pajaziti and he realized early that freedom 
can only be achieved through war. He was 22 years old when he joined the KLA. In high 
school years he socialized with a girl and after a while he got engaged to her. During the 
war, during one of his secret visits home, he got the idea to get married. The initial idea 
was to take his bride with him to the mountains, but his superiors didn’t allow it.

Since the Serbian forces were harassing the people in the village, the family escaped 
and Dardan lost contact with them. When he finds them in his uncle’s village, he notices 
that his wife speaks to him somewhat coldly.

The war ended and people started returning to their burned houses. Dardani is on duty 
in the barracks together with the KLA soldiers, but comes home once every few days. 
There he learns that his wife was in hospital in Pristina and had an abortion. While sob-
bing, she tells him the reason behind her decision.



“As long as God gives me life, you will be my wife”  Arbnor Morina
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AS LONG AS GOD GIVES ME LIFE, 
YOU WILL BE MY WIFE

I grew up in a village in the municipality of Prishtina. We were a poor family, and there 
were many members in my family. We could never realize the dreams we had as chil-
dren. It’s hard when you live in the village! We were taking care of the livestock, but as 
children we wanted to go out and play with the ball. When we went to guard the live-
stock, all the shepherds would gather and we played with the ball.

I took care of the cattle since I was in the first grade of the primary school, so I was sev-
en, maybe eight years old. Usually, I would go together with my brother as he was three 
years older than me. But when he was busy and couldn’t come to take care of the cattle 
I would go alone and because of that I was never afraid of anything. When I was in fifth 
grade, I remember a case, it was very dark. We lost something valuable and we had to 
go out and start looking for them. The distance from my house to the place where I’ve 
been was approximately six kilometers and there was no light, there were no houses, it 
was completely dark. I remember that I managed to return home but I didn’t dare turn 
my head and look behind. I just walked forward and that’s how I reached my home. 
Since that moment and on I was never afraid of anything and I never had any kind of 
phobia. I can be startled but not scared.   

I was not a good student; I was a bit problematic. I was always thinking about sports. I 
would escape the classroom only so I could play with the ball. In my family I didn’t have 
anyone who encouraged me to study. My mother was a housewife and she dealt with 
housekeeping. My father was ill, he had a problem with his bones so he couldn’t work 
as much. He was herding the sheep mostly, he really liked them. Since I was born, I have 
always had a bit colder relationship with my mother. I don’t know why. She was always 
reserved with me; I don’t know how her relationship was with the other siblings. I had a 
very good relationship with my father. 

I worked with wood. As soon as I would finish school, I would go home, take a saw and 
head towards the forest. I would cut a meter of wood and I would go on and sell it. Since 
I was very young, I had my own money. Before that, I would always ask money from my 
brother, “Give me some money because I need to go to school.” 
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After the ‘90s, I’m not sure when because I am not very good with dates, we separated 
from my uncle and we went to live in our own house. My older brother got engaged and 
soon after he got married. I lived in the house together with my mother, three brothers 
and four sisters. I finished primary school in my village. I attended secondary school, 
there only was the general gymnasium. I didn’t have any possibilities to travel to the city 
and attend another school so I went to the gymnasium which I never liked. I was never 
dedicated during secondary school. I was just going there to get a diploma at the end 
and not to learn or study something new. I was not good at it. 

During the first year of secondary school, I met my now-wife. She was attending the 
eighth grade. We were attending the same school building. She had classes in the morn-
ing and I was going in the evening. I just knew her as a person and I had no idea who 
her family is, where she is from or anything about her. We were kids and I said to myself 
I will go out with this girl. During the first year I can’t say I had any serious intentions, to 
marry her or something like that, we were just going out like school children. When we 
went out two or three times, she told me her biography and she said, “This is me”. And 
there and then as they say I set my mind. I said to myself there are no games with this 
girl and I decided to marry her. So, we socialized and met secretly, just how they did it 
in the past. There were no phones then so we had to set a date a month in advance in 
order to meet. Sometimes these meetings would fail.   

During primary school, Zahir Pajaziti was an inspiration for my love towards our country. 
Our families knew each other. He came to our house several times. One of my brothers 
had ties with him. At my primary school, Zahir came often and sometimes he would 
even enter the classrooms. He would tell us about Serbs, “Don’t trust them.” He always 
told us, “Don’t trust them, they will smile at you, they will pretend to support you but 
when the right moment comes, they will slay and kill you.” So, he put this thought in our 
head that they cannot be trusted. There and then I got the courage to fight, so since 
primary school. During secondary school, some pupils were gathering and we were try-
ing to organize some tournaments. I started learning about gatherings and organizing 
people. We usually organized tournaments. Zahir would almost always come to those 
tournaments. He wouldn’t play, maybe for five minutes, or ten minutes but he always 
gathered the youth. He never insisted on taking charge. He would always let others do 
it. He was always careful how things were happening and what was going on. During 
those meetings he would always use the opportunity to talk about the Serbs, “These are 
not police officers, beware and don’t tell anyone about these meetings.” I think that he 
was telling us “Learn how to be secretive, to work in secret”. He was working in illegality. 

Maybe he tried to bring us in his circle but God had different plans and took him early. 
I didn’t know who Zahir was at that time. I found out what Zahir was dealing with only 
when the entire Kosovo found out.  

I have good memories from primary school. I have the best memories from the tourna-
ments we had when we competed with different schools. I was able to play for 24 hours 
with a ball. It happened very often that I played for so long that I couldn’t stand on my 
legs anymore.  When I attended the eighth grade I participated in a tournament and 
there I met my now-wife. Her school came to my school to play a tournament. That was 
when I met my now-wife. If I could pick the best day ever during my primary school time, 
I would pick that day. I was very happy that day, not only that I won the tournament but I 
also met her and I wasn’t used to socializing with girls that were not from my classroom.    

However, I don’t have good memories from my secondary school. The situation got 
worse and they didn’t allow us anymore to attend the school. We would go there, enter 
the classroom but it could happen that after ten minutes they would come and expel 
us from the classrooms. Everyone was afraid that they might come and beat us up. We 
were never relaxed. We were expecting something to happen any moment.  

I managed somehow to finish my secondary school. I have a friend from secondary 
school with whom I don’t meet often but since then we are really good friends. I also 
have other friends with whom I meet, we go out for coffee and talk. I have a friend who 
happens to be my neighbor, he lives close to my house. We have had a friendly relation-
ship since the fifth grade. 

Almost everybody in my family finished secondary school. It was obligatory to finish it. 
And from my close family, only my son graduated from university. He was the first one 
that attended the university. He is the eldest child. 

My wife never attended secondary school because of her family, I guess. Personally, 
I tried to influence her family but without results. At the time people wouldn’t support 
you much to go to school. Maybe they thought that she wouldn’t need it in the future 
but I would tell her to continue school because then I would meet her there and if she 
wouldn’t attend school we couldn’t meet as many times as we wanted to. I would be 
very happy when I knew that I was going to meet her. I knew that I would see her that 
day and that I might not see her for two-three weeks or even a month. And later, we got 
engaged. Even after we got engaged her family didn’t allow me to go pick her up and go 
in the city for coffee. I was not allowed so we continued meeting as we did in the past. 
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On August 1998 I became a member of the Kosovo Liberation Army. My cousin joined 
before I did. In order for me to join the KLA, the brother of Zahir got involved. I was on 
the list to join, one man from each family. Those days we had happy occasion in my 
family. And if I wouldn’t be present everybody would ask, “Where is Dardan? Why isn’t 
he at home?” We were afraid that they might suspect something and that they would 
find out. At that time, it was too early to speak about KLA, everything was still a secret. 
My cousin joined the KLA and he lied to everyone as if he was going abroad. Now, it was 
my time to leave and I told my cousin, “I want to go where you have been”. He said, “I 
was in Hungary” and I told him, “I know that you were not in Hungary.” I knew because 
I had contacts with my uncle. My uncle was part of KLA. When he came for a few days 
to rest, he told me that KLA is in village Shala. And so I told my cousin, “No. You were at 
this place”. I told him all the places he visited and then he was forced to admit it to me. 
He then went and spoke to them and he set up a meeting with them.  So, I went along. 
I was only 22 years old when I held a weapon. 

I was the happiest person on earth when they gave me a weapon. I got hold of it and I 
said to myself, “Now we are going to get rid of the Serbs.” I thought that one automatic 
rifle can do God knows what and in reality, it was nothing. My family knew one of the su-
periors because he was from our area. He was a senior leader and he would explain to 
us about the rifle and he motivated us. I will never forget what he was telling us in case 
we see a tank, “Don’t get in front of it because you can’t even scratch the paint off of it”. 
And I thought that I could destroy tanks with my rifle and in reality, the rifle is used only 
to protect yourself within 50 meters, not more than that. 

I went and completed some kind of training. Nobody in my family knew where I was. 
They thought that I am trying to go abroad. Maybe one of my sisters knew a bit of some-
thing but even when I came back, she never asked me anything.   

Then we continued our part, a group of thirty persons was formed and we continued 
with our activities based on the order of our superior. When needed, we were sent to the 
Shala area. Sometimes we stayed there for a week or two, in order to help the soldiers. 

During that time I didn’t stay too much with my family. I could have gone and stayed for 
a day, maybe two-three, but not more than that. My family realized where I was when 
KLA appeared publicly. After I returned from Shala my family found out, so maybe after 
a month, because when I came back, I was exhausted. We had a guest room and I was 
so tired when I came inside the house, instead of taking off the uniform and putting on 
my civilian clothes, I just fell asleep while wearing the uniform. My sister arrived later 
and she was always interested to know where I was and what I was doing. With her, I 
always had a close relationship. We never hide anything from each other. Sometimes 
I rather talk to her than to my wife. We keep each other’s secrets. She is not only my 
sister but she is my friend. Now, she got married and has children and she is living far 
from here but at least once per month we meet for coffee, or we meet in Pristina and 
talk for a couple of hours. 

So, they found my uniform. They found out where I have been. They were suspecting a 
bit because I wouldn’t come home for two-three days and I was telling them, “I am go-
ing to visit friends, to work something there.” But when I would come home my brother 
would always ask me, “You are working and you don’t have any money!” so I always had 
to invent some lies, “They didn’t have money at the moment. They will give it to me some 
other day.” So, I went on with this until that day when I came home exhausted, without 
any sleep for two days, and I just lied down to sleep and I forgot to take off my uniform. 
They found out when they saw me. I told them, “Today I am here, but as long as the war 
lasts you can’t count on me at all. Maybe I will survive the war, maybe not. If I survive, 
that’s a different story but until then you can’t count on me.” But, chances to survive 
were very slim. I hope I will never experience war again. 

I suffered a lot during the war, sometimes we wouldn’t eat anything for four days. Initial-
ly there was an organization, we prepared and had food, but when the NATO bombing 
started, we went out from the command line and everyone got separated. We weren’t 
organized anymore as an army, to have one command, “Do this and do that, you stay 
here and you go there.” Sometimes I happened to receive an order, “You must stay 
here” and for two days I wouldn’t see a living soul. So, the fighting was not as it used to 
be before. In ‘99, during the third month, if I am not mistaken, a big part of the popula-
tion was located in our village. In our village, there were a lot of people. 

I didn’t have any information about my family, I thought they were at home. The entire 
population was on this side, we were overloaded, I couldn’t move. I couldn’t say, “I want 
to go home for some time” because we were overloaded. Most of the soldiers remained 
in the village Puricë. They couldn’t cross on the other side of the road; it was very hard to 
cross on the other side because of the Serbian forces. Also, these were the orders we 
received; we couldn’t have frontal war on that side because of the population. Because 
Serbs would take revenge on the population.  We couldn’t go anywhere, beyond that 
place was Serbia. When that Serb was killed, that night I decided to go home. 

Also, after an offensive in ‘99, I went home. The fighting ended and I lost five of my 
friends there. Two days later, when I returned home, I said, “Send my wife’s uncle and 
tell my wife that on Sunday she will be picked up.” I don’t know. While I was there, I just 
took this decision. I had a different idea but it didn’t happen. I took my wife with me to 
war. To be together with her. I thought that she would be safe. And they took her and 
they brought her home. I was a soldier of the KLA when I got married. It was another 
concern for me. I felt that I have more responsibility because I have a wife at home, and 
I have to take care of her. It was not easy after three days of marriage to leave my wife 
home and join the army. After two days I left. Sometimes I would come back after a 
week for one day or night and I would have to go back during the night. It was not easy at 
all. I tried to take my wife with me but they didn’t let me. Where I was located, there were 
very few women in the KLA, almost none. Women would prepare food in the kitchen or 
make bread for us, but there were very few female soldiers.    
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Then I spoke to a superior. He told me, “You and your wife can’t stay together. You must 
be someplace else.” I said, “But I want to be with her!” and he said, “It is not allowed.” I 
was truly disappointed. I started worrying a lot. Why did I marry her now, I wish I married 
her after the war? Because I didn’t know what would happen to me. Nobody went to war 
by saying I will go to fight and survive. I thought that I would not even have a family. Every 
day I was expecting to be shot, today or the next day.   

My wife was the first one to know that I joined the KLA. Before anyone else. When I 
joined, I didn’t tell her. She met with a friend of mine and she asked him about me, 
“Where is he? I’m trying to find him but he is not answering my calls. I asked many peo-
ple around. Is he at home or where is he?” And my friend told her, “Well, I am sorry but 
he went abroad” and she felt disappointed because she thought that I went abroad and 
I didn’t tell her. But I had contacts. I told my friend to tell her, “I am coming back soon, I 
am not going abroad.” She had her doubts because there were rumors that people were 
joining the KLA. And when I came back, I met her and I told her that I joined the KLA. 
She started shouting at me, “If you have decided to join the KLA and go to war, why did 
you get into a relationship with me? Do you think that you will survive? You will get killed! 
And what will then happen to me? What will I do without you?”.

When a soldier got killed there, they removed the people from our village. One night be-
fore that happened, I was at home for three-four hours. I told them, “Get ready because 
tomorrow we are escaping from here.” My brother asked me, “Where should we go 
when all our people are still here?” I told him, “Tomorrow at 5 o’clock, you will see every-
body moving”. “How do you know that?” and I told him, “Get ready, prepare your things 
and just go.” So, they all got ready. I returned home at eight thirty. When I returned, I 
could hear everyone walking slowly?  

Everybody from the village was on the move because the Serbs started shooting at us, 
chasing us and ethnically cleansing the area. I stayed with three other people. I will nev-
er forget it and very often I mention it. I say, “Tea was never sweeter”. I was lying down 
on a pillow and having tea. After the people left, maybe after an hour, the Serbs shot 
with an RPG at the house. They were maybe 700-800 meters away. The entire house 
rolled over because a basement wall made of stone fell over. We went behind the house 
and they shot at us non-stop. We escaped from there and I got separated with the com-
mand and other soldiers. I didn’t have contact with them anymore. That was one of the 
worst days ever. Things were changing from minute to minute. They shot at us for thirty 
minutes. Thank goodness, we were not shot. As I was walking bullets were flying over 
my head but none hit me. We went to a nearby village and we asked some people that 
we knew, “Have you seen my family?” and they said, “Yes, they are alive and they went 
towards the village Gradice.” 

After three weeks or so, people started coming back to the village. We were keeping an 
eye on everybody who was coming back hoping to see anyone we know. People started 
coming back to their houses. Usually, the villagers were coming to take some food or to 
see if their house survived. And we, the villagers, know each other so we stopped one 
person because when you stay at one place you get to see much more than when you 
are on the move. After ten days we had no cigarettes and he offered us a cigarette. I will 
never forget it. We asked him, “What are you doing here? Where are the people?” and 
he said, “All the people that went to this nearby village, they went afterwards to Prishti-
na. And then they walked down to village Makovc. Then they separated, one group went 
to Prishtina and the other went back to our village”.

We didn’t know how many people there were but we knew that our families were there. 
The person that we stopped knew our families. “Did you see if they came to our village? 
Did you see any member of our family coming from Prishtina to here?” He said, “I did 
not see them. I don’t know if they stayed in Prishtina or if they came here, I really don’t 
know.” He said, “But they must be somewhere… he mentioned a village where my rela-
tives are.” At the moment when he mentioned that village, I knew immediately that they 
were at my relative’s house because my aunt lives there and I knew 100 % that they 
went to stay at my aunt’s house. When we knew that they might be there we got ready 
to enter that village. 

I found them there. I noticed immediately that my wife was acting a bit cold towards me. 
At that moment I didn’t know what had happened. I stayed with her that day but I didn’t 
stay overnight because of security reasons and I went away because the people started 
talking, “Some KLA soldiers have arrived.” Also, some Serbs were moving in that area 
so we withdrew and from time to time I went to visit them. 

The war ended and people started going back to their houses. I didn’t think of what 
could have happened. I thought maybe she didn’t want to see me because I couldn’t 
take her with me, or maybe because I left her with my family and maybe they behaved 
badly with her. More than two months passed and we didn’t meet.  At that time, I met 
her two-three times when I would go to my aunt’s village, but I would stay there only for 
five-ten minutes because we had to go withdraw immediately. Also, my friend’s family 
was near mine. 

After the war ended, the KLA soldiers stayed at the barracks in Prishtina. From time to 
time, we would go home to rest. Two days we would stay there and the third we would 
rest. One day, when I came home, my sister told me, “She was in the hospital and she 
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had an abortion.” I felt awful. When I met my wife she said, “It’s good that I aborted!” I 
asked her, “Why?” and she said, “Because!” She didn’t want to speak to me. Her words 
stuck on my mind; I was thinking why would she say something like that? I went back to 
the barracks, stayed for two days, and then I told my superior that I have to go home.   

My wife started crying and she said, “I have to tell you something because I can’t live 
like this.” I thought she wanted to tell me, “I can’t live with your family”. That’s the only 
thought I had because I didn’t know what kind of relationship they have since I was not 
at home most of the time. She said, “I have to tell you something, my life will end.” When 
she said that her life will end, I thought that something bad could have happened to her 
while travelling from village to village … I said to myself, someone did something bad to 
her. Once, I saw a scar on her but she said that she got it because she fell and at the 
time, I didn’t know anything. I got curious. 

She said, “I was raped by the Serbs.” I had the feeling that the weight of the world got 
on my shoulders. I grabbed her by her shoulders and I shouted, “Pull yourself together! 
What are you saying? Do you know what you are talking about?” and she said, “Yes, I 
know, this is what happened.” I couldn’t say a word anymore! After some time, I asked 
her, “With whom were you? Does anyone know?” She said, “The sister-in-law knows”, 
my brother’s wife. She said, “Mother doesn’t know, maybe she does, but she didn’t say 
anything because I told her that they’ve beaten me up.” 

I went out of the house. I didn’t want to see anyone; I didn’t want to talk to anyone. That 
night I didn’t return home. I can’t describe it. It was the worst feeling ever, the worst 
thoughts were going through my mind. Different thoughts were going through my head. I 
remembered the words of my superiors and the people who fought in the war in Croatia. 
They knew things that we didn’t know. They would tell us what happened and what they did. 

I returned home and I took her close to me. Her eyes were full of tears. When I went 
home it was very cold. Other family members went someplace and just the two of us 
remained home. My sister went to the city, my mother went to visit her brothers and me 
and my wife remained at home. I told her, “Listen, this didn’t happen just to you, you are 
not the only one.” I don’t know how I managed to say those words, how they came out 
of my mouth. “It happened and you shouldn’t talk to anyone about it.” She said, “You 
will leave me. I can’t be your wife anymore.” And I said, “As long as I am alive, you will be 
my wife”. I said, “Don’t talk and don’t tell anyone. Tell your sister-in-law to shut up.” She 
got better because she thought that I would leave her after she told me.  I have never 
mentioned it again to her. Sometimes when we had an argument about something she 
would just back down. I guess she was always afraid that I would bring it up. But I never did. 

In 2000, I started working. I lost my will. I fought the war for freedom, to live freely, enjoy 
life, I thought to myself now there is nobody to harass us. In the past we were afraid to 
go to the city. But when I would go to work my mind was always on my wife. I was always 
afraid that when I came back, I would find her hanged or that she stabbed herself or 
took some medicine. Our love was not the same anymore. Everything got very hard, I 
was trying so hard. I would go to work and my mind would be with her. We lost our house, 
we had nothing. I had to buy even spoons because we had absolutely nothing.

In my workplace, the salaries were very small. I always wanted to take her and go out 
but because we didn’t have money, I couldn’t take her anywhere. My salary was 150 
Euros. What was I supposed to do with that money? I tried working also privately in the 
forest in my village. But all the time, up until when my son was born, in my mind I was al-
ways afraid that she might hurt herself … I was thinking that she will do it, it will happen, 
because she didn’t talk much, she was withdrawn. Always when she would go out, she 
was quiet. Maybe because I knew and I would notice it, others maybe didn’t notice it. 

When she was in a bad mood, I tried to take her out and I would tell her let’s go visit your 
uncle because he was not feeling well. My purpose was just to get her out and not visit 
the uncle at all. I would use the opportunity then and we would go for coffee someplace. 

At the beginning she was friendly and open but then she became distant and kept to 
herself and then my family members started telling me, “Leave her, why do you continue 
staying with her? She is going crazy. Can’t you see? She never speaks a word!” I tried 
to defend her all the time, trying to get away from what had happened, trying to blame 
them for bothering her while I am not home. When I noticed that she started worrying a 
lot, I tried to take her out so she would relax.  

When my son was born, it was a special feeling. When I took him in my lap, I felt special 
because he was my child. In the past I held other children as well but this time it was 
different. Then my wife started changing as well. She started getting hold of herself be-
cause she didn’t have too much time to think about what had happened to her but she 
was thinking about our son. When our son was born, I started to support my wife even 
more. I found excuses to go out more, for example I would say we need to take him to 
the doctor, or we would take him for a walk.  When you go out, you socialize with peo-
ple, talk about different things and you start feeling better. I noticed that this is making 
her feel better. On the other hand, I had more time and I worked full shift. The salary 
started getting better. I took a bank loan and I started building my own house.  I made 
the foundation for the house and then I got stuck because I thought that I could make 
a house with 3000 Euros. It was a positive experience for my wife because I was telling 
her, “Now we are building our own house and we will move in as soon as we finish it” and 
I was telling her, “Don’t worry about anything”. When my son was born, it was easier for 
me because I knew that now my wife will not hurt herself. I felt relieved. And then after 
a year and five-month God blessed us with another boy. My wife was now getting a bit-
tired dealing with two children while I was at work.  

We somehow managed to finish the house. At the moment when I went to live in my own 
house my family started bothering me. My sisters and my younger brother were telling 
me, “What happened to her? Look at her! Why are you still with her? Can’t you see that 
your wife is crazy? She doesn’t talk at all.” They started saying that she is beating the 
children. Maybe she did but there is no one who can convince me that she would beat 
them because of what happened to her. It would be a mistake to beat them because 
of what happened. But sometimes if you don’t beat your children, they will make you go 
crazy. Maybe she beat them up when it was needed, so they would be afraid a bit. 
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So, I found an additional reason to leave my family, I told them, “You are causing me 
pressure, why are you interfering in my relationship with my wife?” I got this strength 
because they crossed the line when they told me that my wife is crazy and that she is 
beating the children. So, I said, fine, I will take them away from your house. 

Somehow, I managed to finish the house and we went to live there. At the moment 
when we entered the new house my wife changed. I had much more time, I didn’t have 
to justify to anyone where I was going. I would go out and wouldn’t come back home 
all day long. I would take my wife and we wouldn’t come back home at all. There was 
nobody to question us all the time, “Where were you?” or “Why didn’t you come earli-
er?” or “Where was your wife?” because now we were in our own house. I supported my 
wife even more, we would go and travel everywhere, we would go to Albania. Whenever 
I would notice that she is worried I would call my boss immediately and I would tell him, 
“I am taking the week off”.

I took her to Albania, we enjoyed walking in the city, we went to Rugova valley, we went 
everywhere throughout Kosovo. Sometime when I would come back from work and I 
would notice that she is sad I would ask her, “What’s wrong?” she would reply, “No, it’s 
nothing”. When we came to live in our house, I started talking more to her, “Don’t be a 
fool. Things like that happen. You didn’t do it willingly. It could have happened to anyone 
anytime; it can happen even today. A psychopath comes, a crazy guy and it could hap-
pen again. Things like that happened. You are not the only one. Look at the news, there 
are 20,000 other women” and she would say, “I have the feeling that everyone knows” 
and I would tell her, “Nobody knows. Maybe it also happened to the people in our circle 
but we don’t know it.” I tried talking to her and telling her that she needs to overcome it, 
now the children are also here and thank goodness they are healthy. We need to work 
for them, fight for them. She started getting a bit better but not for long because she 
always felt that it happened only to her and to no one else and that everyone knows 
about it. 

When we would talk, she wanted to tell me the story and she would tell me where they 
stopped. I listened only until the part when she said that they entered the yard and then 
the Serbs arrived. She expressed it in that way, “When the Serbs arrived”. I told her to 
stop...I don’t know what happened and how it happened. I know that she told me that 
someone saw them afterwards on the road all exhausted and they got on a tractor. And 
if I am not mistaken, they were brought here. But regarding that particular part, maybe 
it’s my mistake, maybe it would be easier for her if she would talk about it, but while I 
am alive, I would never want to hear that part.  

I brought her to the Center of the victims of violence during war. I spoke to her, “You see, 
there is a place where you can express yourself, tell somebody, talk to somebody.” Then 
I got interested in the organization itself. I heard about it also earlier but I couldn’t tell 
her, “Go there!” She decided herself, “I will go there. They support everybody. Maybe it’s 
better this way. What do you think?” and I told her, “You should go there. I couldn’t tell 
you to but if you want to go, I will take you there.”  

Some people consider that if you go see a psychologist there is something wrong with 
you. That’s stupid, why shouldn’t you visit a psychologist? I always feared that if I told 
her, “Go because there is a good psychologist there” that she might get hurt. But, when 
she saw on TV the cases she said, “They treat us like this and that”. And after some 
time, she made the decision herself. We came, I brought her. 

First day after she left this place, after she spoke to you, I noticed that she was much 
more positive. She opened up, started talking and she was saying, “They told me this” 
and “They told me that” and I was joking a bit and I asked her, “Yes, they said many 
things but did you say anything?” and she replied, “Not really, I just listened, they were 
asking me about some things, about life.” But I immediately noticed that she became 
livelier, it seemed as if she was less burdened with that issue. Every time she came, 
gradually, she got used to it more and more. Now I can say that it’s not the same person 
she was when she first came to your organization. She is 90 percent different; she is 
much more relaxed.     

In these last ten years money was never an issue. I would take my salary, give it to her, 
“Here you go, manage it, do whatever you want.” Poverty was never an issue, having no 
money, or not being able to travel, or buy things. She had money, freedom, I just told her, 
“I wouldn’t want someone to call me and tell me that they saw you somewhere. I would 
like you to call me and tell me, I am going to the city or I am going to Prishtina. Just call 
me and we’re fine. Don’t get out of the house without telling me. I would like to know 
where you are. If you meet a friend, a cousin, a niece or anyone from your family, just 
let me know. I wouldn’t want someone telling me that they saw you somewhere and me 
checking on you.” And she never did that to me.    

Now we have a great relationship. She is not only my wife; she is also my friend. I always 
tried to make her be my wife, my friend and my everything. I tried all the methods that I 
could think of but I was unsuccessful. The biggest success for my wife came from your 
center. Now we have three children, she started getting a hold of herself and forgetting 
the past, dealing with the children, but since she came to your center, she is 90% a dif-
ferent person. Maybe I have made a mistake that I didn’t let her tell me, but I couldn’t 
find a trustworthy person for her to talk to. 
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Of course, my wife cannot delete from her memory what happened to her. But I am glad 
to see that she is much happier now, she is calm, and she talks more to me. Sometimes 
she talks to me and tells me things like, “My psychologist told me this and I told her that, 
and then I said this, what do you think? Do you see, I was wrong!” So, she tells me about 
the psychologist from the Center, she told me about 50-60 times what they would talk 
about and now I am able to transmit all the sentences that had an impact on her. So, 
she is focused on the conversation with the psychologist. She says, “The psychologist is 
smart, she said it for my own good”.

Now I have a better life because I see her smiling. When I come home, she comes out 
smiling. I have 23 years of marriage, except for the beginning when my marriage was in 
pieces. Now when I go home, she waits for me smiling. It didn’t happen before but now 
she wakes up, prepares coffee and she calls me to have coffee with her. I told her that 
she doesn’t have to wake up early for me. When I wake up, if I want to have coffee, I will 
prepare one for myself, there is no need for her to wake up. I wanted her to sleep and 
rest. Now she tells me that she never wanted to make coffee for me. 

Very often she tells me, “There was nothing I could do but when I would look at you my 
eyes would hurt” and I would ask her, “Why, what have I done to you?” and she says, “I 
am just saying. Why didn’t you tell me to get lost? I know what I would have done with my 
life, with my body!” and I told her, ”I thought that I am doing the right thing, I didn’t know 
that I was wrong” and she would say, “No, no. You did the right thing”.

Thank goodness, our children are healthy and I have no problems with them. They listen 
to us; they respect us and especially their mother. I have educated and talked to all 
three of them. Maybe that issue influenced me in working hard with the children be-
cause they make her happier and they are really close with her. In case they don’t see 
their mother for an hour or two, when they see her, they jump and hug her.    

We have a very happy life, also from a financial aspect we have all we need. We have a 
regular house, nothing luxurious. I have a car and if my wife or children would like to go 
to Albania, I am willing to take them there. In the past I didn’t have money and I couldn’t 
take her even to Prizren and I had to find excuses saying that I am busy this week, or 
that I have to do something, things like that. I had no options and today is a different 
story. Huge difference.  

I say often to myself, “I went to war and fought but I couldn’t protect my most precious 
person.” That is my weakness which I have never told a living soul but often I tell myself 
that I failed. Maybe it was impossible to take her with me but still I regret not doing it. I 
regret asking my commander about his permission. It would have been better if I didn’t 
ask anyone. It was written for us to have challenges and suffer.  It was not easy for me; 
I often imagine if you fight an enemy and they do that to you and there is nothing you 
can do about it. Today, when I see sometimes Serbian registration plates, I want to rip 
them apart. 

Just when I see their registration plates, I get angry, I hate them, I used to hate them 
also before this happened to us. I would wipe them off the face of earth. I swear, I would 
wipe them off, I wouldn’t get too stressed if they have children, or husbands or wives, I 
wouldn’t care who they are and what they are. But I could never do this to any Serbian 
woman, I could put a bullet in their head but I could never do such a thing. But because 
of their blind hatred they want you to suffer all your life. It’s not sufficient to burn your 
house because you can rebuild it and that’s it. They want you to suffer all your life, to 
have this concern in your head all the time, something that you can’t share with anyone 
as long as you are alive.  

I have never looked at my wife differently because of what happened. Regarding the 
child that she aborted, when she said, “It’s good that I have aborted”, we spoke only 
twice about that. I didn’t see that document, when she came back home from the proce-
dure, I asked her, “Did you have the paper at the hospital? What did they tell you?”.  She 
said, “No, I don’t know where that paper is”. When she aborted in that document it was 
written how many weeks, she was pregnant. But she was scared and she kept it hidden. 

Not because it happened to my wife but I wouldn’t want something like that to happen 
to anyone in the world. I felt weak, but I told myself to slow down. War made us stronger. 
While I was fighting, I knew that things like that are happening but I never thought that 
it could happen to me. It’s the worst experience in my life. I have been through many 
things these years and I have never experienced a harder moment then when she told 
me.

When my father died, I was very young and I was very sad because I knew that no one 
can replace my father. But when this happened to my wife, I was more mature, I knew 
more things about life. It’s something very difficult to cope with. I think that my brain 
exploded. 

After the war ended, I couldn’t help myself nor my wife. I overloaded my head. After the 
war I went to the neuropsychiatries for a month. Five days I couldn’t recognize anyone. I 
had that illness until 2014. I couldn’t get too happy or too sad, I always needed to keep 
a balance. I visited many doctors and a doctor called Mentor Petrela helped me a lot 
by talking to me. At that time, I was overloaded. I would faint very often. Then I started 
worrying even more because I thought that I would lose my job. 

 My doctor told me to get rid of these thoughts, throw them away in the sea because 
the sea is large. Simply put, I am telling you to take things easy. Just let it go. If you have 
a task to fulfill, don’t push yourself to finish it today, do it the next day. Or the day after 
tomorrow. Leave some things for other days, don’t push yourself too hard.”
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He really helped me. I tried to use the same words also for my wife, and I would tell her, 
“Take it easy. Don’t push it too hard because it can break”. But she would always tell 
me, “It’s easy for you to say because it didn’t happen to you”. When she would say this, 
it would shut me off for five minutes because I didn’t know what to say then. I couldn’t 
just say, “Things will get easier” or “You will forget it” because it didn’t happen to me. 

But I tried my best to support her. And if I could, I would tell everyone, go and talk to 
someone, talk to a professional because it’s good for you. I say this because of my wife. 
It became much easier for me and I am willing to support her even more when I see 
that she is getting better. I am now willing to support her in different ways, like, take her 
out for coffee or I would take her someplace, or maybe buy her a small present. These 
things make her happy.
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Hasije is among the women who in each of the two most turbulent years of Kosovo, 1998 
and 1999, gave birth to children in each year. Just before the bombings begun, while hold-
ing an infant at her breast and a little girl over a year and a half old, she was forced to flee 
to Kukës. Her husband tries to accommodate his parents in Lezha. Hasije remained for four 
days at the border in a car. Together with the children, there were eight of them in the car.

They continued going to Shengjin, but then they lost contacts with their people. Arriving 
refugees would continuously bring news about people’s family members informing that they 
have died. After several months of no information at all, when they returned to their burned 
house, they learned that everyone was alive and they learned that the eldest brother suf-
fered abuse. But when Hasije met her sister, she noticed immediately that she was behav-
ing differently. She insisted in finding out why she was behaving differently.



“Not even my sister at home knows about it”  Mina Krasniqi
Acryl on canvas. Dim. 90 x 90 87

NOT EVEN MY SISTER AT 
HOME KNOWS ABOUT IT

I was born in Orllan, municipality of Podujeva. We are seven chil-
dren, three sisters and four brothers. The sister which was abused 
by the Serbs is the oldest one, she is three years older than me.   I 
am much younger than my eldest brother. When he got married, I 
was attending the second, maybe the third grade of primary school. 
I don’t remember it very well. We had a good relationship among us 
because we didn’t have a large social circle and we were all very 
close to each other. My sister was also close to all my brothers and 
our parents.

I don’t have uncles nor relatives. We grew up only with our parents. 
We were a very advanced family, we had a normal life, and we had 
a good life. To be honest, we had good living conditions. My father 
used to work for KEC and my mother took care of all the kids be-
cause we were many children and also my father was wealthy so 
she couldn’t and she didn’t need to work. She had to deal with us. 
My brothers worked the land. They had some hectares of land and 
two hectares of forest land. Before the war started my father had 
a shop.

Three of my brothers used to live abroad, the eldest brother re-
turned now. My oldest brother was forced to take my younger broth-
er abroad because the Yugoslav army was looking to recruit him. 
My eldest had a wife and two children and he had to return be-
cause of them. Now my second eldest and my younger brother are 
living abroad. 

So, us three sisters and two brothers are living in Kosovo. I live with 
my older sister in the same house because we got married to two 
men who happened to be brothers. Also, my little sister is married, 
but her husband died two years ago. Now she is alone with two 
kids. Also, my brothers are all married and we all have children. We 
all live with our own families.
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Even though my father was an imam, he never tried to influence how we live our lives. 
He used to say, you must respect religion but first you must educate yourself, you must 
advance. He was always supportive. I finished my primary school. I attended the sec-
ondary school, branch of electro technics, but I had to discontinue because of the state 
regime at the time. We were generation ‘72-’73 and as everybody knows at that time, 
we attended classes in private houses. I couldn’t travel to school because the Serbian 
soldiers were located in the middle of the road and we were afraid to go there on foot.  

To this day I still regret not going to school. I believe there were three girls from village 
Orllan that were afraid to travel. Sometimes I travelled together with twelve other boys, 
friends from the class, on the asphalted road but then it was too much for them and 
they said, “We’re going through the forest because it’s shorter”. Because of me they 
were using the long road but then they got tired and I was afraid to use the short road. 
They were going through the forest, taking the short road.  

My brothers took the news hard when they found out that I stopped going to school, 
much more than my parents. My parents knew that I am scared and when you are 
scared so much you can’t learn anything anyways. But my brothers always had high ex-
pectations for me because I was good with math. They had a shop and they needed me 
to finish math so I would help them in their business.  Two-three years after I stopped 
going to school, some professors that I met, told me: “Come and continue your educa-
tion, it’s not late to finish it”. After the war ended, I took classes, passed exams and I 
finished secondary school. 

During the time I went to school I had many friends. I had a really good female friend 
but she passed away. I had another good friend but she is now living in Germany. All of 
my male friends are now living abroad. Reason why they’re all abroad is because at that 
time the Serbian regime was looking to recruit them in the army. I haven’t seen any of 
them for maybe 10-15 years. We had a good relationship with everybody. We went to 
school together, we travelled together, and they never said anything bad to me. We were 
really good friends. Our generation was like that. 

My older brother suffered a lot during the war. He was entitled to a pension, but he never 
asked for it, he was arrested during the war but he was also arrested in ‘89 because 
of the demonstrations.  Luckily, my aunt’s husband intervened and managed to get 
him out of the prison. They abused him a lot. Also, during his military service, he was 
ill-treated. He was born in 1960. My brother dealt a little bit with politics, not too much, 
because he dealt with health problems. 

My brother now has his own business. He underwent an operation because he had a 
brain tumor. Doctor Mentor Petrela operated on him. After that he had an injury and 
18 times they operated his leg, he is now unable to work. But it’s good that he can still 
walk and that they didn’t have to cut his leg off. Thank goodness he managed to create 
a family. 

We respect the oldest brother like how the Albanian families do, we always asked him 
regarding anything and we were never afraid of him. We were very free and open with 
each other, very civilized. He was not bothered if we would go out or if we went to school. 
I worked in the shop together with my brothers, I helped them. Even though I was young 
I worked wherever my brothers asked me. In general, we were free to do anything we 
wanted. The only thing that I regret is the fact that I didn’t continue my education. I could 
have continued after the war but then the children came and also it was not the right 
time because everything was destroyed at my in-laws.  

In 1995, I got engaged, and after a year, I got married. That’s when I gave birth to my 
eldest daughter. My older sister is married to my brother-in-law. I knew him from before, 
they were from a very good family, very calm. We have been living together for 25 years, 
our children grew up together. My sister’s daughter has two children, a daughter and a 
son.

I always had close relationship with my older sister. The younger sister was a little bit 
different; she was more engaged in helping our mother so I was closer with my older 
sister. Maybe that’s why I noticed that she changed after the war ended. 

I have been working since 2004. I was employed just for seasonal work and afterwards 
we were fired. In 2008, I returned to work. I love working, I don’t mind it all. I go to work 
even if I‘m in a bad mood, I’ve had many worries in my life, after my son was born, but 
at work I felt happy. I always go there smiling because that’s the nature of my character. 
I am very active at work. 

My daughter was born in ‘97. Afterwards in ‘98 I was pregnant with my son and then 
Serbs forced us to leave the house, I believe it was June. I have written about the war 
experiences and also about the time I gave birth to my daughter, she was born at “Nene 
Tereza”. They would keep us there for two hours only and everybody was afraid that we 
might have a hemorrhage after giving birth. They didn’t have beds to keep us there. I 
would like to thank the staff that worked at “Nene Tereza” at that time. I don’t remember 
their names because I stayed for only two hours. I remember that the main doctor was 
very kind to me while I was giving birth and she encouraged me a lot. I wasn’t operated 
on. I gave birth with their help using a sheet. After I gave birth, everything went fine and 
then without planning I got pregnant again with my son. I didn’t have a regular menstrual 
cycle.

I was pregnant when they forced us to move. They said, “You have to leave the house 
immediately”. They kicked us out of our houses, so we were forced to go to our father’s 
house in Podujeva. When we reached Podujeva, they gave orders to expel people also 
from there. 
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So, our family, mother, father, me and my sister, we were all forced to leave. I had my 
daughter with me and my eldest sister had her three children and her father-in-law. My 
husband remained here at his place of work; he was working at KEC. We left and went to 
my uncle and we stayed there for two weeks. I am not sure how long we stayed there but 
I remember that I celebrated my daughter’s first birthday there. There were many people 
there. Also, at the house of my eldest uncle there were many people. At my mother’s 
uncle house, at that time there were around 50 people.

I don’t know how many families we were there. So, we were forced to walk through a 
vineyard, in order to reach the house of my husband’s aunt. It was an uninhabited house 
but it was furnished, she was staying at Sunny Hill in Prishtina and she said, “You can 
stay at my house.” My husband’s family and I went there and my family remained in the 
village. 

After some time, they called us and said, “Come now, they’re allowing people to go back 
to Orllan.” My older sister continued staying in Prishtina with her three children. I took my 
daughter. It was very hard for me, I was pregnant and I had a small girl, I started worrying 
because I didn’t know where my husband was. 

My husband was at home but then they forced him to go to another village. There were 
many people from village Orllan. My husband was unemployed in ‘98 but he started 
working in ‘99. We didn’t see each other for two-three weeks. Then one day, I saw him 
coming with his cousin. Then after two days my husband told me, “Hasije, since we have 
only one child, I think it’s better if we leave. Let my brother continue staying here with 
his wife (my sister) and with their children and let him also take care of the mother”, 
because their mother was diabetic, “and since the road to Orllan is open we will go and 
see what happened to our house.” People were walking through the forest, not on the 
main road.  

So we went to Orllan. In Orllan, we first found my eldest brother-in-law then the other 
one. They came to my father’s house. When I went there, I saw my in-laws together with 
my brother-in-law, his wife and four children. As soon as I entered the yard my mother-
in-law, who was very ill because of diabetes, came in front of me. My father-in-law was 
healthy and physically a strong man. I asked them, “Did everybody survive?” People 
didn’t use telephones so much. I told them, “They remained at our aunt in Prishtina and 
I returned since my parents came back” Then also my brothers came, and my in-laws 
together with their wives and children stayed at my father’s place for ten days.   

After some time, we decided to go back to our house, we just cleaned it because they 
didn’t damage it at all. Almost no damage at all. I remember during the entire year of 
1998 would write about the situation, but they took those stories at my school. I wrote 
how they went to Jashari family and how the Serbs wounded their girls during the month 
of Ramadan. 

I would write about everything I heard on the news. I was always interested in taking 
notes. I wanted to leave a piece of history for my children, for them to understand what 
we experienced, so that even if we make a mistake, they should know that we are a gen-
eration that experienced war and that we suffered a lot. I wouldn’t want any person alive 
to experience what we have experienced. In March of ’99, I went to give birth to my son. 
I went for a checkup at four-thirty. My husband and my brother-in-law (my sister’s hus-
band) were there. I always travelled with someone because there was a curfew and you 
never knew what can happen. We got on the car and we went for a checkup and when 
we arrived there, they told me, “You walked too much, you will give birth before 9 o’clock 
in the evening” There was so much pain in that place, they didn’t have basic conditions, 
there were only two beds for women to give birth. When I saw other women there, I lost 
my contractions because I got scared. Also, the police curfew was in place and I didn’t 
know if my husband and my brother-in-law would stay for me. They didn’t manage to go 
home and instead they went to his aunt in Sunny Hill in Prishtina. At the hospital I tried 
to help other women who were in more pain than me because I lost my contractions. 

Next day in the morning I gave birth. I remember that the pain started and then the main 
nurse came to deal with me and I would like to use this opportunity to greet her. I hope 
she has luck and good health in life. She saw me at my father’s house in ’98. She came 
through the forest. My father went out and told her, “Girls, come this way. I will take you 
to the other side.” She saw me and then I was pregnant, we just greeted each other. 
Luckily, she told me that she works in “Nene Tereza” because at that time I didn’t know 
how birth procedures were being done.  

When I got out of the hospital, I noticed that I was not feeling well. I noticed that I am 
getting tired more and more. I told my husband, “Come to pick me up”. He said, “We 
didn’t manage to bring anything because we got stuck at our aunt’s, I will bring just a 
blanket or something so we can cover our son because there is a police curfew.” So, the 
nurses helped me get out, I took my son, and I went to the car. While we were on our way 
to Dumnica, I saw some corpses at the big bridge. It was March of 1999. I wanted to put 
my head out and to see if there were bodies under the bridge but then my husband and 
my brother-in-law told me, “Don’t look there and don’t worry about it”. They were trying 
to protect me because new mothers are more sensitive, for at least a month. Even now 
every memory is still fresh to me because you never forget your sufferings. 
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Then I got scared even more. When I went home, my window was facing a checkpoint 
where the Serbs were staying. I didn’t dare turn on the lights to change the baby. I 
couldn’t even breastfeed my baby because my father-in-law told me, “Light can be seen 
from far away” and they were shooting at people for fun. He said, “Its better if you come 
to my room because here you can’t take care of your child” It was in their tradition not 
to allow new mothers to come down for a month and during that time mothers were in 
their rooms. But I couldn’t stay in my room. We had good living conditions at my father-
in-law’s, I can’t complain, but I couldn’t stay in my room because of those police officers. 
The Serbs were staying on a hill. They were observing and shooting for fun.  

They shot at my husband’s neighbor just for fun. Just because he was wearing the white 
cap, they killed him for no reason at all. We were really stressed, we got scared. I decid-
ed to come down from the second floor. I stayed in my father-in-law’s room. On March 
24th, I remember that my husband and my sister came to see me because they were 
concerned about me. They could see what was going on and the situation was very 
bad. My sister said, “Come on sister, get ready because on the news they say that NATO 
is going to start bombing”. My husband came to pick me up. I told him, “You take the 
daughter and I will take the son”. My daughter was a year and seven-eight months old.  

When we reached the entrance door, it was as if we planned this to happen, NATO 
started bombing. The regular Serbian army was located there. Today our army is located 
there. I was wearing trousers and a red sweater but everything turned green. Since the 
bombing occurred very close to us, because of fire, the red clothes seemed to be green. 
I screamed. I thought to myself, “Oh my God, they killed my family”. Because my family 
was surrounded.

My one-month-old baby fainted, I started screaming. I got very exhausted, I started los-
ing weight, and I didn’t have enough milk for the baby. I couldn’t sleep, I had some kind 
of depression. This condition lasted for several years even after the war ended, it lasted 
until 2006-2007. I needed to get some treatment but at that time we didn’t have good 
living conditions. 

After that happened the Serbs came and they forced us to leave our houses. Crowds of 
people arrived and they told us to “leave the houses”. I even saw many people getting 
beaten up. They stopped us and they picked some people from the crowd and they 
would beat them. We travelled by car towards the border.   

On the way to Kukes, the hardest part was when I was at the border. There was nothing 
I could give my son, I lost breast milk because of fear. I was forced to give him water 
mixed with sugar instead of breast milk. At the border the queues were very long. Wom-
en were coming from Mitrovica and they would beg us to hold their babies for a bit be-
cause their legs were all swollen up. We experienced terrible things there. For 7-8- hours 
they kept us there. 

Afterwards, we managed to cross the border. At the border we were very sad because 
four vehicles in front of us stepped on landmines in the border zone with Albania. They 
put landmines throughout the road. If you would leave the main road you would step on 

a landmine. One entire family died there; they were from the same village as my hus-
band. My husband’s cousin was married in that family. She died there together with her 
17 years old daughter and her two sons. Five members of that family died there. 

I started falling apart, I started losing it, and everything was going wrong for me. My son 
was giving me a bit of hope but he started getting tired as well. I kept him for four days 
inside the car. I didn’t have my husband near me, only my brother-in-law and my sister 
were there. My husband was somewhere in Lezha, trying to accommodate his parents 
because his mother had diabetes. Somebody had to deal with his parents. So, I stayed 
in one vehicle with my brother-in-law and my sister and their five children, so eight of 
us. Eight people in one car for four days. I changed the children’s diapers in that car 
because at that time my daughter was still wearing diapers. I would like to thank my 
mother-in-law a lot. She went out and said, “We don’t have a place where to clean the 
diapers anymore”, so we had to rip the clothes that we were wearing and we would put 
them on the children instead of diapers. We had no other option. 

Kukes was full of mud and water. Whenever you would put your leg, you would step on 
water. That was our luck. We still remember April the 16th because that day it rained a 
lot. That rain saved us because the Serbs were running away and otherwise, they would 
have killed us. My father-in-law went to buy Pampers diapers. They were very expensive 
but we had no other option, we hit rock bottom. I remember when my father-in-law at 
that moment said, “We need to save the son, and we have to move from here” and we 
went to Lezha because there was no place to stay anymore. When we reached Lezha, 
they put us in a house which was under construction. Maybe for 50 years nobody stayed 
there. It didn’t have doors, no windows, maybe it was an abandoned military building, 
only God knows what that house was. We started cleaning it and we slept on the wood-
en floor. After some time, my breast started hurting. The Italian doctors came. First, I 
would like to thank God and then the Italian nuns. They brought me clothes, food for my 
son, my daughter, and for my sister’s children. And then my breast started hurting again 
but the Italian doctors told me, “There is a wound on your breast but there are no signs 
of cancer.” I guess that because of the stress I lost my breast milk. 

Two-three days after we got accommodated, I received the news that my entire family 
was murdered. My sister and I we didn’t have any information but people were coming 
at the place where we were staying and I personally heard them say this. I didn’t dare 
tell my sister that they killed our father, brother and the little sister. They were saying that 
they shot at my little sister but luckily, they didn’t manage to shoot her. While looking 
with binoculars they saw my sister and they shot at her but she was lucky. They thought 
that they killed her. After that happened, she slept in the bathroom. She didn’t dare 
come out of the house for two days.  Luckily, she survived. 

I heard that they killed my family and every day I got worse and worse. I was losing 
weight and I didn’t have more than 47-48 kilograms. Nobody could recognize me. 

After some time, my brother came from Germany and he was looking for us. We were 
listening to a radio which was being powered with sunrays and we heard on the radio 
that Hasan Krasniqi is looking for his family. My father’s family was isolated in the village 
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and we didn’t have any information about my parents or my brothers. I remember when 
my brother came and they told us, “You brother is here” and when we met our brother 
he just said, “Sisters, you are everything that’s left from my family”. For three months 
we didn’t know anything about our family. My brother gave us money and he was trying 
to support us. 

My little sister was kicked out four times from her house and she was told to go to Fus-
he Kosove. She gave birth to her child on January and I gave birth on March. I always 
thought about her, where she is and how she is.  

My brother left two days later because he stayed for a week and he spent too much 
money. I was changing my son on a piece of wood which I put on some stones. We 
stayed there from 16th of April and then we found an accommodation in Shengjin 
where we paid rent at the house of one family because of my son and my mother-in-law. 
We stayed there two days after Kosovo was liberated. My brother went back to Germany 
because he was spending too much money. 

As soon as the situation got better, we immediately returned home. As soon as Milose-
vic signed that agreement. At that time, I was in Shengjin staying with that family. Even 
now I still go for vacation there because they live at the beach and during the war, they 
took good care of my son. One day, I just saw my husband’s cousin coming and he was 
smiling at me. He said to me, “Hey, someone is here to see you!” And I said, “Who came 
to visit us? We don’t have anyone left!” and he said, “Your brother is here!” I can’t de-
scribe how I felt in those moments. It was my brother from Kosovo, my brother for whom 
I thought that he is not alive anymore.  

I quickly went into the room and I told my sister, “Come on, our brother is here.” She 
said, “How is that possible?” Then after some time we all gathered together, my broth-
er and my little sister came. KFOR took them. As soon as KFOR arrived, they took my 
father’s family to his house. Serbs stayed for four months at my father’s house. I was 
all destroyed, they wanted to set it on fire in three different places but they didn’t man-
age. We still have the photos. They burned the place where electricity was located, the 
entrance door and the carpet in the corridor. My father had good living conditions and 
he had a nice house and they couldn’t set it on fire. My mother was telling us, “KFOR 
soldiers gave us a phone”, and they told her to “talk to your sons who are abroad and 
tell them that you returned home and that you are fine”.   

When we went to meet the brother, I also saw my little sister. She was not married then. 
Also, our cousin was together with them. We all gathered and then they told us that the 
Serbs abused them a lot. They tortured him a lot and now he has undertaken several 
operations because of that. 

Our brother told us, “Get hold of yourselves. Be strong, it’s important that we survived” 
but they were abused and they were suffering. When the Serbs came to our house, they 
saw the family pictures and they asked my father, “Who are these girls?” because my 
sisters are very pretty. They are blonde and very pretty. And my father was forced to say, 
“I don’t know them.” The army stayed on the first and second floor of the house and 
my father was forced to stay in the basement. He didn’t leave the house. My father told 
them, “My father and me worked hard to build this house”. Then after some time they 
kicked him out of the house by force. He was then forced to go to the village where my 
mother and brother were located, isolated.

We decided to come back to Kosovo. I was very tired; I could feel that I am not well 
but when you hear good news it somehow gives you strength. When we arrived at the 
house, my father-in-law said to my husband, “We can’t take her home.” He meant at 
my father’s house because they noticed that I am sensitive and I’m taking things to my 
heart and my husband’s house was burned to the ground. I remember that for the first 
three months they didn’t let me go back to the house of my husband. So, for 5 months I 
stayed at my father’s house and there were 10 people staying there.  

After some time, after we all recovered, I remember that my older sister came with her 
husband. She went to her husband’s house because it didn’t get burned. We met with 
the sister after three weeks or maybe after a month. Maybe it was the end of July. I just 
remember that it was hot outside. We saw that our sister is coming together with her 
two children and nephew. She had to come faster so she could bring the nephew. Luck-
ily Prishtina survived and it was not burned down. 

Our brothers helped us a lot because we had no income. Our husbands and my father-
in-law were not working so we had no income. All of them used to work at KEC and then 
KEC closed down. My brothers were forced to help us. My brother that lives abroad 
helped us a lot and also my father helped us a lot. Now he left us, he died.  

I was tired and I changed a lot but the very moment I saw my sister’s eyes I had my 
doubts. I don’t know how and why. She said to me, “Sister, I’m not feeling well and also 
my son doesn’t cry” When we met, first I thanked God that my sister was well. I said, “We 
thought that we will not find you alive”. There are no words to describe how happy we 
were and how much we hugged each other. When we went up, my father’s house was 
cleaned and renovated. For four months the Serbian military stayed there. We threw 
away the beds and carpets because they defecated and urinated there, it was nasty. 
Then they stole goods from around the village and they put all the stolen goods in my 
father’s house. They stole them so they would take them but they didn’t have enough 
time. There were many carpets and blankets. My father went out and informed the peo-
ple from the village, “Come and collect your things, everybody will recognize their TV set 
and their carpet”.
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I am the skinniest from all my sisters but because of the stress I lost a lot of weight. At 
the moment I saw my sister for the first time we both started crying. But her eyes were 
full of tears all the time. I started having my doubts, “My dear sister, why are you crying? 
Now we are together. We are all close to each other and our parents are alive. We have 
to thank God, we life in front of us” But I noticed that my sister just couldn’t get hold of 
herself. I would ask her, “What happened to you in these three months, why did you lose 
so much weight?” and she would tell me, “I was in pain and I suffered a lot. First they 
told us that Arkan’s soldiers are coming to Makovc and they will slay and then burn us”.

There are many people who were killed in Makovc where my uncle lives. She said, “We 
were in that group of people. Because during the war I stayed at the uncle’s house” she 
said, “They told us to go to Stankovec, I stayed in Marevc and Grashtice, and we also 
stayed in the forest” 

I started telling her how I suffered because of my breast wound. It was just her and me 
in the room and we were changing the babies. She was changing her son and I was 
changing my son. Then suddenly she started crying. I asked her, “What’s wrong sister?” 
I was trying to relax her but even I was not feeling good. She said, “Ah, my dear sister, I 
must tell you because I can’t hold it in me anymore and I hope that no one will ever find 
out about this except for you, me and God” To be honest, initially I didn’t think that this 
happened. I was afraid that the youngest sister could have been raped because she 
was a girl. I thought that nobody would touch mothers. 

The youngest sister was 22 years old. I thought that only the young girls are being raped 
and I never would have thought that somebody would rape women that gave birth. 
When she started talking, she would barely talk and I was insisting, “Tell me!” and then 
she told me everything. She said, “I was together with my sister-in-law. She is deceased 
now but she was a good person.” She said, “They let her go and they stopped me”.

My sister was pregnant at that time and they raped her two-three weeks after she gave 
birth. My God, how hard it was to listen to what she had to say. She made me swear on 
my children that I will not tell anyone. I told her, “I swear that no one will ever find out” 
because she was afraid of her husband’s family circle. She has seven brothers-in-law 
and four or five sisters-in-law because they had two mothers. My sister said, “Since you 
insist, I will tell you but you have to give me your word that our parents and siblings will 
never find out”. 

We have a family relation with my sister’s in-laws because my brother-in-law’s daughter 
is married to my sister’s brother-in-law, and that’s why she was afraid that someone 
might find out. I kept that word for 21 years, now 22 years. As she was telling me what 
happened to her, I was feeling pain, maybe more than her. She said, “Fear makes your 
mind numb”. I didn’t tell anyone about this for ten years. After ten years thank goodness, 
I started working and then I told my colleagues. It felt like I was holding a burden. She is 
a victim, why shouldn’t she speak about it? Somebody must speak for our sisters. Our 
government officials didn’t do anything for our sisters. 

I shared this with my colleagues. They were mostly men because we were only two wom-
en there, I worked mostly with men. There were only two women and maybe we didn’t 
work on the same shift. Now we don’t work together anymore. 

My colleagues expressed their compassion. Some were saying, “It was war time” and 
some others were saying, “Talk about it, get rid of it from your mind, let it pass” I also 
had nerve-based problems. Because of fear my belly button dislocated and I went and 
visited many alternative medicine practitioners because doctors couldn’t help me. It 
happened during the war. After I gave birth, the problem went away. It took me three-
four years until I regained my strength. 

My family members noticed as well that we were not feeling well. They were saying, “It’s 
because you gave birth during the war.” and that is what we would say as well. I was nev-
er fat. I have photos. But my sister had almost 80 kilograms. Where did all that weight 
go? Why did she lose so much weight? Everybody was asking her, “Is your husband 
treating you well?” and our family members started suspecting a bit but I never said a 
word. I started talking about it and getting rid of this burden in order to help our sisters. 
I started by telling my colleagues.   

Then a colleague of mine told me about your organization and he said, “Hasije, why 
don’t you tell your sister to go there?” Two or three of them told me to go but one of them 
was the initiator. He was a prisoner himself and he knows about the suffering. I told him, 
“I’m afraid that she is afraid to go there because of her family circle. Her husband knows 
and he supports her a lot”. And it’s true her husband supported her a lot. My sister told 
me, “Never in his life did he mention it to me”.

We met very often while I was staying at my father’s house. When our brothers would 
see that we are losing weight and that we’re worried they would come and take us out. 
Neither of us had good living conditions. My living conditions got even harder. We had 
good living conditions before the war started and then we hit rock bottom. All three 
sisters were in a similar situation. Our youngest sister was not married. She got married 
in 2001.   

I have this sense of pain but also, I feel hatred. How could they abuse and rape a mother 
that gave birth just three weeks before? How couldn’t they feel pain, I would feel pain for 
an unknown woman even if she was from a foreign country in Africa. I cannot describe 
my sister’s horrifying experience. My sister experienced another pain in her life because 
her son doesn’t speak at all. He is disabled.
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I was always close to my sister but now we are inseparable. We speak for hours on the 
phone, so she would get rid of the stress. We speak about our families, about our chil-
dren. I feel sorry for her, not only that she was raped but now her son doesn’t speak at 
all. But she has a daughter that has all good marks at school. She had all straight A’s. 
However, she didn’t manage to get into university, she had no help from the government 
at all. I feel sorry for her. She is not married; she worked a little but now because of the 
pandemic she is not working anymore.  

I try to talk to her, to give her advice, to encourage her, to give her some help. I didn’t give 
her any financial aid because I didn’t have good financial situation myself but I talked 
to her. My brothers and my father helped her with the finances. I have to thank God for 
the family we have, for the brothers we have. My youngest sister got married at a good 
family. He had good living conditions and he helped my other sister. Every time I hear 
them talk about Mufti’s family, I remember my sister and I feel pain. Mufti’s brother took 
my sister and my nephew that doesn’t speak to Skopje. They took him also to Tirana to 
cure him, they don’t know what happened to my sister. Nobody knows. Mufti’s brother 
helped them a lot because of their son.      

I never felt ashamed because my sister is a victim. Why should I? I feel proud of my sis-
ter and with her husband who supports her. I would like to thank him because he never 
said anything wrong to my sister and he supported her and helped her a lot. My sister 
had different problems with her health, she had blood pressure, stomach problems, 
and he always supported her. He bought her medicine; he took her out and didn’t leave 
her inside the house. Because I have experienced depression myself and sometimes 
you get the feeling that if you don’t go out in the yard or at least to the door that you will 
suffocate, you get anxiety and your heart starts beating fast. Her husband took her to 
see many doctors, more than my husband took me.    

I would like to help the entire community, help all of our sisters because they are victims. 
I want to help them. Why should those victims stay unrevealed? None of them did it will-
ingly. These women are bigger heroes than our fallen heroes. Because our fallen heroes 
got shot by a bullet and they died. I know that it’s very difficult, there were many massa-
cres but this is being massacred and left alive. My sister is a victim of a massacre, not of 
a rape. She is massacred and still alive. When you do it with your husband you feel a bit 
of pain let alone if three-four people force it upon you. To be ripped apart, to be bitten, 
left unconscious. How can you not help them? The entire nation has to help them. This 
was the first issue that should have been addressed. I wouldn’t even talk about other 
victim’s before addressing this issue, for our sisters.    

I got information from my colleagues but also from TV about your association because 
I saw Feride speaking. That got me inspired. I said to myself, why should we keep these 
things hidden? Why shouldn’t I bring my sister to tell her story? She doesn’t want any 
financing; she just wants to be recognized as a victim. Let all the victims speak up, what 
the Serbs did to our Albanian sisters. Not only to my sister, but to all the sisters. But my 
sister didn’t want to. I have been begging her for more than a year. 

I told Atifete, I have told everybody that my sister was raped. My sister asked me, “Are 
you crazy? What will happen if my husband’s family finds out?”  I told her, “I will go in-
stead of you and tell what they did to you and how you have suffered. I will tell that you 
were raped by Serbs, and how much you have suffered in Makovc and in Fushe Kosove 
and that you were abused four times on the road Prishtina - Fushe Kosove while you 
were with your three weeks old baby. For that reason, I had to tell my colleagues.” 

First, I would like to thank God for giving me this courage because she is my sister and 
I was afraid that this would destroy her family.  I have never asked my sister if her hus-
band knows that I know. I have never asked her because it’s very hard. I try to protect 
her. I just couldn’t. I thank God for the courage he has given me, and also, I would like 
to thank my colleagues and the association. I think that this association deserves the 
biggest merit because they are helping our sisters. I am a woman myself and I know 
what it would be to experience these things and I would like everybody to reveal their 
experiences not only my sister’s experience.
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Luli was born into a family which, due to her grandfather’s commitments and the geo-
graphical position of the house where he moved, became one of the first KLA cells in 
Kosovo. A teenage boy, he becomes a courier of messages between important figures 
for the preparation of the war. In ‘98 he carried weapons for the army. He was arrested 
right after the attack in Llapushnik Gorge.

He is raped while in custody, beaten, tortured by inhumane methods, fainted, moves 
from prison to prison. In Dubrava prison he experiences the days of NATO bombing, and 
the bloodiest plow of the Serbian regime against prisoners during the war. He says it 
was “completely unconscious, life and death were nothing to me!” The survivors of Du-
brava, as soon as the war ends, are transferred to the Nis prison until March 16, 2001, 
when the international factor intervenes.

In freedom, life goes on, he marries his fiancée. His biggest problem is how to tell his 
wife the one of kind of torture: rape.
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MY MESSAGE IS,
DON’T HOLD IT IN YOU!

The living conditions during my childhood were not so good. Just 
like everybody else during the occupation. Only my father used to 
work. A small salary for all of us, a family with nine children, five 
brothers and four sisters, father and mother. 

My grandfather and my father were very religious. My late grand-
father was involved also in politics, he was punished three or four 
times by the Yugoslav regime. As I remember, he was involved in 
the early stages of the movement. He was a gunsmith, a very ca-
pable one. Tito held in his hands a rifle that my grandfather made. 

Every time when he would make a rifle, they would come and take 
it away. He would them: “You can come and take it away, but you 
can’t take away my knowledge, I will make another one and you 
can’t stop me”. And my father, no, he was never involved in politics.

My grandfather used to be an imam as well but he was not strict, 
God rest his soul, he was not like some current ones that are quite 
racist. I was less than ten years old when I remember my grandfa-
ther saying “Women must wear trousers!” and that time none of the 
women used to. Everybody would question him and ask him: “How 
come you are an imam and you say such a thing?” he would reply 
“If I have the right to wear trousers then so should they”. He was a 
very open-minded person, everybody loved him. He was close to ev-
eryone. Whoever had a problem, he would solve it. Everybody loved 
him. He was a very capable worker and he used to work in a factory.  

I grew up in a childhood without a TV, nor radio, absolutely nothing. 
Until later, we didn’t have anything because we were punished from 
Serbian regime, former Yugoslav regime. They took all of my grand-
father’s land and they put him on a mountain. It was only a house 
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there, in the middle of some valley. Our house was kilometers away 
from the village. Only the sky and the forest can be seen from the 
place where our house was located.  

My father went away when I was 11 years old. He went to Switzer-
land. Then there was a possibility to get electricity like everybody 
else but no, the Serbian regime never allowed us. When father went 
to Switzerland, our living condition improved a bit. He brought us 
a TV which we rarely watched, only when we had gasoline for the 
generator. 

My father was always pro-education, since the time before the war, 
before it became normal to see a boy and a girl walking alone. My 
father used to be a very good pupil at the school, but grandfather 
didn’t allow him, neither did the regime since we were persecuted 
by them. But my father used to tell my sisters “Do you want to go to 
school? Go ahead, go! I will support you all the way. But when you 
go to school and you fall in love with a boy, please tell me, it’s not a 
problem. I will check him out and everything will be fine”. So even 
such a long time ago he was very tolerant. He is still alive. He can’t 
stand injustice. He treated equally all the daughters and sons. He 
told his daughter: “If you don’t want to go to school, I will not set 
you up for marriage or engagement without you seeing the man 
first yourself”. He brought to the house her man and she saw him. 
It was a normal thing and everything went fine until the war started. 

As an 11 years old kid somehow, I got to be responsible for the 
family. Grandfather died when I was 10 years old and then father 
went away so I was taking care of my brothers and sisters as I was 
the eldest child. One sister is older than me but I was the oldest 
from the boys so I had to take care of the family. It was very hard 
to do so at that age. If you told someone now that I took care of the 
family at the age of 11 it would be unimaginable for them. But I had 
to provide wood for the winter myself by using my shoulders. All by 
myself. With a lot of effort. 

I was also going to school and during weekends I used all my free 
time to carry wood on my shoulders because we didn’t have a car-
riage. We carried wood together with my sister, in order to prepare 
for the winter. Our house was a kilometer and a half away. We also 
had to provide flour for the winter. Winters used to very harsh, not 
like nowadays. Buying the flour and carrying it slowly with a wheel-
barrow so we would have enough to pass the winter. 

I had extremely good relationship with my brothers and sisters, es-
pecially with my older sister. At that time my older sister was like 
a brother to me because she was two years older than me. She 
always stood by my side. When I would go to the forest to cut wood, 
she would always be there with me. If I would go to the village to do 
something or fix a fence, she was always there with me. She was 
my right hand and she still is. I have four other brothers and four 
sisters but with this sister I was inseparable up until the time she 
got married. But even today I am still closer to her rather than with 
other siblings.

Nobody dared to help us out because our families were surveilled 
by the police. Almost everybody gave up on us and the people from 
our village were afraid to give us help because they were forbidden 
to do so. They were surveilled by the Serbian regime. 

When family takes one direction, also the children follow those 
steps. When you grow up in that kind of environment, you have no 
options but to follow those steps. When our army started appear-
ing, so during the early movement, they always came to our house. 
There was no other way to reach our houses, only one way. And our 
liberation army felt safer at our house. 

So during the early beginning when they appeared for the first time 
in 1994-1995 they stayed at our house all the time. If you would tell 
someone that Liberation Army existed in Kosovo at that time, no-
body would believe you. Since 1994 they were always at our house. 
Usually, they would come during the night so the children wouldn’t 
see them. Their movement was very limited but we had our houses 
near the forest so there was no problem. They stayed for days and 
nights at the guest room. All this happened after my grandfather 
died. But then my uncle was there every time. He was also a soldier. 

I was pretty good at school. I started primary school when I was 
eight years old, since I was the eldest son. They took me to school 
a bit late because the winters were harsh then. The teachers there 
were persecuted. All the former prisoners were, and always since 
childhood I was their liaison. I would secretly send them back and 
forth letters. I did it since I was 11 years old because father was not 
there, we were all alone.

When I finished the eighth grade, I started the first level of the sec-
ondary school. I had friends but not so many. Friends my age had 
other friends, but our friend group was smaller and we didn’t go out 
and play with other kids. But I completed only the first year. When 
the second year started in September because of the pamphlets 
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we made the police was looking for us. So, I was forced to leave 
school. We started the second year and if I am not mistaken two 
weeks later the police came and kicked us out. We had to discon-
tinue going to school. After that I dealt with cattle, in the forest. 

I had a relationship with my uncles since a long time ago. There 
was a man early in the movement and he always kept contact with 
us. I joined the national movement, and very rarely did I go out to 
the market or do something. Mostly my sister would go out and 
she took care of us until she got married. 

Father helped us a lot from Switzerland. He would come occasion-
ally but they maltreated him. My uncle or my brother would go to 
the police station but not me, I was afraid. My uncle at that time 
used to work at a factory. When my father would plan to come 
to Kosovo for a visit, my uncle had to go to the police station to 
inform them how many days he plans to stay and on which day 
he would come, he would then obtain a document from the police 
and then my father would come. When my father would decide 
to go back to Switzerland, he had to go to the police station and 
inform them “I will leave tomorrow at this time”.

I started dealing with the army much more. Since I was 11 years 
old, I was with them. And when the war started, I was inseparable 
with them. But today … I am very disappointed with those things. 
I am not against the things I have done for my country. We were 
indebted to the country, but the way our people lost the values 
and diminished the struggle, I never imagined that such a thing 
could have happened. 

War started for me in 1995. I was visiting my cousins, my father’s 
first cousins. They were living in Germany but they came for vaca-
tion and I was staying at their place. We would go to them because 
they had a television, better living conditions. I remember Serbian 
police came to their place and took my cousin away. In matter of 
second I managed to escape from there. They entered inside the 
house yard. It was winter, snow, lots of ice. I went out through the 
window in the corridor, behind the house, because I was always 
ready to escape. I always tried running away and away but at the 
end I ended up in prison.

The same day they took my cousin and they sent him to the police 
station where they told him “You have a traffic fine for your vehi-
cle”. They did this only to take money from him because both of 
them were working in Germany. They maltreated him; they beat 
him up. Then they would non-stop ask for weapons from them. 

Just because they had money. The spies that cooperated with police would tell them 
“This one has money, ask for weapons”. And they didn’t have anything because they 
were not involved in those things. So, my cousins were beaten up, maltreated and mon-
ey was taken from them. 

My duty was to carry the weapons. I was in Albania seven times. I was very young. I 
used to carry their documents, from Berisha, from … Very few people knew what KLA 
was. When they appeared for the first-time wearing masks, they were more open to the 
public. We would go wherever they would take us; I was a bit younger, so people wouldn’t 
doubt that I am dealing with these things. Nobody ever thought that I was involved be-
cause I was very young, ordinary, just a child. But I always did their tasks.

When the war started in 1998, I was home. We never left our house. In December of 
1997, since we had two houses, they asked us “Would you allow the KLA to use one of 
your houses and you both families to move in the other house?”

Then my family stayed at my uncle’s family most of the time, because our house be-
came like headquarters, even before the capture of Llapushnik gorge. When the family 
went to stay at my uncle, I would visit them often. My mother, brothers and younger 
sister stayed there but also my uncle’s living conditions were not good. And I had to take 
them away from there, they couldn’t stay anymore. 

Luckily, my mother is still alive but she is very tired. She has a high blood pressure. My 
mother had a great role in my life, since childhood she was both my father and mother. 
I tried to respect her. She was very strict in every aspect, regarding money and other 
things. She did not finish school but she always counted the money to the last cent. 
During the daytime she couldn’t do it so she did it during night. She knew where every 
cent is going to be spent. She suffered a lot because of me. I joined the army very early 
and she was there for me all time day and night. While I was free maybe I didn’t appre-
ciate her so much but this changed when I was imprisoned. When I was imprisoned, my 
mother suffered a lot. 

In ’98 when the army started the offensive to capture the Llapushnik gorge, my mother 
and the rest were at my uncle’s house. I went there and a soldier, now a martyr, told me 
“We need you much more without a uniform rather than wearing a uniform”. I risked a 
lot. I went to Prishtina many times to take money in order to bring supplies for the army. 
I was a civilian; I was not wearing a uniform and holding a rifle on my shoulder. So, my 
task was to bring money and letters to Adem Demaçi and the army at that time. 

In ’98 when the Llapushnik gorge offensive took place, it was July and a friend told me 
“Go to your family!” I told him “But it’s the same, here and there” he said  ”The situation 
is not good. You must go to your uncle, to your family”. I told him “I am safer here rather 
than at my uncle’s place” and he told me “Listen, go to your family”. As soon as the 
Llapushnik gorge fell, the Serbian forces entered, I remained at my uncle’s. We stayed 
there until the September offensive, which took place on 25-26-27 September 1998. 
On 27th I was imprisoned, caught by the Serbian army and police. 



109108

They took us to the police station in Shtime. At the police station yard there were some 
garages full of men which were brought there. Sometime at 2 or 3 in the afternoon they 
started taking us one by one and checking with paraffin if anyone used a weapon or 
gunpowder. We were put inside the police station one by one. My turn was around the 
midnight. I remember it like it was yesterday, it was raining. You could hear screams 
coming from that place, different kind of tortures were taking place.

I entered, they prepared the paraffin sample and I was waiting to be interrogated. Then 
two police officers just grabbed me and put me inside the bathroom. I tried to resist 
but it was impossible. I was screaming and shouting while one of them was holding and 
pushing my head down. The other one, by using a knife removed my trousers and belt 
and … the first one raped me. 

I don’t know their names. If I would see pictures, I would recognize them. Unfortunately, 
Hamze Hajra is not alive anymore because he would have recognized them. He was a 
translator at the police station. While I was screaming and shouting, this Hamze Hajra 
heard me and he saved me. He saved me from the second one, because the first one 
did what he intended to do. But Hamza came, kicked the door and pulled me out and 
then they didn’t interrogate me anymore. He didn’t take me to the place where they were 
interrogating people. He threw me out. I had a problem even when I was out. Others who 
were being interrogated were all coming out beaten up. And I came out without being 
beaten up. Then everyone was asking me “What happened to you? Why did they beat 
us up and you were not beaten up?”  I was unable to tell them what happened to me. 
Because, when Hamze Hajra pulled me out from the bathroom, he told me, “Don’t tell 
anyone about what just happened”. And I never told anyone except my cousin, I told him. 
That night we stayed at the police station hungry and thirsty. We were drinking water 
only when it would rain, when water would drip from the cover because we didn’t have 
any water. 

Next day they prepared a list. They prepared two full buses to go to Prishtina. On 28th 
September, the next day, we were brought to the prison in Prishtina. Then the prison 
maltreating started, just like the S.U.P. (S.I.F. - Secretary of Internal Affairs) knew how to 
maltreat people. They interrogated us for three days in a row; I was tied for 48 hours and 
questioned about everything. All the questions were about the Liberation Army and they 
had photos; they just wanted to maltreat me because they had all the photos: photos 
of the Liberation Army, of everyone who was a soldier. Whoever was killed they put an 
X on the photos.  

They tortured us in every possible way. They would put needles under our nails in order 
to force us to talk. They were asking about everybody, about Azem Syla, about Ymer 
Elshani, about leaders of KLA, asking where they were. They interrogated for 48 hours 
and I didn’t drink or eat anything. In such times a person doesn’t thing about food, you 
can survive without food but without water it was very hard. I was tied to a radiator and 
there was a small table in the middle.

One of the officers was throwing at me a 1.5-liter plastic bottle full 
of water. Initially I tried to defend myself because my hands were 
tied but that was done to psychologically destroy me. I was young, 
18 years old. After 48 hours, the S.I.F. officers changed. But I was 
unable to talk after 48 hours. My tongue got thick. I barely spoke 
and said “I am unable to talk if you don’t give me water”. He said 
“Yes, but you will drink it the way I tell you to!” I told him “Just un-
tie my hand”. The bottle was on the table and seeing it but being 
unable to drink is worse than death itself. He untied my hand and 
I took it. I know that I drank the water and then I lost my memory. I 
lost consciousness immediately. Then I just saw myself, waking up 
after some time in the room. 

I was heavily abused, beaten up, broken. They took a boiled egg 
while it was hot and they put it in my armpit. I was thinking to my-
self at that time “It would be better if they would kill me rather than 
what is happening to me”. And then the trial started, the judge was 
Danica Marinkovic. She told me “Starting from today you will be 
safe because when you appear in front of the judge – and I am 
investigating judge – you will be safer”.

I have talked always and maybe that is why I suffered more. I was 
always stubborn, I never backed down. I was the same in front of 
the judge, same in front of the UDBA officers (Yugoslav State Se-
curity Administration) when they interrogated me, same in front of 
the court – our judge was called Dragoljub Zdravkovic – and I never 
agreed with what they had to say. For the first six-seven months I 
didn’t think too much of the rape, it was just like a foggy memory. 
But after we went through the heavy abuse, it became harder and 
harder for me. Years are passing by and the issue of rape is not 
fading away but it’s getting harder every day. In every movement of 
anyone, when I hang around with family members whenever I hear 
someone talking, I think “They are talking about me, they found 
out!”. It’s a very heavy burden for me. 

I stayed for six months in Prishtina’s prison. You can’t imagine how 
they abused us. After six months they took us to Lipjan prison. It 
was a rule, like a house rule that whenever you would be trans-
ferred from prison to prison you would get beaten up so hard that 
there are no words to describe it. When the NATO bombing started, 
I was in Lipjan prison.

From Lipjan they took us to Dubrava’s prison. In Dubrava we re-
ceived more bread. They removed the prisoners from there and 
they converted it to a military base. When we went there all the 
prison doors had holes made by knives. In Dubrava they brought 
all the political prisoners: Ukshin Hoti, Avni Klinaku, Nait Hasani, 
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Bislim Zogu and Enver Dugolli from Srem of Mitrovica, all of them 
were together with us. When they brought me to Dubrava, I had the 
opportunity to talk with Ukshin Hoti, Nait Hasani and Avni Klinaku. I 
socialized with Avni also in Nish prison, after the Dubrava massacre 
ended.    

On 16th of May 1999, it was a Sunday, I remember it as if it hap-
pened yesterday, they released Ukshin Hoti. He and two other per-
sons were released that day. Unfortunately, I don’t remember the 
names of the other two persons. On 19th of May they bombed the 
prison for the first time, they bombed only one pavilion and we broke 
the doors and we went outside, because the guardians were also 
running away during the bombing. On the 19th they bombed only 
once, then on the 20th they bombed once the second pavilion but 
not where we were located. When they bombed the first time, one 
person was killed, he was from Ferizaj. When the bomb hit a part 
of the ceiling fell and killed him because he was locked in isolation. 

On the second time, on 20th they bombed only once one pavilion 
and on 21st they bombed all day long the entire prison. All the ob-
jects inside the Dubrava prison were bombed. We broke the doors 
and went outside. We were in front of the kitchen when they started 
bombing. First, they bombed the central heating. The second pro-
jectile hit the kitchen; we were in front of the kitchen and from there 
we went outside to the sports field. 

That night we slept at the sports field. We were not safe inside from 
the bombing. We took some blankets, some thin mattresses that 
we’ve had on our beds and we placed them on the sports field. 
We could hear them moving all night long and talking. They were 
saying “Serbia is done”. There was movement all night long and 
in the early morning one of them came out from the observation 
tower and shouted through a megaphone “Everybody line up. We 
want to count you and remove you from here because it is not safe 
here anymore” And as soon as we formed the line at the sports 
field, they suddenly started shooting at us with Kalashnikovs, snip-
ers and throwing hand grenades at us. More than 20 years have 
passed and I still don’t understand how I survived when they start-
ed shooting at us. 

There was a small slope which protected us a lot from their shoot-
ing. Personally, I prayed to God, because only God decides when 
your soul will be taken, and I prayed my soul to be taken. It is better 
to be dead than to hold such a burden that I have. And 100 times I 
have prayed to God, “Take my soul, and don’t let me live”. Because 
I feared that if someone would find out then life would be unbear-
able for me. 

We stayed for another four days there. And we were hiding in ev-
ery possible place, sometimes in the kitchen basement and other 
times in the sports field. We hid also in the sewer shafts because 
in the Dubrava prison the shafts were big, maybe two by two. We 
would hide wherever we could and if they noticed just the slightest 
movement, they would shoot at us with a sniper. That day we were 
hiding in the kitchen basement, constantly agonizing that “any min-
ute now they will come for us, to execute us”.

I didn’t care anymore. I was praying “God, I hope a bullet will hit me 
so I would not live any longer with this pain”. My throat tightened 
and because of the memory of what happened to me I couldn’t 
breathe. But nothing happened to me. God didn’t allow it. And here 
I am today.

We hid all night long and the next day they entered the prison. They 
were shouting “Surrender! “ and we were already surrendered, we 
didn’t have weapons, we were prisoners. They entered and they 
started throwing hand grenades in sewer shafts and kitchen base-
ment which were full of prisoners. At that time regular army arrived. 
We would tell the difference because they were younger. And the 
paramilitary forces and reservists were older persons. And then 
when they arrived then for a half an hour or more, they were shoot-
ing at each other. One was screaming “Do you want me to cut your 
head, I have a quick hand?”. All this because they dressed up and 
armed the Serbian prisoners as well. We know who they are, we 
have their names and photos, everything. So, for a half an hour 
they fought with each other. Then the regular army entered and 
one from their lines shouted “Nobody dare shoot another bullet!” 
he said “We are the regular army”, “Don’t try to escape across the 
walls, because whoever gets close to NATO will get killed”. He also 
said “We are also endangered and there is nothing we can do”.

We went out. We started gathering the wounded, there were over 
300 wounded persons in the cruelest way. We gathered the bodies, 
the deceased, and we started writing their names, last names, and 
we folded the papers in a plastic bag and put it with the deceased 
so they would have some sort of identification, we did what we pos-
sibly could. We covered them, because it was May, high tempera-
tures, the smell … We stayed there with the corpses for four days. 
The bodies started smelling very bad. We were hungry. All of us 
became emotionless; life and death meant nothing anymore. It be-
came all the same, you get killed, you don’t get killed, all the same. 
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Four days later they removed us from there, they returned us to 
Lipjan prison. We stayed there for another three weeks. On 9th of 
June in the evening they tied our hands so strong by using ropes 
that prisoners were getting sick. They untied us the next day and 
on 10th of June 1999 we were sent to Serbia. The “Nish Express” 
bus came and took us, I remember as it happened yesterday, took 
us to Nish prison. At that time, I was still not convicted. Then we 
went in front of the judge and they sentenced us … Even though the 
war has ended they still continued abusing us, while the Milosevic 
regime was in place, they abused the Albanians a lot. But when 
Milosevic regime fell, we he got arrested, it became a bit easier for 
us. They didn’t abuse us anymore because Red Cross came and 
also international organizations started visiting us, so the situation 
started calming down. From that moment we were not ill-treated 
so much anymore but we just had to serve the sentence which we 
were issued. The guardians in Nish wanted to guard us because 
we were giving them good cigarettes which we would receive from 
home. 

My mother came to visit me at the prison in Nish, but the trip caused 
her car sickness.  My mother came together with Enver Dugolli’s 
mother and with Bislim Zogu’s mother. All of them got in one vehicle 
and came to visit us. They told us that we have to speak in Serbian 
language with them but my mother didn’t attend school for long. I 
told them “But I have to explain in Albanian language everything 
that happened, she didn’t go to school”. So, we decided not to go 
out, better not to see them rather than talking in Serbian language. 
None of them spoke Serbian language. Our mother never knew Ser-
bian language. Women never knew Serbian language. 

So, we appealed with the lawyer for human rights in Serbia … I don’t 
remember his name but he was an Albanian. He visited us and we 
made a request that, if we have the right for a visit, we must be able 
to speak our native language because our mothers don’t speak any 
other language. And then they allowed us. My mother then came for 
the second time and she came together with my fiancé because I 
got engaged before I was imprisoned. They were also treated bad-
ly. My mother didn’t know the rules that she is not allowed to give 
anything to me, that we are supposed just to talk. And she knew 
that I was always fond of watches. So, when she saw that I don’t 
have my watch she took out hers and wanted to give it to me. “You 
can’t!”. That day three times my visit had to be interrupted. I spoke 
more with guardians, explaining my mother, rather than talk to my 
mother. I feel sorry for her because she suffered a lot because of 
me. Every time she came to Nish she would be holding an infusion. 
She gets carsick easily. We tried to give her different medicaments, 
but they were useless. 

My fiancé would come together with my mother. We got engaged in 
1997. She always stood by my mother. Her father came very often 
to visit us. 

In year 2000 the Serbian prisoners were asking to be exonerated. 
They broke everything and they set the prison on fire. Huge riots 
occurred. We remained locked. First floor was intended for prison-
ers with regular offences and we were located on two floors above. 
On the second floor the Gjakova prisoners were located, 145 of 
them and we were on the third floor. We barricaded the door be-
cause there were many of them outside, many were drug addicts. 
For ten days the situation remained like that. Natasa Kandic and 
Flora Brovina came to visit us. Flora was released from prison two 
weeks prior, or maybe a month, I am not sure.

In June of 2001 we received the news from the court that in Ser-
bian parliament they adopted the law for exoneration, after pres-
sure from internationals. I received a letter that I will be released. I 
was sentenced for holding meetings with the intention to separate 
Kosovo from Yugoslavia and creating Great Albania. We were ac-
cused that we went to Albania, carried weapons and held meetings 
how to separate Kosovo from Serbia and to join Albania. We were 
accused with articles 125 in connection with article 136, for ter-
rorism. 

Red Cross came to take us, it was a Friday. They welcomed me in 
Pristina because KFOR didn’t allow anyone to come close to the 
border. I came to Pristina where my entire family waited for me. It 
was a huge contrast. When I was imprisoned all of them were very 
small, my brothers, everybody. And now when I left the prison, they 
seemed to me like they all grew up. I went home, big happiness. 
Father came from Switzerland a week later because he couldn’t 
come earlier. He stayed for a week and he was saying “I will go to 
Switzerland for a month and then I will come back and organize a 
big weeding for my oldest son” but my in-laws convinced him other-
wise. Everybody convinced him “We will do everything, you can go”. 
Father also didn’t have much time to stay. I got married a month 
after I was set free. And then we were celebrating and I didn’t have 
too much time to think of what happened to me. When my son 
was born, it was a bit easier for me. But as the years were passing, 
instead of getting easier it just became harder and harder for me. I 
was always afraid that someone will find out. Always afraid and un-
der pressure, always feeling guilt, afraid that someone might bring 
it up! Even today, if I hear family members talking, my mind will be 
“They found out, they’re talking about me!”. That feeling is causing 
me problems, it’s not going away but it’s getting harder and harder 
every day. 
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My second son was born two years after. In 2015, I had my young-
est daughter. Since June of 2004, I rented a house in Prishtina. 
And I left only to stay as far as possible in case anyone ever finds 
out. When we rented his house, my younger son was only two-three 
months old and I remember for four days and nights we were eating 
from a small pan, barely surviving. My wife is like that, she doesn’t 
give up. We would go to my in-laws and they would ask us: “How are 
things going?” I would reply “Everything is good, we’re doing well” 
and in reality, we didn’t have food at home. I just came out from 
prison; I couldn’t find work because it was July and it was hard. I 
left the house years ago and I am staying with rent because of my 
issue. I never had any problems at home with the family members. 
I did it just because I was afraid that they might find out. 

Then the law for status recognition was adopted. Our Center for 
Rehabilitation used to be near the Students Canteen, somewhere 
there. I went four-five times up to the place where the German Eye 
Clinic was located. I went four-five times and I returned. I simply 
couldn’t speak to anyone. And when the law was adopted then I 
went. We waited for a year after we applied until they accepted. 
Now it is much easier. 

But the biggest relief for me was when I told my wife. I told her be-
fore my status was recognized. I couldn’t believe that she will react 
the way she did, but thanks to God, I have her full support. And I 
know that she helped me a lot. Every time when I talk to her, she 
tells me: “Listen, that’s in the past now. Look forward to life, just 
think positively, and think about the children”. She tries to make 
it go away for me. But that is something that will never go away, it 
stays in the heart, and my wife knows very well, but she is always 
supportive. She is my right hand. 

And it’s always on my mind, even when I talk to my wife, I say: “What 
if the children find out?” and she tells me “No one will find out!”, she 
supports me a lot but my biggest concern is what if the children find 
out tomorrow, then what? Maybe nothing will happen, but a man 
always thinks of the worst.  

My message is, don’t hold it in you like I did for so many years. It 
would have been better if I spoke to my wife earlier. Since I spoke 
to her, I feel such a relief. Talk to your close ones, to the ones you 
trust more. Don’t hold it in because it will destroy you. I know that 
these concerns will never disappear for us; we will take them to 
the grave. But at least share this experience with your close ones. 
Personally, since I arrived here and spoke to you and to my wife, I 
am much relieved!
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Since the war ended, Merita grew up feeling emptiness because of her father’s ab-
sence. Not that she doesn’t have a father but he was never there for her. He is a director 
of a company in Germany and rarely does he come to visit his wife and two children in 
Kosovo.  Curious to understand the reason for his coldness and the endless tears of her 
mother pervaded Merita’s entire childhood, and even shaped her character.

And if this was not a sufficient burden while they were growing up then the life of these 
two children and their mother was made even more difficult by living under the same 
roof with the family of the father’s brother, the uncle of the two children, where they 
had to endure everyday comments and rude behavior of the uncle’s wife against them 
because the brother-in-law turned his back on them. When Merita turned 16 years old 
she became more mature, she understood the truth which was as old as the war itself.
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WHEN I FOUND OUT I 
COULDN’T JUSTIFY HIM!

I am 24 years old. I grew up in a village called Jezerc and it’s 
the best village I’ve seen. Not only because it is my village but 
this village has everything you need. We had very good living 
conditions. I remember when I was 5 years old my mother took 
me to preschool. It was a very good school, I had good class-
mates and my teacher taught us almost until the fourth grade. 
It’s one of the best periods of my life and I remember it fondly.  

My father did not come often, he was staying in Germany. He 
had a construction company with his own employees. I grew 
up with my mother. I have only one brother. We stayed togeth-
er with two uncles where one of them had five children and the 
other had four. We all lived together. After the war ended my 
father didn’t come that often, so my mother took care of us. 

Mother worked with hand embroidering. An organization was 
located near our house and some women would come and 
give her work with embroidery. My mother was very good at 
it, when she was a young girl she learned how to embroider 
and sew. My mother says, “We would earn money for our work 
and that would make our life easier, but also it was enjoyable 
because women from the neighbourhood would gather and 
we would meet, talk and socialize”.

During the time when my father was not there, my mother 
played the role of both my father and mother. She took good 
care of us. My uncles behaved well with us until a certain 
point, but then one of the uncles built his own house. My fa-
ther built that house but my uncle went to live in it without any 
prior agreement and we stayed living with the other uncle and 
from that moment the situation among us just worsened. My 
uncle’s wife, the one with whom we were living was a very dif-
ficult person. She was very jealous of my mother, “Why is your 
husband living abroad and mine isn’t?” Or when she would 
wash the clothes, she had five children and my mother had 
only two, she would always complain, “The laundry detergent 
is being spent!” Father would sometimes send money but my 
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uncles misused it and then he got disappointed with them. At the 
beginning there was a connection between my mother and father 
but as the time was passing by my father would come very rarely 
and that connection just faded, we really missed him. 

I spent the best period of my life while I was at school. I used to be a 
good pupil. When I started growing up, both me and my brother, we 
understood that the fact that our father isn’t coming back became 
an issue for the people around. I had the feeling as if we were in the 
center of attention. It would make me feel worthless. I was afraid of 
being judged. And as much as I was saying, “My father is abroad!” 
deep down I knew that it was pointless because I knew that he is 
just not interested in us. My mother wouldn’t tell me why father isn’t 
coming back. 

I would see how my uncles behaved with their children and I would 
envy that feeling. My mother did her best around us, she taught us 
and educated us, but we felt the absence of my father a lot. Espe-
cially when we were with our uncles and we would see their children 
with both parents.

I remember when I started asking my mother, but now I don’t re-
member what she would tell me. When I turned 12 years old, I start-
ed understanding some things more or less and I started missing 
my father’s care. I remember when he would arrive from Jezerc 
and he would buy things for me, chocolates and other things. Even 
though these are minor details, I remember him as a kind person. 

We were of similar age with my cousins and we played different 
games together, we played with a rubber band, with strings, hide 
and seek, hula hoop. We had walnuts, we would plant beans, har-
vest beans, we took corn cobs, just like life in the village has it. We 
would help the elderly in the fields in the morning and evenings.

Since five or six of us were of a similar age we would go to school 
together, maybe someone was two-three years older but we would 
all go together to the school in the morning or evening depending 
on the schedule. We had a really good time because we were all 
children, but as soon as they grew up, they got influenced and they 
started asking us why our father wasn’t coming. They had a bad 
influence. They were asking us, “Where is your father? Why doesn’t 
he care about you?” and as they were growing up, they heard their 
parents saying, “He is not coming back. He doesn’t know where 
his wife and kids are.” They were saying that my father has another 
wife abroad, that he has other children. 

I remember that my uncle’s wife made me cry very often because 
she hated me and she behaved badly with me. Once she told me 
once: “You are a scoundrel!” and that is something very harsh to 
say to a child. I remember I would go to the second floor and I would 
cry in our room. My mother was protecting me. 

But it’s not easy when your father is not there to protect you and 
tell her, “You can’t say that to my child!” It’s different. Also, the child 
wouldn’t shed a tear anymore, because its heart wouldn’t tremble. 
I was a quiet child. I would hear the wives of my uncles arguing with 
my mother and that would influence me. Then when I was in school, 
I never wanted to argue with anyone because I was afraid, they 
would intimidate me. I lost my self-confidence. 

I never gathered strength to stand up against anyone, to object, to 
protect myself. If my mother would tell me something bad, it would 
destroy me. I always dreamt of my father protecting me, to tell my 
uncle’s wife “Don’t dare say that to my daughter. Take care of your 
own kids!” but I never had that. Mother took good care of us. My 
school was good and it was close to the place where we were living. 
Every time I pass by it, I feel like crying. I have many good memo-
ries, but also bad memories. I had good schoolmates. I studied, I 
loved reading. When I would read, I would forget everything about 
how they were behaving with us at home. I remember when some 
foreign investors came and they repaired the library in the village, it 
was perfect, they supplied it with computers, tables and many good 
Albanian books. My teacher from preschool, the one that taught me 
until fourth grade was appointed head of the library and that was 
an advantage for me. He knew about my situation; he knew that 
father didn’t come for years. He would support me. He died several 
years ago and I still regret why I didn’t go to meet his wife or at least 
go to visit his grave. He didn’t live far from me. He was a good man; 
he would pat me on my head and when he was doing that I would 
imagine as if my father was doing it. 

My first cousin was in my class, she was the daughter of that un-
cle’s wife that was always complaining. My teacher liked her as well 
but not as much as he liked me. My first cousin could see that the 
teacher likes me more and she was very jealous. It was hard for me 
when I would see how my uncle was helping her and I would envy 
that. Both parents have their own roles. You can’t say that a mother 
can replace a father or vice versa. My mother talked with us a lot. 
She never gave up, or at least she didn’t give up in front of us, she 
tried to keep us in a good mood. 
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I had two really good female friends. I also had male friends. The 
boys were good in general, maybe even better than the girls. In 
general, they were more reasonable, very polite and very good 
persons. I would like to meet them again but now it has been 
11 years since we left the village and it has been a while. Some 
of them went to study in Pristina, we are all scattered around.  

Sometimes we go to the village. But we don’t have our own 
house there. We go there on the occasions when we have to 
congratulate or express our condolences towards someone, 
depending on the occasion. But we don’t go to stay there for 
a longer time because of what I experienced there. However, 
we have our land there. The thing that makes me the happiest 
when I go there are the mountains. School. Childhood memo-
ries emerge from the time I was in school. There were two fields 
there, the football field and the volleyball field. I loved playing 
volleyball.  Girls would divide into groups and we would play 
together. Sometimes even my first cousin behaved well with 
me, when her mother didn’t influence her. But when her moth-
er would argue with us then even the children wouldn’t have 
a good relationship with us. My brother didn’t pay attention to 
her at all, just like boys do. But he also did not have any kind 
of support. He wouldn’t react and he wouldn’t say a word but I 
was different, if my uncle’s wife would provoke me, I would hold 
it and hold it but eventually I would explode and say something. 
Then I would feel sorry for my mother. 

The hardest period was when they started arguing. We couldn’t 
stand my uncle’s wife anymore. Then my mother said, “It’s bet-
ter if we leave!” She spoke to her brothers because my aunts 
and uncles always supported us and we left village Jezerc be-
cause there was no point in staying there anymore. So, before I 
turned 13, we left. It was around 2009 or 2010. My uncle’s wife 
was intimidating us and I noticed that each and every time my 
mother was getting scared more and more. When I was young, 
I didn’t understand that much. Even when we left the village, I 
would see that my mother is still worried, she was continuously 
crying. 

I know that my mother called my father and told him, “I am 
not staying here anymore! I will take the kids and I will leave 
because I can’t stand it anymore.” I don’t remember well but I 
think he told her, “Leave that place!” and he found us a house 
where to stay, without him coming here at all. He gave us some-
one’s phone number and we went to Ferizaj. It was a three 
floored house and we were staying on the second floor. The 
owners were staying on the first floor. On the third floor a family 

would come occasionally to live there but I don’t remember them well because they 
didn’t stay for a long time. We rented the house for three years. Mother had a very good 
friend and she was the owner of the bakery. She would go there and take bread for us. 
Her friend told her, “I need a cleaning lady!” Then my mother accepted and she would 
go and clean the baking trays and the entire premise and it was not a hard job. She was 
working part-time and she was paid well. So, mother took care of us with the money that 
she earned. My father wasn’t interested in us. I know that he got ill, got diabetes and 
started losing his sight.  

I was 13 years old when we moved to Ferizaj. I continued my education at “Rasim Kiçi-
na” school. I left my village school. I left my friends. But I was well received at the new 
school and I regained strength because we were psychologically tired, our heads finally 
rested! Initially we were very sad for leaving that place, we cried a lot. I still remember my 
brother’s tears and voice. But we got exhausted and we reached a point when we didn’t 
care anymore if we had anything to eat or not.  We just wanted to leave. It’s very hard 
to leave your birthplace, there is no place better than your birthplace. We had a water 
spring nearby with three spouts. It would pour water near our houses. We had asphalt, 
they laid it on the roads. We had a shop nearby, also the train station was there. It would 
take 5 minutes to go from Jezerc to Ferizaj. Whenever I go that place will remain dearest 
for me. Time teaches you to adapt to new places but you never forget your place.

My uncle’s wife made sure we don’t enjoy it anymore. She ruined everything. Regard-
less how much you care about your place whenever I would go back, I would hear her 
words and remember her wrongdoings. For example, if me or my brother would take a 
banana, she would shout at us. Even if that banana was bought by my father, she would 
still shout at us. 

When I moved to Ferizaj, I started regaining my self-confidence. When I started the new 
school I had little difficulties, I was a bit stressed out and I didn’t study as much. They 
put me in a class where I didn’t know anyone but I was telling myself, “It’s better that I 
don’t know anyone”. Even though I was happy that I escaped from my uncle’s wife I was 
still afraid how the new classmates would welcome me, are they going to ignore me or 
are they going to happily let me in their circle? After I held the first-class hour my teach-
er told me, “We found you two friends from your village in another classroom.” One of 
them was from my village and we were in the same classroom while the other was from 
another classroom and we shared the same last name. I was much happier that these 
were boys and not girls from my village. They came, spoke to me, welcomed me, I was 
put on the front bench and I was received well. The one who had the same last name 
like mine was very happy that I came but also the other one. Both of them were good, 
they were very good students. I am still in contact with the one who had the same last 
name as mine.  He went to live in Ferizaj a couple of years before we did because his 
parents were working here, his mother was a teacher. So, when I arrived here, I adapted 
very well, I started reading, writing, drawing, I was eager to do everything. Even though 
we were in pain because our father wasn’t there for us. 
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It was quite hard for me when the time came to change the school again. I reached tenth 
grade, so it was time for secondary school. I passed the exam and I could get admitted 
wherever I wanted. I liked foreign languages so I got registered at that school. But that 
period of life was the hardest for me because I could see that my mother was not feel-
ing well again. For some time, I thought that she was continuously worried about father, 
which was a normal thing to think, so I never pressured her with questions. 

My mother started writing and at that time I didn’t understand because I was young 
why she would write about her husband. Now it’s different, I matured and I understand 
now, sometimes even I write myself. But at that time, I thought she was just wasting her 
time. She was always tired, always sensitive. She would hide these notebooks and once 
I managed to find one and read a bit. It’s not shameful if your child reads what you have 
written for your husband. If it were me, I would feel very proud. She wrote about how 
much she misses him, about her love towards him, how she waits for him. She would 
write something similar like, “I am willing to wait for you even though we have been sep-
arated for many years now, but for our love I will wait for you” or “I know that you still love 
me and that gives me strength to stay here with our children, to raise them, I have the 
will to continue”. Of course, I didn’t read all of these. But my mother would express her 
love and sometimes anger why her husband isn’t coming back. At that age, I was able 
to read only two words from those pages and I would understand everything that was 
being said. There was a reason why they called me “anchorwoman” at the school, they 
always gave me the best nicknames. 

Then came the time when my mother felt the need to tell me what has happened. She 
couldn’t keep it to herself anymore. I grew up and I understood. I was already 16 years 
old. I started insisting, “Why is father not coming back, who is he staying far away from 
us? He must have a strong reason for him not wanting to stay with us.” She would tell 
me stories about how they loved and respected each other. She would tell me how 
happy he was before the war when he would come from Ferizaj or from abroad. And I 
couldn’t understand why he didn’t want to come anymore. 

They didn’t know each other before they got engaged and married. My mother would 
tell me, “I didn’t pick him. One day my father just told me that his family members came 
and they just took me away. God has set my fate like that.” Then they were saying, “It’s 
in God’s hands, God will provide for us if we have our hearts pure.” I would listen to her 
very carefully and then I would ask her, “And what made our father have a change of 
heart? Is there something I should know because it’s bugging me every day?” I would 
ask because I was growing up without a father. 

Before I found out what had happened my father started coming, he wouldn’t come very 
often, I remember that he would come occasionally. Maybe because I was young and 
I didn’t know how to behave, maybe because I’m still young but when I found out what 
had happened, I couldn’t justify him. Never!
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My mother would say, “Father is very sad about some things. 
He cannot accept them. But he is fair about some other things.” 
She would mention the war, how hard it was for everyone, how 
the women suffered. She was talking in general. But then when 
I grew up, I finally understood. When you’re a child you can’t un-
derstand. Because my brain wouldn’t understand how you can 
love someone so much and then a moment comes and - bam, 
you distance yourself! Five years pass by and he behaves as if 
his love died or something.  

She would continuously tell me bits, for example one day she 
would tell me some things and then for two-three days nothing. 
One day she told me how my father loved her: “He used to buy 
me things”. In the past she wouldn’t cry in front of me. She was 
careful. And I would think: “Of course she is crying because she 
is missing him, but he can’t come because he has a problem at 
his company”. My God!

When I would go out in the evening in Ferizaj, I would see cou-
ples entering a cafe bar or restaurant together. And my head 
would get tired from all the questions I had, from analyzing 
things every day. Something must have happened, I knew it, 
because my mother continuously mentioned the war and she 
was saying, “The women suffered a lot. Grandfather died from 
fear that something might happen to the women.” My mother 
told me also about my uncle’s wife, the one which was difficult, 
when they were home the Serbs took her upstairs in a room, 
“They didn’t do anything to her”, she said, “they just scared her”.

My friend’s mother was crazy in love with her children, also her 
father was! And I still don’t understand how our father doesn’t 
care for his own children. But when my mother told me what 
had happened, I never pushed her anymore. I wanted to make 
her talk because I could see that she needed to. But then I 
would notice that she is psychologically exhausted. Lucky for 
my mother she had her sisters and brothers who were very 
close to her, they were very connected to each other and they 
would come to visit us, they helped us with everything. Also, I 
had an aunt who used to live close to us. 

We talk to our father sometimes. He just calls us to let us know 
that he is alive. But whatever would happen to him, I wouldn’t 
feel much pain in my heart. My heart cries because I didn’t have 
his love and nothing can fill the emptiness in my heart. Even if 
he came now and stayed for 20 years with me, he couldn’t re-
place all those years when I missed him. When we needed him 
the most, he was simply not there.
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This emptiness can never be forgotten. I feel sorry for my mother 
because of this. It’s hard for a child to know that they have a living 
father and still their mother has the role of both father and mother.

My mother told me about the moment when she told our father. 
It was very hard listening to what she had to say. It was very hard. 
But she told me how she suffered. She told me that in those mo-
ments she would say to herself, “I want to die!” and in those grave 
moments her only thought would be, “But who is going to look af-
ter my children?” and now she says, “You are the main reason why 
I continued living”. My mother told me that shortly after the war 
ended, as soon as my father came, she told him about what had 
happened. My father is a person that keeps to himself. My mother 
says, “He got very sad. He just kept on repeating “Why did this 
happen to me?” My mother says that he didn’t blame her because 
of what had happened but she said: “He just got cold towards me, 
unsupportive.” Unsupportiveness defines everything. Not support-
ing you is sufficient, it’s ignoring you. 

I feel like a fool for not being able to understand it earlier! I was 
reading books, I was good at school, and still I wasn’t able to un-
derstand my own mother. Maybe I blamed her somehow. But I 
have never justified my father, there were no reasons for his ac-
tions. There is no justification. Because he is not the only person 
to whom this has happened. 

Now, I feel somehow at ease because at least I understand why 
my father doesn’t want to come. I was trying to find out the reason. 
As a young girl who misses her father, you want to find out the rea-
son why he is not close to you. I would say to myself, even if it’s the 
worst possible reason I deserve to know why. Because everything 
happens for a reason. 

And when I finally did find out, regardless how hard it was, it was 
much better. I justified my mother for everything and I would cry 
together with her. Initially I didn’t say anything and I would just listen 
to her. Because she wouldn’t talk all the time. But when she would 
she would talk slowly-slowly. I know that she was very careful and 
she kept this away from my brother because she was afraid that it 
would affect his pride and that would make things harder for her. My 
brother still doesn’t know what had happened. Even in the village 
when people would argue he always protected my mother and he 
would tell her, “Mom, go to your room, don’t say anything, don’t pay 
attention to them.” He was young but always very capable. Some-
times I thought that maybe he will find out because seeing your 
mother’s eyes always in tears you eventually start wondering why.

My mother was scared while we were in the village, I don’t know exactly why, maybe she 
was afraid of the rumors. And I didn’t know the reason why she was afraid. I thought to 
myself, it’s not a reason to be afraid that your husband is not around. Then I would think 
that maybe my father is married to another woman and my mother is afraid that others 
will find out that he has a wife and children. But he never had another family because 
after a few years he took my brother abroad with him. My father then took my brother to 
Italy before he turned 18. As soon as I finished my primary school my brother left. 

Father got ill and he couldn’t continue working anymore. He lost his eyesight. Every 
month he would do a checkup and then he underwent an operation. I know that he 
removed cataract from one eye. Doctors told him: “For 10 years you were worried so 
much, now you can never wear glasses anymore and you will have to remove cataract 
continuously because diabetes has damaged your eyesight”. Then he had other illness-
es with blood pressure, he would lose balance, he was also on dialysis. 

When my mother would talk about what happened, as she would talk, she would get 
worse. It was very hard for me seeing her like that. I don’t know how I managed to go 
to school, but when you are young you just push yourself. Sometimes there is simply 
nothing you can do but they say that when you are young you can endure everything. But 
I could never justify my father. Before rushing and talking or before taking any actions, 
before taking a decision one must look at all circumstances, all the reasons and causes 
how they occurred. 

Initially I didn’t understand things as clearly as I do now, but then I became 17, 18 years 
old and I matured. I finished secondary school. I started developing as a character. As I 
said you can’t justify him. If he couldn’t connect with my mother, he could have done it 
with the children. There was no reason for him to abandon the children, no reason at all. 
Even if the child does God-knows-what, as a parent you must do your duty and you must 
stay close to the child. At least talk to the child. If the child wants to listen then fine. If he 
doesn’t then at least you tried.

I thought about the circumstances but the rape itself is excruciating! It’s something that 
you don’t want to do, but you’re forced to. Nobody asks you anything. This is very harsh, 
I used to worry a lot. I would put myself in that position. Thinking about my husband, 
thinking about the children, thinking about the future, thinking about everything. Think-
ing about everything else but the pain that you’re experiencing. But she never gave up. 
Just because of us! Because of this I always had a good relationship with my mother. 
Always. I am proud that I never allowed myself to feel hatred towards my mother. Even 
as I was growing up, I never felt a change of heart regarding that matter. I was saying to 
myself Why should I hate her? With a big question mark at the end. I never had bad feel-
ings towards her. On the contrary, I just connected to her even more. I have the feeling 
as if I have entered her soul when she tells me, “Nobody understands my heart as you 
do!” She also tells me, “Even if I had ten daughters, no one can replace you!” And I feel 
sorry for her, I feel pain because of her. I cannot imagine how hard it must have been. 
It’s very hard. 
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But she was not the only one. She didn’t do it willingly. I didn’t allow her to change, I even 
think that I managed to help her. I told her that she has to cry and she cried all night 
long. She spoke with a quiet voice but she needed to let it out. After she told me what 
had happened, she started talking to me. She spoke about that and even now some-
times she has the need to speak about it and it makes me happy. I say, “Wow, that’s so 
good!” Even before coming here and talking to you there were many cases when she 
spoke about that experience. Not only my mother, but I would understand every woman 
that would come forward. 

At the beginning I thought maybe someone knows and it would be really hard if anyone 
else knew. Also, it was hard because our father was not here. “Her husband is not 
coming back” I was expecting the worst rumors about us. But now people have become 
distant with each other, everyone looks after their own affairs, nobody cares anymore. 
But at those times it was different, people were judgmental.

We left Ferizaj after a year. My brother went to Germany to stay with my father and then 
he went to Italy. Two years later he got the papers and started working immediately. 
He went there before he turned 18. He would send us money. My brother is very good. 
Sometimes he had a temper but overall, he was very good. When he was here, we used 
to hang around together a lot, both when we were children and when we grew up. He 
had some friends from the village who were of the same age as he was, he would play 
with them, he would herd cows and we spent time together. In the afternoon my father 
would always take us in and we would go to sleep. When we would come back from the 
school, we would do our homework … he was always faster because he wanted to go 
out and play with friends. We always had a good relationship and thank goodness we 
still have a very good relationship. 

I don’t know if it would be a good idea to tell him what happened with mother. I am 
not afraid that he would accuse mother or misbehave with her, I simply wouldn’t want 
him to go through with what I did. I will spare him. My brother will create his own family 
soon, let him live his own life. I don’t want him to go through with everything I did until I 
understood my mother. It was a mess until she regained composure. Now she tells me 
everything even if she has the slightest problem. Now she talks about everything, not 
only that horrific experience. 

Sometimes it happens when she gets very distressed, she breaks down and she wants 
to express herself. I never object. It also happened to me to lay down, trying to forget 
the pain, hoping that my head will rest just a bit. Because at the beginning I thought a 
lot about it, I don’t know how I made it through. I was asking myself why it happened to 
my mother. Everybody loves their own mother. You can’t compare your own mother to 
anyone else because you think she is the best. Also, my mother would say, “I never did 
a bad thing to anyone. I never hurt anyone” and when I grew up, I would tell her, “Mom, 
there is nothing you can do. You’re not the only one. You never did it willingly. Just forget 
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about it! You have to keep pushing for us. What would we do 
without you!” I would also tell her, “It was war. Things like that 
happen during the war.” I would always tell her things like that. 
Sometimes I wouldn’t know where I was finding strength to say 
all those words. 

When I started dating a boy, my mother’s only concern was that 
he might deceive me. She would tell me, “I don’t want to wor-
ry about you! I don’t want to keep thinking of your wellbeing. 
Please take care, spare me the worries.” Words like that, in 
such context. And I would talk to her about that boy. She would 
say, “I will not create an opinion based on what I hear but I trust 
you.” I have been with a boy from Gjilan for five years. I never 
allowed my mother’s issue to influence our relationship, so I 
kept it to myself. 

As soon as I finished secondary school I registered at university, 
I studied tourism management. During the first year of studies, 
he would go after me and we eventually met with each other. 
At first, I was afraid that he might find out about my mother be-
cause we started liking each other and I thought that he would 
find out and it was difficult for me. I don’t know, I decided to just 
let things flow.   

It has been seven years since my brother works abroad and 
he takes care of us. Now he moved from Italy to Germany. My 
uncles and my aunt live in Germany. My brother obtained the 
papers for my mother and then he took her to Italy, they visited 
many places, and then he took her to Germany. He acted as if I 
told him, “Brother, take our mother abroad because she needs 
to travel, she needs to see different places.” It was such a relief 
for me. And then I would get this thought as if nothing has ever 
happened. Maybe not completely but almost as. When time 
passes, even if it’s something that will never be forgotten, it still 
becomes a bit easier. I know that my mother will never forget it 
and it will be a fresh memory for her whenever she remembers 
it. But it was easier when I knew that my brother was taking her 
places, she would go to visit her brothers, she would go out and 
also, she herself would go there.  

My mother was happy when my brother went abroad, she would 
say, “He will become his own master! Not only for me. I will live 
as much as God allows me to!” She was very happy for my 
brother. Also, my brother loves our mother a lot. But my brother 
also keeps contact with our father.  
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As for our father, I don’ feel that he is my father. I tried talking to 
him, but he can’t enter my heart. Now after five or ten years he 
shouldn’t come at all. But when we were young, we needed him. 
And what about now? Now, my mother doesn’t care at all. Be-
cause her children grew up. She says: “I fought for my children 
and God rewarded me. God didn’t let me lose hope which I had 
for you!” My brother, God bless him, is very energetic, loveable 
and generous. He would tell my mother: “Mom, the more mon-
ey I give you, God is giving me even more. Money comes and 
goes, having good health is the most important thing”. 

Seven or eight years ago we left Ferizaj and went to live in Pr-
ishtina. When we left Ferizaj it was almost the same sadness 
as it was when we left the village. In a village near Prishtina I 
have an uncle from my mother’s side. In Ferizaj the landlord 
raised the rent and my mother was still afraid. She would say: 
“It’s better while your brother is not with us if we leave for some 
time. Things will be a bit different but uncle will be close to us.” 
My father wasn’t interested in us. 

Here in Prishtina we are paying rent. My brother told me, “I 
came to Italy with a purpose to work, earn money and take care 
of you and myself”. He said “Merita, you should go to school 
the same as everyone else. If you want to study, I will help you. 
Only if you want. Because you can’t force anything in life and 
especially not studying.” So, he supported us continuously. Ev-
ery time he came, he would take us out and buy stuff for us. He 
comes very often. He never misses coming for vacation during 
New Year’s Eve and also during the summer. He is doing very 
well for himself; he bought a very good car. Now, hopefully we 
will buy our own apartment in Ferizaj. That means that after 
eight years we will go back to Ferizaj. We miss that place. Also, 
quite some time has passed and nobody cares anymore what 
has happened. When we left, my mother was very happy. On 
one side it was very hard, but on the other she was saying it’s 
better, it’s easier. Because when I left the house, I was also 
afraid that someone might know. But after I understood what 
had happened to her it was an irritating moment and I never 
expressed these feelings to my mother. My mother told me 
how everything happened, where it happened, the building and 
everything else. She was saying, “There were many women. It 
was scary.” I was thinking to myself, maybe I went to school 
with the daughter of some other victim. When we left Ferizaj, 
even though we were very sad I would tell my mother, “Nobody 
knows anything there. We will finally calm down.” Also, we had 
the feeling that my brother was willing to leave and that made 
leaving that place easier for her. 

This pain that I feel would be the same even if I found out yesterday, or tomorrow, or 
even after ten years. Pain is always the same. I was surprised with myself having in mind 
my age and circumstances, how I managed to refrain, how I was under stress and still 
managed to keep emotions to myself.  

Today, I am proud of both my mother and my brother. My mother’s smile is important 
to me. You come from school, enter inside and you see your mother smiling. Before my 
brother went abroad my mother was very worried but when he left it became worse. 
She still keeps his school bag with the notebooks and pencils he left. But when he went 
abroad, he adapted quickly to the new surroundings and he learned the language. Ev-
erything went fine. He also loved working. Before he left, when he was young, he would 
say, “Mom, I want to go and see my uncles! Please, prepare a bag with clothes for me 
because I need to help them with something!” My uncles were hardworking people. I 
had four uncles, one died and three remained. Two of them live abroad and one is still 
here.    

When my brother left, my mother said, “He is careful! He is a hardworking person. For 
himself, for us.” If we buy the apartment in Ferizaj, things will be much easier for us. My 
mother says, “Times have changed, nobody cares what happened anymore, that time 
has passed.” In fact, I managed to bring that self-confidence in her because in the past 
she would say, “Someone will recognize me, or some woman must have seen me escap-
ing.” This is what she was afraid the most.   

But many years have passed and time makes you adapt with everything that happens 
to you. And by talking and talking I taught her to express herself, not to hold her feelings 
in because she noticed herself that the more, she was keeping the feelings in her, she 
would get ill and that would hurt everyone. I would tell her: “Mom, how come you sent 
your son to work only so he could pay for your medication?” And that would make her 
think, she would stop and then she would always say, “Children make you go through 
fire” and she still uses this sentence. She says, “I kept going only for you and I will keep 
on going just for you!” Now she became like a psychologist for herself. She is more open; 
she doesn’t hesitate to talk and for me this is a big improvement.  

I feel sorry for everything that she has suffered, I feel sorry that she spent a life without 
a husband. I feel sorry for myself for finding out at such a young age about what has 
happened to her and I am surprised how I managed to face it.  I also feel sorry for myself 
for not having a father. 

When my boyfriend decided to go to the United States, I didn’t express my feelings to 
him. After he left, I said to myself: “I’m afraid I will have the same fate as my mother 
did!” Just when I think of the feeling I had when he left, but I know he is different from 
my father. I was thinking to myself maybe I will be unable to go. It’s stressful. I still didn’t 
apply for the papers. I think the US embassy still didn’t start operating. He asked several 
months ago but they told him that they still didn’t start working.   
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Sometimes I say, I hope that God will never allow anyone to suffer as those women 
have suffered, like my mother did. I am afraid of my decisions. I trust myself and my 
boyfriend. But I am afraid that, God forbid if something happens to him, how will I raise 
children without a father? How will I live through the same things my mother did?

My brother said that in case I get to go to the United States he will take my mother, he 
would say, “I am not leaving our mother here!” and I ever have the possibility I will take 
her with me and I will never allow her to meet father, never again! If God is willing and 
I go to the United States I am taking my mother with me. I will not let her meet father. 
Because when he retires, he will come back, when he gets tired maybe he will come 
back. And I know my mother, she always says, “He broke my heart” but I am afraid that 
when he comes back, she will say, “Let him stay, I will take care of him.” 

I also told my mother the same words. Only if I get the chance and I hope to God I do. 
She never says anything, she understands me very well and I don’t think that she would 
go against me. I tell her, “Did you stay with us? Then I am taking you with me!” And I will 
not leave her here with father.  

My brother says, “I will not leave her here. I will take her!” but I would never leave her 
here only because of my father. Because when we needed him, he was not there, and 
now when he gets tired, he wants to come back? No. I wouldn’t be worthy of being con-
sidered my mother’s daughter anymore. My heart wouldn’t allow it, the emptiness in my 
heart wouldn’t allow it.   

My father and his brothers were never religious but my uncles from my mother side were 
devoted and they practised Islam. My aunt (father’s sister) is a very good person. I know 
that this happened and my father became distant with my mother. I am not saying that 
he killed people or he did any wrongdoings but because of that case he is simply out 
of my heart. My aunt has a golden heart. She gets very sad. She talks to us and keeps 
contact with us but my father never told her why he doesn’t come here anymore. He told 
her that he has a problem at work, that he is ill and has to go to see a doctor, always 
the same excuses. But she was always very kind to us. She would say, “Poor brother. 
Look what kind of wife he has and he is not coming to her” but she doesn’t know what 
my mother suffered. My aunt loves us a lot. She doesn’t like other sisters-in-law. I have 
three uncles. One is in Germany with his wife and son and his son is married. And two 
other uncles are here. My aunt visits them and also comes to visit us as well. Whenever 
my brother comes to Kosovo, he takes us to visit my aunt. We invite her for lunch or 
dinner and regardless of the fact that we are not close to our father we keep a good 
relationship with my aunt.   

Before the war started, my father was apparently sending lots of money here, but they 
misused him and he got disappointed with them. Also, my first cousins were educated 
thanks to my father’s money. My aunt says that my father is disappointed in his brothers 
and their sons. And then she says about us, “There is no reason for him not to come 
back. Just look what kind of children my brother has!” She prays for us and she loves us 
dearly. She kisses my brother’s hands. 

I have never worked. I only attended different trainings and I 
participated in some. My brother provides for us. At the mo-
ment I don’t work with anything. My mother has a passion for 
sewing and she has a sewing machine. My brother bought her 
the machine when she was in Italy. Sometimes she sews for a 
cousin, sometimes for her aunt or her father. She never takes 
any money; she just likes to sew. I wanted to open her a small 
workshop where she can practice sewing. I was telling her, “You 
will pass your time!” but she spent so much time worrying that 
I think that glasses will not help her anymore. There are no 
glasses that will fit her. Maybe they will fit for a month but after 
a month they are useless, that’s how much she damaged her 
eyes from crying.
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Nita gets married and lives in her husband’s village, somewhere in the municipality of 
Klina. When the war starts, she sees that the forces of the Serbian army and police get 
stationed there, they come and they go right outside the windows of their house. The 
husband’s family has a small house in Mitrovica. Nita decided to run away together 
with her husband and their baby daughter. Outside the house in Mitrovica, they could 
hear every day the cries of Albanians who were being tortured by the Serbian police in 
a nearby cafe.

A group of paramilitary forces entered their house. They didn’t touch Nita and the baby. 
They took her husband into one of the rooms. The half-hour torture inside that room 
will dictate forever the mental state of her husband, and with it, the fate of Nita’s entire 
family.
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I CAN STILL HEAR
HIS SCREAMS

I grew up in one of the largest villages in Vushtrri. We were a 
family of three sisters, four brothers, a father, and a mother. My 
parents dealt mostly with agriculture and my father also worked 
in the ammunition factory in Prishtina. My little sister and I are 
very close to each other. We used to share toys when we were 
young. I had very good relations with my brothers as well, espe-
cially with my second brother.     

I was very attached to my mother. I was attached also to my fa-
ther, but as a daughter, I was more attached to my mother. We 
had a good life in the village. It was a beautiful place.

When we were young our favorite game was playing with three 
or four friends where we were imitating the adults and we pre-
tended to socialize with each other and then we would set up a 
beautiful table, we would play like that. We didn’t have toys as 
they do nowadays, we had much simpler toys. My father used 
to make wooden toys for us.

I always wanted to make things out of paper. I thought that after 
I grow up and after school, I will create something myself, I will 
open up a shop. I always thought about how to make beautiful 
dresses from paper for my dolls, or how to make toys for chil-
dren.

My father used to meet with people from the village in our guest 
room. They held secret gatherings and meetings there. The chil-
dren were never allowed to come near there. We knew when 
the village leadership would meet there. Until the war started, 
all these political parties held their meetings there. My father’s 
guest room was large and everybody knew about it. I still re-
member my mother telling us, “You can’t go there!”

The whole family fasted during Ramadan. Dad prayed until the day he died. Now I con-
tinue to pray. Also, my grandfather and two aunts used to pray. Now even the children 
fast during Ramadan.

I have very beautiful memories of my childhood. Maybe we didn’t have the conditions 
like today, but we were much happier than we are now. When I was six years old, I want-
ed to go to school but they wouldn’t let me go until I was seven. When I was six years 
old, I went to school with my cousin for a month but they didn’t let me enter because I 
was very young. I waited for him at the school entrance. I liked school and the mentality 
at that time was, “It’s better if our girl goes to school with her cousin, it’s safer …”. I still 
remember how much I enjoyed that period when I stayed for a month every day in front 
of the school. I liked it so much, I was so excited to go to school. It felt really good, pre-
paring to go to school.

Then when I turned seven, I finally went to school and I was very pleased. Even though 
we walked for two kilometers every day on foot. I have very fond memories which I will 
never forget, how we played with each other, how we went out when it was snowing, or 
even when it was raining. We didn’t care, we had fun. We were friends. The group was 
made of many children because our village was pretty big. We were connected to each 
other as if we were brothers and sisters. With some of the children, we had a family 
relationship. 

One of my best friends was also the daughter of my father’s uncle, we were very close 
friends. But we were a group of seven or eight children who went to school together.

I was so happy when I first received my pencil and notebook to write and learn. Even 
nowadays when I take my kids to school, I feel happy. It gives me this sense of joy when 
I tell my children, “You will go to school and you will be educated”.

I went to school for eight years. I always thought that I would come out of it educated, 
that I will become maybe a doctor or a teacher. But I knew that there is no way because 
of the road. And for eight years I went to school always thinking that I will continue my 
schooling. My parents always said, “If we are given the opportunity to leave the village, 
everybody will go to school, both boys and girls.” My brothers went to school and got 
educated. None of the sisters got educated because we could not travel. The primary 
school was two kilometers away, but I don’t know how far was the secondary school in 
Skënderaj.

But during those eight years that we have gone to primary school, we had much fun. 
Because of my desire, my parents enrolled me in a six-month tailoring course. In ‘92, I 
finished primary school and the next year I went to the tailoring course in Skenderaj. I 
walked for two kilometers to the place where the bus was leaving. Sometimes I would 
go by bus and sometimes I would walk. We traveled together with my brothers, or with 
the children from the village, we traveled however we could. I was very pleased to have 
taken that course and I completed it very successfully. To this day, I work in that profes-
sion and I enjoy working it. Now I am able to help my children and my husband because 
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of that profession. I enjoy working as a tailor, I have fun doing it. As long as I have work 
to do, I am very satisfied, I think only about the work I have to do. When the sewing ma-
chine starts working, I’m happy.

I have a close friend who happened to also be my relative and when she turned 13 
years old, her uncle took her to Germany so she can help her brother. To this day she is 
in Germany, but we never stopped talking to each other. And when she comes here, we 
have fun as we did when we were children, we talk about the toys we used to play with, 
we socialize, we talk about when we would go for sleepovers to her place or mine, about 
the food we used to eat, what her mother would prepare for us, things like that. I look 
forward to when she comes. We talk to each other every three or four days. If we don’t 
talk then we write messages to each other. She has two children. She is my soulmate. 
She knows that we suffered during the war and she tried with all her heart to help me, 
to get me out of here and take me there. But she doesn’t know all the details of what 
had happened to us during the war.xxxx

When I was 18-19 years old, I started my relationship with my husband. There was an-
other relationship between our family members and then someone proposed marriage 
for us. My first cousin was living at Fehmi’s place in my neighborhood and she intro-
duced me to him, and then our families agreed. And like all the girls, I thought that now 
I have grown up and I have become a beautiful woman and an adult and that I want to 
decide for my husband. I would talk to my mother about the messages which my hus-
band was sending me. My mother was guiding me.

I met with my husband five or six times before I got engaged to him. It was a good time. 
We spent a good time during that period. Then after a year, we decided to get engaged. 
Our families met with each other. We had a family party and both families were happy. 
I was a little young, but when I turned 19 years old, I decided to get engaged, and then 
we didn’t get married for another year and a half. When I was 21 years and three or four 
months old, we got married. It was a good time. We had dreams to live together in joy, to 
have a happy life. We were thinking of beautiful things, we wanted everything to go well 
for us. I was thinking of having children.

The wedding was very beautiful. My husband’s parents had my husband after three 
daughters. This was the happiness of that household and I was the first bride in the fam-
ily. I found myself very happy with his family, I was well received. Everything went well.

I also had a wedding at home in the traditional way, together with my friends from the 
village. When a girl gets married, many girls from the village gather and they give her 
presents. My wedding lasted for three days. I celebrated together with my friends, fam-
ily, and women from the village. We lived in a big village and my friends and I were con-
nected with each other. After I got married, I went to live in the village of my husband, in 
that part of Klina.

After two years of marriage, I became a mother. I felt very happy when our daughter 
came into our lives. Mothers always wish to have a daughter and men wish for boys; I 
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believe so. I always wanted to have a daughter first. We were 
very happy when our daughter came, it was the first child in 
that house after 20 years. The whole family says, “Everything 
became so lively when that child came!”.

When she came in the first days as a baby, she was very beau-
tiful and very sweet. Then you see your child growing up, devel-
oping, she gives you warmth. She tries to communicate with 
you as a mother, it’s amazing. The first child is everything. The 
first child connects the family. I always remember her first word, 
her first steps. The toys with which she played for the first time. 
I still have them. It’s an indescribable feeling when you become 
a mother with your first child.

I remember when she said her first word, “Mommy”. I still re-
member her voice when she would say “Daddy” or other words. 
She had a beautiful toy; it was something like a pheasant. She 
still has it today, even though she is 21 years old now. We have 
fond memories of that toy. When she walked for the first time, 
she walked from me to her grandfather. How happy they were 
when they saw her walking.

I had another pregnancy two and a half years later. But every-
thing was different then. My second child was born after the 
war. The eldest daughter turned a year and a half when the 
situation worsened and when the war started.

Every night we had different kinds of problems. Different kinds 
of abuse. We didn’t dare leave the house at all. My husband 
and I decided to take the girl. The in-laws said, “We are going 
wherever the people from the village are going! You can go to 
Mitrovica. You have the house there and maybe you will feel 
safer there”. My father-in-law said, “They know us here. You are 
young. You can take your wife and daughter and leave from 
here. You will be safer in Mitrovica”. We had our house there 
and we decided to go there.

My husband worked in a shop before the war. Many people 
knew him. Then at the beginning of March ‘99, we went to Mi-
trovica. In the village, the Serbs were staying in front of us. We 
saw the army, the paramilitary forces, they would go inside the 
village, they were checking people, they were coming and going. 
They would tell us, “We have nothing with you!” They thought 
that people from other villages would come to our house. Every 
night they were checking us, they would take our men, separate 
them. They would return them again.
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They entered our house. At one point, nothing happened. They were 
just checking, they were saying, “Don’t you dare and make a mis-
take by taking in people from other villages!” Then, in late February, 
early March, they started bringing weaponry. I could see it from the 
window of the room, it was some very heavy weaponry, it was lo-
cated very close to the window of my room. We saw them getting 
equipped with weapons. And how could we stay there any longer? 
We were staying inside, looking out from the window because we 
didn’t dare go out in the yard. The men guarded us during the night. 
Then my father-in-law said, “You must leave for Mitrovica.” We went 
out. That night when we got out of there at three in the morning, 
we could hear a hail of bullets and it sounded the same as when 
it rains. From a distance, they directed us to go to the road. The 
entire village went out but then the elderly turned back. According 
to an agreement, allegedly the Serbian side had nothing against 
the Albanians but we didn’t dare return to the village. We stayed in 
Mitrovica.

We had a small house and we stayed there for a couple of days. 
We were all afraid all the time. Night and day. Sometimes we had 
electricity, sometimes we did not. With a small baby at hand, it 
was very hard. There was a bar in front of our house and we would 
hear screams every night coming from there. The police were beat-
ing people up. We couldn’t sit in peace; we didn’t dare switch the 
lights on. We would go to the corner of a room and cover the light 
well so nobody would see the light and know that we were there. 
When my daughter would start crying, we would immediately start 
playing with her, trying to calm her down because we were afraid 
that her voice could be heard outside. I don’t know how many days 
we stayed there. Whenever we heard the other doors banging, we 
thought that they were coming for us. We were all so scared. My 
husband didn’t dare go out at all. When I would go out to get food, I 
would go through another house yard.

We were getting food from a house which was located behind our 
house. There was a basement there. In the past, my husband would 
take flour and other food to that basement. My husband filled that 
basement for our needs. We knew those neighbors and we gath-
ered enough food there for the daughter and us. Sometimes these 
neighbors would give us some things, sometimes we would give 
them. I am calling them “neighbors” but I don’t know where they 
were from. I have never even seen most of them.

Then the paramilitary forces came to that place. We saw them com-
ing with large vehicles, you could see their vehicles over the wall 
when they would pass by. When they came to our place, they broke 
the front door. They came before the evening. I was terrified, I was 

in the beginning of my second pregnancy. My daughter started 
crying. As soon as they entered the front door, they started in-
sulting my husband with the worst insults. There were four of 
them, one was staying outside the door. Two of them entered 
inside, the third was staying in the yard. They were wearing 
masks, gloves, I could see only their eyes. They started beating 
my husband. My daughter was screaming on the other side. It 
was very hard, it was terrifying.

They took my husband and they dragged him to another room. 
They entered that room shouting and swearing. I didn’t dare 
approach my husband because they were beating him. They 
were shouting, “So you are here, are you? We were looking for 
you!” and then they told me, “Go away! Take the baby with you!” 
I could hear my husband screaming until he got tired. I can still 
hear his screams. I was afraid of what will happen to me. My 
husband fainted. They went out rumbling, shouting, and swear-
ing.

All this lasted for half an hour or so. When I went into the room, I 
found him unconscious, covered in blood, his clothes were torn 
on all sides and he was naked. I saw that he was bleeding from 
the colon! He had wounds on the head and hands! All over the 
body! He was beaten up badly! In those moments I didn’t think 
that something worse could have happened to him. I was just 
thinking, “They beat him a lot!” I didn’t know what to do with my 
daughter. I took some water and I poured it on his face. I waited 
until he woke up.

Afterward, when he regained consciousness, he asked for wa-
ter and I gave it to him. I was trying to clean his face and we 
stayed like that until it became dark. When it got dark, I heard 
some Albanians passing by. I asked them for help. As soon as 
I heard someone moving, I screamed, “Please help me!” They 
opened the door. These were some unknown people; I just 
know that they were Albanians. They said, “He needs to be sent 
to a doctor, we will take care of him during the night.” I remem-
ber that they mentioned Bajram Rexhepi, they said, “We have 
our doctor, we will take him there”. They took my husband, they 
tried to help him and then they returned him and said, “You 
must leave from here, don’t stay here anymore!”. When my hus-
band woke up and came to his senses, he was very quiet. He 
didn’t say much. He was tired and broken.
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We managed to join the refugee crowd and we went out after a week or so. My husband 
was sick and I was holding my daughter and we managed to leave with no help at all. I 
didn’t know anyone. When people would see that my husband is beaten up, tired, and 
sick, they would ask me, “Is he severely wounded?” It was very difficult for us but we 
managed to go from there to a place called Tavnik. We started walking and then some-
one threw my husband on a tractor-trailer. When we reached Tavnik we stayed there for 
another two or three days. Tavnik is located in Mitrovica, just above Mitrovica. There 
were a lot of people there.

I was afraid because I thought that I would lose him at any moment. It was very difficult! 
He couldn’t eat or drink, he would hardly have some water. I did everything I could to 
help him. Some people sometimes helped us with some things. I didn’t know whether to 
look after my daughter or my husband. My daughter was too young and he was wound-
ed, he was broken. It was very bad! He just kept quiet, thinking, even when he was feel-
ing well. He just kept silent! He was scared a lot during the night. All night long he would 
say, “They are coming now! They will hurt us even more!” He was saying things like that. 
Then from Tavnik we joined the refugee crowd and we went to Albania.

I thought that something like this would never happen to him. I always thought that it 
could happen to me and I was always afraid for my daughter, “Fine if it happens to me 
but what will I do with my daughter?” I found out later that my husband had constant 
bleeding from his colon. I thought to myself, “Why is this happening? Why is he bleeding 
like this?” Every time I would ask my husband about it, he would just keep quiet. Then 
after some time, I found out that they did things to other men and women. While the war 
was ongoing, I would often think, “Maybe something similar happened to him as well!” 
But he did not speak to me, he wouldn’t say anything to me. The signs were there, but 
I couldn’t believe that it could happen to a man. I was trying to make my husband feel 
better by saying, “We are going now to Albania. We will go to the doctor and we will have 
good food”. But his condition just got worse and worse every day. Every day he would 
get extremely exhausted and he was always thinking. He had terrible wounds. I can’t 
describe it. May God help everyone who has experienced things like that!

While we were in Albania, he wanted to say something to me but I interrupted him and 
I said, “Many people are experiencing different things, this one was affected and that 
one as well”.

And he told me about the whole thing after the war ended. About sexual violence. During 
the war, he couldn’t speak about it. I could see that he was silent, he was thinking a lot. 
In Albania, I tried to deal with him, to help him get hold of himself and clear his mind. 
Many organizations came to check on us. The doctors came in tents and they were 
cleaning the wounds. After the war ended, when we came back to Kosovo, I let him deal 
with himself to clear his mind a bit. Then one day he told me, “I fainted, but I know that 
they sexually abused me!”.

At that moment when he was telling me about his experience, I felt terrible. I felt so bad 
that my ears started ringing. Perhaps if I had experienced it myself, I wouldn’t have felt 

as bad. I didn’t know if I was listening to his experience or am I having a nightmare. It 
was a very bad feeling. During the war we thought that something bad could happen 
to us, maybe we might get shot or someone might beat us up. But something like this? 
Terrible! My husband was embarrassed while he was trying to tell me, “I don’t know how 
to tell you!”

It was very hard for me. What was I supposed to do? Should I keep it a secret or should 
I tell someone? What is going to happen to my husband? I thought that his condition 
could get worse, I was afraid that he might lose his mind completely. He started losing 
weight, he was exhausted all the time. For months he couldn’t get a hold of himself. 
Months! I was thinking to myself, what should I do now? How will I raise my daughter, 
how will I deal with my husband, he is sick, he is feeling very bad? I needed to support 
him, to help him.

I tried to support him but I never mentioned what happened to him, I never said, “It was 
wartime and everyone experienced something terrible and our terrible fate was to expe-
rience that. Now we have a daughter and she is growing up. The war has ended now. We 
don’t want to think about the war anymore, we want to survive. I want to help you not to 
think about that, I want you to heal.” But we have never spoken about war. We didn’t go 
to socialize with other people because we were afraid that everyone would tell their own 
story. I always avoided them, “Come on, we’re going out somewhere else.” Then after 
some time, I saw that he started recovering, he saw that I was supporting him. I noticed 
that I have an influence on him. I told him many times, “We will not talk about that part, 
that’s in the past. Many people were killed, they have disappeared.” That would help him 
a bit. He would tell me, “I don’t know what I would do if it weren’t for you!”.

Then I gave birth to my second daughter. We started dealing with our children. I told 
him, “Now you have to deal with the eldest daughter and I will deal with the baby.” I was 
trying to engage him so he would think about other things. Sometimes he wouldn’t say 
anything and he would just stay silent. We would talk and talk and he would get a hold of 
himself and it seemed that it’s helping him. When I had my second daughter, it seemed 
to me that he was doing better because our family got bigger. So, every day I would talk 
to him, I was trying to get him involved.

Three or four years after the war ended his condition was very difficult. It was very diffi-
cult for me too. I was thinking every day about him, how is he feeling today, or how will he 
feel tomorrow, is his condition getting worse, is he going to improve? I had a small child 
and he was sick. Sometimes he would shut himself off and there was nothing I could do. 
What was I supposed to do?

He told me, “Don’t share this with my parents or children when they grow up, I don’t 
want them to know. You are the only person who knows about this and you will remain 
the only one.” And I kept it to myself for years. I tried to adapt to my husband in order to 
help him. I always think that if it would have happened to me he would help me as well. 
That’s why I never mentioned that issue to him. I gave birth to my second daughter only 
so he would deal with the family, just for him to be happy.
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Now we have four children, we had one before the war started and 
three after the war. Every day my husband says, “My children make 
me happy. You are the first person to help me and you have al-
ways helped me.” Our life is good. I have good relations with my 
husband. He still has some consequences, some headaches, and 
nervousness. Even the children sometimes ask me, “Why is dad so 
nervous?” I tell them, “He is like that!”. Sometimes he complains, 
“My head hurts a lot!” and he has headaches for 24 hours even if 
he takes medication. I always tell him, “Let’s go out!” I try not to let 
him think so much about those things. And since we’ve been here, 
it seems that he is feeling a bit better. He deals with the children. 
When he notices that he is about to get nervous, he goes to anoth-
er room for some time.

But he is much better compared to how he was in the past and 
every day he is getting better. Maybe he will never forget it. Those 
things are never forgotten, but he does not want to talk about the 
war. Very little or nothing at all. He doesn’t want to remember that 
part. For me, it was very difficult until our children grew up because 
my husband had war traumas. I am still afraid when I go to sleep. 
I think, “When I wake up I will not find him there!” Many times it 
happened that I found him in the yard. I would tell him, “Come on, 
it’s cold outside. Let’s go inside!” Sometimes I still have the feeling 
that I will not find him asleep in the bed. I would ask him, “Why did 
you go out?” and he would tell me, “I went out because I have a 
headache!” I don’t tell the children anything. I try to keep it away 
from the children.

May God help all the people who have experienced the same fate 
as I did, because it is very difficult for a woman to raise her chil-
dren in this way. To think all your life if there will be consequences 
for your husband. Always thinking whether his condition is getting 
worse or better.

Sometimes I say inshallah God will delete those things and my hus-
band will never think of them again. I rarely leave him alone, I’m 
always afraid that something might happen to him because I know 
that he would never leave me. Even the children sometimes ask 

me, “You’re always at his side. Why do you support him so much?” 
and I tell them, “We have to support him because you are four chil-
dren and he is only one father. We must help him.” I say this be-
cause I don’t want him or the children to feel bad but I see that he 
enjoys it when I say that. He joins and tells the children, “You must 
always help us. Now we are getting old. You have to support us.”

The eldest daughter is 21 years old and the second daughter is 19 
years old. They have realized that he is nervous. They know that 
my husband has been nervous since the war. The children support 
him, they listen to him and they ask me very often, “Did they beat 
our father during the war? What did they do to him? Where was our 
father?” Even when the subject of war comes up, when someone 
speaks about it, the children always ask us, “Were you afraid during 
the war?”. Even now, when he notices that he is about to get ner-
vous, he just leaves, he doesn’t want to be with the children when 
he gets nervous.

I thought that I would have a completely different life. I thought I 
would be happy with my husband. I never thought that I would have 
a life like this one. It was very difficult for me. Since the war ended, 
we had a very difficult life. And when he is silent, when he closes in 
on himself, he doesn’t speak a word. I’m always afraid that he will 
get worse if he tells someone or if he talks to someone about it.

We need to think of the life we have now with children. I often think 
about what happened. I don’t want to, but I think about it. I can still 
hear his voice when they took him. Until his voice disappeared, until 
he could not be heard anymore.

I always hope that he will change one day. I see his health, and 
God willing his condition will not get worse, we will keep moving 
forward. We are dealing with the children and my husband does 
not think about the past. I see it myself how pleased he is to see 
the children being well. Our daughter is about to graduate. He really 
enjoys it when I talk about our children and about life. He stops and 
listens to me. He says, “Yes, things will get better!” Maybe as time 
goes on, children will grow up, and slowly he will forget about what 
happened. They are never forgotten, but I like to think so. He always 
tells me, “You have helped me a lot!”. When he comes home, he 
looks for me. He likes when I welcome him home, he feels great 
relief.

Yes, now he gets nervous. For three years we were happy and he 
was never nervous before the war, I know him very well. We were 
engaged for one year and married for two before the war started. I 
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thought that my husband would work as he had worked before the 
war for the sake of our children. This bothers me a lot. Now there 
are some limitations. I thought that he would work to help the chil-
dren and our family. The work that he used to do got discontinued. 
Just thinking about it is hard for a woman, let alone for a man. I al-
ways thought to myself, “I will have to work myself and raise and ed-
ucate our children until he gets better”. This is what I thought then 
and it still bothers me. If he was like he used to be in the past, he 
would work and we would have a better life. He tries to help, but his 
will is not the same as in the past. Now he has fatigue and stress.

It would have been better if my husband was not sick. It would have 
been better if we had a better financial situation and if the kids 
had better living conditions. I hope that things will get better. Our 
children’s lives are ahead, we have to think for the children as well. 
But, regardless of the burden that he has he always thinks about 
the children. He says, “Inshallah the children will prosper!” We have 
the same opinion about these things.

Sometimes I think, what about those women who have experienced 
something like this and they are all alone, how do they survive? It 
was wartime, we knew that war doesn’t bring anything good, but 
things like this?

I always try to connect him with everyone in the family, to get him 
more involved. I tell other members of the family, “This came from 
your father” or ”Your father brought this.” My husband likes it when 
I do this. When I say things like that he feels very well, he behaves 
completely differently those days. Even the children know that he 
has war traumas and they stand by his side. There is also fatigue 
sometimes. He says, “I didn’t do anything but I am feeling very 
tired.” Once after the war, for two days he didn’t eat anything.

Sometimes I feel depressed because some things have been im-
posed on us since the end of the war. I forgot about myself! I com-
pletely left myself aside. Sometimes I think how hard this has been 
for me, are things getting worse, or what is happening. I can never 
think of myself. It’s something you can’t talk to anyone about it. 
Sometimes I say to myself, “How could have I lived with all this pres-
sure?” I say, “Maybe I will get sick myself from all these worries in 
my head.” I have high blood pressure. Always keeping it inside. It’s 
not something that has been broken and can be bought again or 
repaired. It’s a part of life, and you can’t talk about it with anyone, 
or ask how it happened or what had happened!

You need to keep it inside. I always have to be careful. Be careful 
with my husband because he is sick, be careful not to hurt him, 
be careful around the children. It seems to me that I am putting 
pressure on myself, it’s so hard. Sometimes I feel that I am getting 
very tired, I feel like a closed person. It affects me a lot both in 
psyche and in fatigue. Even the children ask me sometimes, “Mom, 
what’s wrong with you today?”. I tell them, “I’m just tired because 
of work.” I can’t talk about that issue with anyone because it might 
hurt them. 

I always tried not to think about it so much, but sometimes I get 
overloaded with thoughts. It’s difficult when you are living with a 
person who has experienced such traumas. You always think about 
the same things. Even if you don’t like it, you think about it. You 
think to yourself, “Am I helping him or not?” It always crosses your 
mind. These worries will never go away.

I hope that things will get better. If my husband would be well, he 
would be trying to find a job for sake of a better future. Sometimes 
I talk to my husband and he says, “It would have been so good if 
I had a good job.” I know what bothers him. He remembers those 
things, he thinks like me. And life goes on, no matter how you are.

But these things that he has experienced, they need to be written 
somewhere. Very often I think, my children shouldn’t know who I 
am talking about but these things must be written somewhere. I 
am glad that you have invited me to talk about it because these 
words must be written somewhere. These are living facts that peo-
ple have experienced.
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The narrator of this story doesn’t feel comfortable even if we gave him a made-up name, 
so we will refer to him as NN (No Name). In the time of war, NN left the village together 
with his whole family on a tractor, but then he got separated from them. Together with a 
friend, he stayed in the village of Shajkovc. He lost communication with his family mem-
bers for some time. But because of war, he lost contacts for a long time with a girl, his 
“sweetheart”, who would often come to his village as a guest at his neighbor’s house. As 
teenagers, they had some kind of platonic love for each other and hope for the future.

Immediately after the war ended, when NN moved to Prishtina, they met again by 
chance.



152 153“I am not good enough for you anymore”  Meriton Maloku
Digital work

I AM NOT GOOD ENOUGH FOR YOU 
ANYMORE

We were always calm and quiet as a family. We had average living conditions. I was the 
youngest of six sisters and four brothers. Our father died very early. I was somewhere 
around seven years old when he died. We lived in the village. Our mother died after the 
war so during the war I lived together with my mother and brothers. All of my sisters were 
married. The eldest brother was around 35-40 years old when our father died. 

We lived based on my father’s pension from abroad so we didn’t suffer much. Our house 
in the village was the same as every other house, it was a large two-story house. Our 
house is still in the village but nobody lives in it anymore. It’s abandoned.

We didn’t live far from our school. It was about half an hour away by walking, it was not 
a problem for us. The teachers at the school were very good. They were quite capable. 
Some of them have already retired, and some others are not alive anymore. We had a 
very beautiful life. We didn’t have as much as we have today, but we were happy with 
what we had.

At that time if your parents would buy you a bicycle it was as if someone bought you 
a car nowadays. Everyone was happy just to have a pair of sneakers, you were happy 
enough with sneakers. And today if we buy them, it’s nothing special. We used to have 
an average life, but beautiful.

As a child, I was very happy. I was even happier when I met my now-wife. We were chil-
dren then. I was somewhere between 14-15 years old. She would come to our village 
because she had some uncles and cousins living in my village. We met for the first time 
as children. She was a very beautiful girl, a lovely girl.

I worked a bit in the private sector while I was growing up. I was going to school and at 
the same time, I worked. I finished the gymnasium, I attended the fourth year, and then 
the war started. When the war started, I was around 19-20 years old. Serbian barbarism 
has already reached our village so we took our stuff and left our village. Fortunately, we 
did not suffer any losses, because we did not lose any family members, relatives, or 
cousins.
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We arrived in Prishtina and from there we continued towards the village Shajkovc. We 
traveled with our tractors, and we took everything we were able to carry. We did not wait 
for them to come and burn us. Because the Serbian barbarians had arrived, they were 
burning the houses nearby, and we could hear them shooting, we did not dare stay in 
the village anymore.

I will never forget my mother’s reaction when we told her, “We have to leave!” her lips 
were trembling and she knew that whatever we leave behind is lost. The men who kick 
you out of your house have only bad intentions. I know that my mother was very upset 
about everything. She was very upset because we were many children and no one knew 
what our fate was going to be. My mother was a very noble person, very gentle, soft. She 
was always calm and gentle with us. She never yelled at us. Somehow since my mother 
died everything has died. My life has changed for 90 percent.

Everybody from the village, our neighbors, and our cousins, we all got into our tractors 
and we went towards Gollak and then we continued towards village Keçekolla. From 
Keçekolla we reached Prishtina and then we parted our ways. I didn’t continue with my 
family, so I decided to go back. I stayed with some of my friends and my family left.

I didn’t know where my family went, because they came to Prishtina and I moved to 
Shajkovc. During the war, I stayed together with my friends, my good friends. We stayed 
away from our families for about 3 weeks or a month. Then from Shajkovc I arrived in 
Prishtina and I met with my family. I didn’t know anything about them, except that we 
knew that they were in Prishtina and most of them were fine because that day when we 
reached Shajkovc the paramilitary forces withdrew from Shajkovc. The police and the 
army stayed at the water supply in Batllava.

We suffered a lot for food. In the house yard of a cousin who let us stay at his house, 
we were about a hundred people. I remember one day while we were eating bread with 
a friend, his mother signaled to tell us, “Get up and leave because there is no more 
food!”. We left the table and we were still hungry. We were forced to take the road from 
Shajkovc and come to Prishtina, in order to find a solution. We were trying to find some 
food for everyone.

When there was food, whoever could cook would prepare something for everybody. 
Those people were not my family members but we considered them as friends, ac-
quaintances. I was staying all the time together with my friend, I didn’t separate from 
him during the war, and I would always tell him, “Wherever you go, I will go too!” But he 
was a little scared because he would say, “If the Serbian army or police stop us, they will 
ask you where your family is”, because I was all alone and that could pose a problem.

To this day we are very good friends. I can call him on the phone 
every day, but I don’t do it because I don’t want to bother him. He 
works in the post office; he has a very high position and that’s why 
I don’t want to bother him. But when he calls me, I always tell him, 
“I think of calling you every day, but I’m afraid I will bother you!” He 
would say, “Even if you would call me at midnight, I would answer 
the phone.” But I don’t want to bother him. I don’t want to bother 
a man that I highly respect, a man that always helps me, because 
every man has his worries, problems, and troubles.

My wife was an orphan when she was a child and that’s why she 
stayed with her uncles. She was a charming person. Her mother 
died too early. I remember her mother a bit. After her mother died, 
I knew that she was an orphan because her father was disabled. 
She was the first girl I ever liked and the one I always had in my 
mind, I always thought of how we will live next to each other. And 
then slowly-slowly, we passed time together, we would look at each 
other, we would talk to each other, just like children do. But then 
war crushed everything.

She decided to leave Kosovo. A crowd of people was leaving and 
she was together with her father and aunt at the border with Mace-
donia. They took her out from the queue and they told her father, 
“We are just checking her documents.” They asked for her ID card 
and then they took her, as she said, “They took me further away, I 
was inside a vehicle like a jeep”. They started raping her there when 
she was only 18-19 years old.

After the war ended, when we started recovering and going out a 
bit, one day I saw her getting some aid in a neighborhood of Vran-
jevc in Prishtina. I was together with that friend of mine. I saw her 
waiting in line. As soon as I saw her, I was surprised. Because I 
didn’t see her for a year, or a year and a half. Because before the 
war, it all became a mess and we couldn’t meet as often because 
she wasn’t coming anymore to my village.
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When I saw her, I approached her and she spoke to us. She was 
just looking at me, she couldn’t believe that she was seeing me. 
Maybe she thought that I got married. Or maybe because of her 
problems, she thought, “He will not be interested in me anymore”. 
I asked her, “How are you? Did you all survive?” She said, “Yes!” I 
told her where I live and the next day, she came to my house togeth-
er with my niece.

In the past, I used to live with my brothers, but then my brothers 
went different ways, some went to live in the village while others 
stayed in Prishtina. So, the next day she came to my home together 
with my niece. We were happy when we met, we were happy that 
we saw each other, but nobody knew anything about her problem. 
We didn’t have any idea! Also, I didn’t know at first what the problem 
was.

After some time, I told her, “If you agree, we can stay here together. 
We will live here!” She stayed there for some time, she had coffee 
with me and then she went home. When I met her for the second 
time, I asked her, “Do you want to continue where we left off?” and 
she said, “I am willing to continue, but I have a problem, I have a 
very big problem.” I remember it as if it happened yesterday. We 
went out in the city, not for coffee but just for a walk. I still remem-
ber even the place where she told me. She started crying. I didn’t 
know why so I asked her, “What’s wrong?” and she said, “I’m not 
good enough for you anymore. I was raped by the Serbian police. 
I don’t know if they were police officers or soldiers, but they raped 
me.”

I asked her how it happened. She told me everything. She even 
showed me the scar on her head when they injured her while raping 
her inside that car. In those moments, to be honest, I felt as if the 
whole world knew about this. But I told her, “We will find a solution.” 
She went home crying because she thought that I didn’t want her 
anymore and that I don’t love her anymore. She came again to my 
house together with my niece. They stayed at my home, and they 
had some food and drinks. But it was hard for me, it was hard to 
look at her, it was very hard. I don’t know, but it seemed to me that 
the whole world knows about it. I don’t even know how to describe 
it; it was a terrible feeling. I told her, “I will close my eyes to it.” Her 
father knew about it, even her aunt knew but they never told me 
anything about it. When I met with her father, he thought that I have 
no serious intentions with her and that I will eventually leave her.

But we met again and I disregarded all those things, I disregarded 
them and I didn’t think of them anymore. I never mentioned it to 
her and I never spoke of it again. We got engaged and then we got 
married and then we started a family. Today, here we are. I mean, it 
all ended in that way.

My mother loved her very much. But war never allowed them to get 
too close. There were always some sacrifices. We couldn’t meet 
with her. Even when she was a child, my wife would come to visit 
us. For three years she came to visit us at our house, and we so-
cialized, and also my mother socialized with her. That part of Gollak 
welcomed everyone. My mother loved her a lot since she was a 
child, and maybe my mother knew that in the future she will be part 
of my life. But my mother didn’t live long enough to see her in my life 
since my mother passed away.

We got married immediately after the war, in 2000 if I am not mis-
taken. I was somewhere between 20-21 years old. We didn’t have a 
wedding because my mother died just before we got married, while 
I was engaged to her. So, we just went in four or five cars and took 
the bride. There was no longer any mood to make a celebration. We 
just went and took her and we had a smaller ceremony, with sisters, 
brothers, my uncles, and nobody else.

We had no problems during our marriage. In fact, with the birth of 
the first daughter, our life changed a lot. Because we were young 
when we became parents. It was joyful when we became parents. 
We had a good life in Prishtina. I also had a very good job. Every-
thing was beautiful after we got married and when our daughter 
was born. Before we became parents, I saw her many times wor-
ried and upset and I would tell her, “There is nothing you can do, 
you have to agree with fate!” But since we had a baby, we got rid 
of all the worries and we didn’t care anymore. I mean, she didn’t 
worry as much. Of course, it’s a wound that will never heal but we 
have to get over it in time. If she continues every day thinking of the 
bad things that have happened to her, there might be other con-
sequences. These consequences appear after a long time. But, in 
time she has to overcome it, she has to forget about it.

Now our daughter is almost 20 years old and our youngest child is 
five years old. Sometimes we would talk to our children about the 
war but we never spoke about what had happened to their mother. 
But I think that they are suspecting because they are always calling 
us and asking us, “Where have you been?” I think that they know. 
That day has to come eventually, we have to tell our children, we 
have to accept it.
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I often pray to God and thank God there are no such things anymore, 
to hurt our children, to happen to them as it happened to my wife. I 
feel sorry for all those parents, who probably are not among us today 
anymore, for what has happened to their children. Today I wouldn’t be 
able to bear it if anything would have happened to my child. Maybe 
there would be nothing I could do about it, but I couldn’t bear the idea 
of it! But these things have happened. The Serbian barbarians did all 
sorts of things!

I still work in the same place as before. I never stopped working. 
At the moment I work as a guard. My wife also works. She never 
stopped working for ten years. In fact, with her help and with my help, 
today we have an average house, an average life. The children go to 
schools. Only during the pandemic, they did their schooling online.

I am thankful for my wife, she helped me with everything. I would 
never leave her, nor I could turn my back on her when she was a girl. 
I loved her because I was young and she was young and I couldn’t 
care less about anything. Maybe I could have found a better wife, but 
I couldn’t turn my back on her because I loved her. And, my love for 
her has increased even more when she told me the truth. We agree 
about everything. Today I am very happy. My wife helped me a lot. 
Without my wife, I couldn’t have finished my house.

We both work and we both live together and we’re happy. We have 
family problems as everyone does, these things happen sometimes. 
But even when I’m angry I would never mention to her that issue. I 
would never use it as a tool to humiliate her character or to insult her 
because nobody should know or hear about it. So, this is my life.
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From Germany, where he has been since 1977, Pëllumb returns in the ‘90s. In ‘99 war 
broke out in his village. Serbian police catch him and his cousins in the car. Pëllumb is 
kept for 21 days in the basement of a bar, where captive civilians are interrogated. The 
torturing police officers want to learn from Pëllumb about his family members in the 
KLA, especially about his brother.

The reader should be warned that Pëllumb describes extremely torturous experiences, 
which he suffers from twice a day, and which almost always end in fainting.

The day before he is finally released, he is severely beaten and, half dead, is left behind 
some containers. Today, Pëllumb describes family sufferings who go beyond the days of 
war, that have left many health problems, and beyond.
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I STILL DO NOT 
DARE TO SLEEP 
ALONE

I am Pëllumb, I was my parents’ second 
child. I am a part of a family which was 
neither rich nor poor and we dealt mostly 
with livestock. I helped my parents with the 
livestock - with sheep, cows and others. My 
mother was a housewife, she dealt with 
knitting. She would make socks or even 
carpets. They would sell them because we 
had sheep wool. 

I was educated with the help of my parents. 
At that time, they were not so old so they 
were able to send us for education. Even 
though the living conditions were hard, they 
managed to send four of the children to 
school. I have completed my primary school 
in the nearby village. I have completed first 
through eighth grade of primary school. 

I remember the first day of school because 
we went to school together with friends on 
foot and the distance from village to school 
was over three kilometers. But the trip was 
joyful because we would play on the way. 

I had a good relationship with my family 
and especially with my father. I inherited my 
grandfather’s name. My father dealt with 
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blood feud reconciliation and he solved different problems that people had in our village 
or other villages as well. Whenever he would go to such places, he would always take 
me with him. They would always call my father because my father was a bit educated; in 
‘40-’41 he finished his school. I don’t know what kind of school or course it was exactly. 
I don’t remember if he completed it in Prishtina or Gjilan, I believe it was Gjilan because 
it was closer to him. He went there together with a friend and together they finished the 
school.  

He was a Serb from our village, they were the same generation. As we were told as 
soon as they finished the second course they got employed. My father used to work as 
a policeman in Gjakova, I don’t know for how many years.  My father learned reading 
and writing in both Albanian and Serbian, but mostly in Serbian language. Then he dealt 
with helping people solve problems; wherever they invited him he would go. In each and 
every place he went he would take me as well but now I forgot all the places. I used to 
know all the exact places and names where my father used to go up until ‘99-2000 but 
now I have forgotten. 

I registered secondary school in Ferizaj immediately after I completed primary school. 
The secondary school lasted for four years. I have completed secondary school trav-
elling on foot because there were no transporting means and conditions were as they 
were at those times.

I had a really good relationship with my brothers but the best relationship I had with 
my sister because we were six brothers and we had only one sister. She was clever, 
she wanted to go to school but father didn’t allow her to continue. At those times they 
wouldn’t allow them to go because they had to travel on foot and from my village to the 
city is more than seven kilometers. And for that reason, my father didn’t allow her. Also, 
because she didn’t have any female friends and my father couldn’t let her travel alone. 
However, me and my brothers we continued going to school. 

I discontinued going to school in ‘76. I have finished secondary school but I didn’t contin-
ue further even though I had the opportunity. In July of ‘76 I went to complete my military 
service. Immediately three-four months after I finished secondary school, I joined the 
army. One of my uncles was working at the municipality office responsible for recruiting 
soldiers to the army and he said: “There is a free place in the army, would you like to 
go?” and I agreed because it was close, not even 50 kilometers. My uncle told me “You 
will be a driver”. 

I came to Pristina, I became a soldier in former-Yugoslavia and for seven months I 
stayed in the “Marshal Tito” barracks. After seven months I had completed the training 
for a driver but they refused to make me a driver because there were no Albanians in 
the army at that time, I was the only one. So I was not appointed to be a driver but I 
was appointed to be an infantry observer. So, from Prishtina I was sent to Mitrovica at 

“Meto Bajraktari”. I worked there as a mail-
man and I stayed for seven months there 
because I never used my military leave. 

I completed my military service in ‘77. I 
don’t remember the exact month. As soon 
as I completed the service, I got the pass-
port and I went to Germany. My plan was 
to go to Germany and work so when I come 
back, I will have enough to buy a truck. I cal-
culated that it will take me two-three years 
to work and then when I come back here, 
I will obtain a driver’s license and continue 
working as a driver. But as soon as I went to 
Germany I never came back. 

I worked in Germany until ‘90. Initially for 
seven years I worked as a waiter because 
I went and finished a course. In that course 
they were teaching two subjects, courses 
for waiters and cashiers. So, I also com-
pleted that course for computers, where 
the money was going. So, after seven years 
of working as a waiter I worked for six and 
a half years as a cashier in a department 
store.  I also did some other work. I was not 
only a cashier. When needed I was appoint-
ed to work other things as well. 

Those years while I was in Germany, I came 
only once home. We would go in March 
and we would come back in July because 
it was seasonal work. So, we would finish 
in December and in December we would 
come and rest for three months and then 
we would start next year. I did seasonal 
work for four years. Then I obtained a visa, 
not a permanent one but only temporary. I 
worked until ‘90 with that visa. In 1989 I got 
ill but I don’t know the name of the illness. 
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My eyebrows would fall off. They were saying it happened because of 
the absence of a vitamin but I don’t know which one. All of my body 
hair would fall off. Not only hair but everything.  When I would come 
back home in ‘89 and stay for a week here my hair would start grow-
ing back but as soon as I would go back to Germany it would fall down 
again. I struggled for a year like that, I would go to hospital and again 
the same problem would appear. I was in the hospital bed next to an-
other Albanian from Gjakova and as soon as I found out that he died 
in the hospital, the next day I immediately purchased a plane ticket 
and I came back home. I never went back to Germany. I was afraid. 
Because we had the same illness.   

Two months later I regained my strength and I was as I used to be be-
fore, my hair grew back and I started working with foreign currency ex-
change. I would convert cash from deutsche marks to Yugoslav dinars 
and from dinars to deutsche marks. Exchange of foreign currencies 
with former-Yugoslav dinars. I worked until ‘98. That year, because the 
war started, I stopped working. 

In May of ‘98 all members of my family were interrogated because 
they were looking for weapons. At that time my father was over 70 
years old. I managed to save my entire family.  The Serbian police sum-
moned me, my father and my brother who is now a martyr to appear in 
front of the Serbian police station. My brother didn’t come because I 
told them: “My brother is in Switzerland, only my father and I are in the 
house”. We had three members of the family who had similar names - 
my brother Qahil, my cousin Qamil and my other cousin Qail. 

In ‘99 I stayed home because I didn’t work.  I stayed with my wife 
and children because my children were young. My brother, joined the 
Kosovo Liberation Army. I helped the soldiers a bit because my broth-
er was there too.  I hid a pistol which I brought from Germany and I 
didn’t dare tell anyone about it. When the war started, I took it and I 
gave it to my brother and I told him “Since you joined the army, here 
you go”. I didn’t get the pistol because of war but I purchased it be-
cause I was fond of it and I took care of it. My brother started with that 
weapon and then he got his supplies from cousins because all of my 
cousins were in the war. 

In ‘99, on April, there was fighting in the village. I helped them because 
my house was the last one where the fighting was taking place. The 
soldiers brought the weapons near my house and from there I would 

help them and carry the weapons to where the fighting was happen-
ing. The fighting lasted for two and a half hours in the village. Two peo-
ple were wounded. My brother was grazed by a bullet, it hit his hair. He 
survived that time but two others got wounded. 

That day, we escaped from the village and we went to a hill which was 
a kilometer and a half away, maybe two. The entire neighborhood es-
caped there. Our army took care of us there and they monitored the 
situation. If I am not mistaken, I stayed there until the 15th. Then the 
Serbian forces started shooting at us so we escaped to another vil-
lage. The distance between my village and this village where the entire 
neighborhood stayed was six-seven kilometers. I think it was the 29th 
of April when I returned to my village. I remember it was a Thursday 
but I don’t remember which date and I saw an imam who was close 
to my age and he asked me: “Where are we going to do the Jum’ah 
(Friday prayer) tomorrow?” and I replied to him: “Imam, first I need to 
reach my home and tomorrow is another day. See you then.”

The same night my brother together with three other soldiers told me: 
“Stay here and take some of the stuff from home in order to take them 
tomorrow”. Two soldiers planned to go to a nearby village the next day, 
on Friday. So, I went to sleep alone. At seven thirty a cousin came and 
told me: “Come on, we are moving on!” I didn’t know where we were 
going. We just got inside a car and left. When we left the main road in 
order to reach that village, we came across the army and police. They 
were placing landmines on the road. They started shooting at us from 
the moment they saw us until we stopped, but we didn’t stop initially. 
When we stopped, there was a tank on the road and the Serbian forc-
es caught us and they maltreated us. Both police officers and soldiers 
were located there; soldiers didn’t mistreat us at that moment only 
the police officers did.  I recognized three or four of them. They didn’t 
know me by my name, they knew me by my nickname, because I used 
to hang around with two friends who had a known surname and they 
assumed that I belonged to that family as well. These two friends also 
worked with currency exchange. The police beat us up badly. They cut 
a tree and with sticks they beat us up bang-bang-bang. They broke the 
leg of my cousin who was a soldier and they also broke my foot. 

From there they took us to the police station. While they were taking 
us there, police officers were communicating with radio among them-
selves and they were being told to: “Throw them out from the car and 
take their ID cards”. I thought they were talking about us from what I 
could understand. But they were not talking about us. A bit further on, 
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maybe five hundred meters further, there was 
another communication and they were told: 
”We took from the other guy the cigarettes 
and his ID card”. Then I understood that they 
were not talking about me and my cousin but 
they were talking about some unknown per-
sons. Later, after I was released from prison, 
I found out who they were talking about and 
both of them were killed. The first one came 
from a nearby village, I knew him. The sec-
ond person was from another village. Both of 
them worked with trading.   

They took us to the police station and they 
abused us there. The police were staying in 
the mosque. One of the officers said: “Call the 
others, let them see the terrorists we caught!” 
They came. But when they came, I recognized 
several police officers because I worked for 
eight years everywhere in Kosovo. 

Police officers came out from the mosque, 
they put me in the vehicle and they told me 
that the deputy commander wanted to see 
me because the commander was killed. I also 
recognized the deputy commander but he 
didn’t know me because he didn’t deal with 
me. Another officer was in front of me. He saw 
my money. He asked: “Why do you have so 
much money?” I showed him the money on 
purpose because I was wearing a jacket and I 
opened it because it was warm. I wanted him 
to see it. Then I pulled the money out and I 
said: “This money belongs to the police” I said 
“I have a witness that your employee gave it 
to me. Your employee gave the money to me. 
He stole your money; I gave him the deutsche 
marks and now I have this money left”. 

There were over 4000-5000 of deutsche marks which I placed in front of him. He said 
“Why are you leaving this money here?” and I said “To find a solution, to help me some-
how”. He said “I can help you by not sending you to a place where they are abusing the 
people a lot. I can send you to Bankkos. There are all women.” He didn’t say anything 
else. He wrote something on a piece of paper and gave it to the police officer who 
brought me there and he told him: “Take him to this place”. So, they took us, me and my 
cousin, from Bankkos to Ferizaj.

I was on the right side of the vehicle. When we arrived, I saw that the doors were open 
because the Bankkos doors were big. I saw there many women, most of them were 
young. One of them came out and as soon as he saw me, he said: “What are you do-
ing here?” I rolled down the window and told him and he just said: “Aha, a terrorist!” 
he tried to punch me but I rolled up the window and didn’t let him. He hit me a bit. He 
then went on the other side where my cousin was. My left hand was handcuffed to my 
cousin’s right hand. He beat up my cousin more and then he entered the vehicle. We 
waited there for an hour because they didn’t want us there, the police were using that 
place for sex. The police there were all uniformed, there was no one without a uniform. 
We stayed there for an hour or maybe an hour and a half. They didn’t want to take us so 
there so they took us to “Pranvera”. We waited for three-four hours outside. “Pranvera” 
was a place which they used to take the civilians which they caught, men or women, 
initially take their details and then take them to other places. “Pranvera” was a place 
where they would take civilians and imprison them in the basement. The basement was 
four by five meters wide. Before we entered the basement, they took our details. I was 
taken by police because I was a civilian and soldiers took my cousin because he was a 
military man.

I am not sure if they took my cousin to Pristina hospital. I didn’t see it, only what I was 
told there. I was held initially at “Pranvera” in Ferizaj. The basement was filled with forty 
or fifty centimeters of water. I stayed there for 21 days, maybe 22 days. I would be taken 
by a Roma person from the basement to the second floor. I don’t know who was taking 
the others. At the time when I was there, they wouldn’t keep people for more than two 
hours, two-three hours and then they would take them. I never saw that Roma person 
taking anyone else. He would take me to the second floor, on the right side where Avdi 
Bajgora was together with Boban Krstić, that was his first and last name, there were 
also some other persons there which I would see but I never managed to learn their 
names, except for these two. 

On one side they would interrogate me and on the other side I would be taken to put a 
signature. Then they would take us back to the basement. Sometimes they would inter-
rogate us once in the morning and once in the afternoon.  They were not interested in 
why I was together with that soldier or where I was going. They were mostly interested 
in my family, how many soldiers there are and where are they located. While I was there, 
I heard that two of my cousins were killed. I was caught on April 30th. One of those 
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cousins was a commander and he was killed on April 22nd. My family 
didn’t know about this but I learned while I was imprisoned that two of 
my cousins were killed but still, I didn’t believe them. They told me: “Feim 
and Ali were killed!”, but there were two people named Ali and both of 
them had the same last name. One of them was commander of the 
village brigade. Next day I was interrogated again and they were asking 
me about my brother because he joined the army. The abuse increased 
even more after those soldiers were killed and they were telling me: “We 
heard on the news that your brother was killed”.

I believed this to be only their tactic. I wouldn’t admit that my brother is 
a soldier because in ‘98 I gave a statement saying that my brother is in 
Switzerland. I was telling them to look for the statement I gave earlier 
and they found my statement in which I stated that my brother is not 
a soldier but he is in Switzerland. They had some accurate information 
and they were trying to convince me to say that he is a soldier. I would 
admit everything they said accurately for the others but I wouldn’t admit 
regarding my brother because I knew that I gave a statement earlier and 
it was my final statement. I gave that statement seven-eight months ear-
lier. At that moment they put me down and they told me to sign a paper, 
but I refused to do so because that paper had few written sentences 
which I have said and then there were 10 centimeters of blank space 
and then the place to put the signature. I refused to put a signature 
there and he slapped me twice. I told him: “I will not sign even if you kill 
me, I will not sign down here”. They didn’t let me sign up under the text. 
He said: “Only down here!” then they wrote whatever they wanted. Fine. 
Anyways.  

The abuse continued every day, I was sent down-up, down-up, they were 
interrogating me mostly about my brother. Every day they tortured me 
using a bayonet, with a knife. And every evening they would come and 
take me again. 

For 21 days I didn’t talk to many people because they would keep them 
there for a short time, one-two hours at most. It didn’t happen for any-
one to stay a longer period of time there like one day or overnight. Only 
one person stayed for one day and one night and I learned his name.

The abuse initially occurred in Goga’s cafe, a cafe bar near the base-
ment maybe thirty-forty meters away. They made the NATO sign on my 
forehead using a knife. Imagine the pain. I had to stand still while he was 
cutting the flesh with his knife and blood was continuously dripping. I am 
not sure how long I stayed there, thirty minutes or an hour. The person 

who was transporting people came in and I remember they were telling 
him in Serbian language: “Shaban, bring him … take him”. I don’t know 
if that was his first name or last name. During the day the next abuse 
happened, they cut my thumb. There they addressed that person with 
Ismet and not Shaban anymore. But during the time I stayed there for 21 
days I learned his name, his true name was Ismet Shabani, a Roma from 
Ferizaj. I searched for him, I checked two-three Ismet’s but it was none 
of them. It’s possible that he was not from Ferizaj but I never found out 
who or what he was. I was interested to know if he did anything else. But 
I never found out where he is or where he lives. 

The abuse started on the second day and it continued for 19 other days, 
they used the same methods. I had wounds starting from my head, 
where they cut the NATO sign using a knife, until the tips of my fingers 
and also part of my left testicle has been damaged. For 21 days this 
abuse occurred in “Pranvera”. I don’t remember the exact date when I 
was released, but I counted how many times I was abused. As I counted 
the last day was the 21st day. 

He was holding a broom in one hand and I don’t know for sure if he was 
holding the bayonet on the other hand, but he shouted: “Take off your 
trousers!” and so I did. Then he told me: “Take off your underwear!” and 
I didn’t want to comply. And then I don’t know, I was down on my knees 
on the side, my head was facing the wall. I don’t know who did it, was 
it that police officer which abused me or that Roma who was standing 
there because I fainted. I don’t know if they used on me the bayonet or 
the broom because I lost my consciousness. I don’t know how many 
hours I stayed there unconscious. When I tried to stand up I noticed that 
blood dried on the back of my body and I was feeling cold. I put on my 
underwear and trousers and I leaned towards the wall. There was a pool 
table there because on one side they were abusing people and on the 
other side they were playing pool. I couldn’t see them but I could hear 
many voices talking, they were playing, I could hear the pool balls. The 
same police officer came out and he was wearing a mask and he said: 
“Who told you to dress up?” I told him that I was cold and he asked me: 
“Did you notice anything?” I was afraid to say No because I thought he 
might do it again so I said Yes. Then he told that Roma “Take him to the 
basement!” and the Roma person took me to “Pranvera”, he dropped 
me in the basement and I crawled inside. Water helped me. Maybe it 
helped others as well, but others didn’t suffer abuse like I did. 
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During one of these 21 nights, I don’t know which night it was, they cut 
a piece of my flesh from the right side of my body by using pliers. That 
night they brought two people and both of them were wearing dress 
shirts and they were under 30 years old. The same person that abused 
me hit the first person with a bayonet on the left side of his head. That 
person fell on the ground. We were in the same cafe and there were 
some black blankets and a plastic cover. He would throw them there so 
there wouldn’t be any traces of blood. Because the plastic cover wouldn’t 
let blood leak and the blanket would soak it. I saw when he hit him from 
behind, he didn’t say anything, and he just dropped him on the ground. 
Probably he was experienced, maybe it was not his first time, and he 
did it like how the butcher knows how to kill a cow. He hit him and that 
person didn’t even move. He fell dead on the ground. Then they grabbed 
the second person and stabbed him between the ribs and stomach, he 
didn’t move and he fell behind as well. They left both of them there. 

That night I stayed awake until the morning, there was electricity, they 
would turn on electricity when they were abusing people. They would 
play pool but at the place where they were abusing us the Roma would 
switch off the light and he would go out. There I lost all hope because I 
realized that I’m not going anywhere. One of them, the one who stabbed 
that guy in the front, had a pack of cigarettes in the pocket and I entered 
and took it from him. At that time, I was smoking and I said to myself, if 
he comes out and sees me smoking, he will kill me, so let it be. I took the 
cigarette and I smoked it but luckily, he didn’t come out. When he came 
out, he just said: “Too much smoke!” and I didn’t say anything. 

They returned me to “Pranvera’’ and interrogated me about what I had 
seen the previous night. Avdi and Boban were asking the same ques-
tions. I told them: “I couldn’t see anything because I was here”. He asked: 
“Maybe you could see something” and I replied “I couldn’t see anything 
because it’s impossible to see anything. I can’t stand on my feet. There 
is that little window and nothing can be seen from it” he then said “You 
were at Goga’s cafe, did you see what happened there?”. I said “I don’t 
know, a piece of me was cut there” and I said “I fainted, I couldn’t see 
what had happened”. He asked: “Was anyone there?” I didn’t dare say 
yes. He then told me: “You will take this medication because you stayed 
for a long time in water. It will help you prevent a cold because your kid-
neys can be damaged from the water”.

Not that he fooled me but I was forced to take 
it. It was a small bottle and its color was blue, 
almost like the color of the sky. They gave 
it to me and I noticed that when I swallowed 
the acid was very strong. He said: “Keep your 
mouth shut!” and I kept it shut for a couple of 
seconds and then I noticed that my teeth start-
ed cracking. I understood their intention and I 
said to myself: “It can’t get any worse than this” 
and I opened my mouth and spat out most of 
my teeth, most of them cracked. I spat and he 
slapped me, he said: “You’re supposed to open 
your mouth only when I told you and not so ear-
ly!” and I said: “I couldn’t hold it anymore be-
cause it was hurting me”.

He then said: “You have to drink all of this 
again; I will make sure of it”. I don’t know if it 
was medicine or what it was but I know that it 
was hurting me. My teeth fell off during the time 
I was there, then in the basement they just be-
came smaller and smaller. Both internal sides 
of my lips were covered with a rash and when-
ever I would put my finger in - it would feel like 
a burning sensation. There I lost all my teeth, 
they just decreased. It was not the last day. It 
was maybe two or three days before the end. 
The last day was when they removed a piece of 
flesh above the finger of my left hand and they 
told me: “This is going to be your last day and 
you will become like your other friends!” They 
returned me to the basement. In the morning 
they took me upstairs where they were hanging 
around in a small room and there was a person 
called Destan Shabani staying there. I saw De-
stan that day there and other days I would see 
him just passing by. I knew Destan from before 
because he was investigating us. That is why I 
knew him. He was a police officer but he was 
working in civilian clothes. They came, I didn’t 
recognize the other person but he beat me up 
badly. He beat me up with a baseball bat on the 
left side of my body. He damaged my left kidney 
and left ribs.
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I know I fainted and I don’t know who grabbed 
me but I was left near a container on the left side 
of the road. The little mosque was on the right 
side and “Pranvera” and Goga’s cafe were on the 
left side near each other. They left me leaning on 
the container made of steel. That moment I was 
so lucky because some women were heading 
to the train station. They saw me there and ap-
parently, I asked for a cigarette from them, but I 
can’t remember this. Then they asked me: “Who 
are you? How are you?” because I was all swol-
len up. I remember vaguely when they helped 
me stand up and I told them where I was from. 
And then those women came back and I don’t 
know how they carried me. There were five-six or 
more women and one man was with them. 

I used to know that man’s name but now I forgot 
it. They took me to a house and they changed 
my clothes. One of the ladies gave me some 
large underwear. They removed my underwear 
and she put on me the new one. For an hour or 
two I was calming down and they covered me. 
I came back to my senses and she asked me 
who I was and what had happened. Then I was 
able to tell her who I was. She asked me about a 
person who was at the same place as me. Lucky 
for him, that person stayed there only one night 
and day. The following day he was taken away 
from there. While I was imprisoned, I managed 
to communicate a bit with that person and we 
learned each other’s names. I said: “One night I 
was together with a person from Ferizaj. I know 
what they were asking him and what”. 

She said: “I am his wife”. Thank goodness, 
even after all the torture I have suffered, I still 
had goodness in me. I told her the story of her 
husband and I told her: “They your husband to 
Vranje”. Because I heard them, when they were 
torturing people upstairs you could hear them 
communicating downstairs. 

Afterwards, she found a person who was work-

ing as a taxi driver, who was transporting people out of the nearby village 
by using a horse and a carriage out of the village and sending them to 
the train station. He would take 10 deutsche marks to transport per-
sons from that village to the train station. This woman went out, found 
that taxi driver and told him the exact place where to take me. He was 
at the village, she paid for the taxi and she gave me a box of cigarettes. 
She said: “Take this one across!”. She didn’t come with me. She put me 
on the carriage and the taxi took me to a village, near the city. 

They took care of me for a month because I stayed there until June 
22nd. As I remember the events, the police tortured me for 21 days. And 
based on how they calculated it was more than 21 days. But according 
to the injuries on my body it was 21 days. Some told me that I came on 
the 19th but I don’t know for sure, anyway one day more or less doesn’t 
matter. A family there took care of me. I was lucky to have known most of 
them because they were uncles of the soldier, who was caught together 
with me. 

There was a person there who took great care of me. His brother used 
to have sheep and their family slayed four-five sheep and covered me 
with animal skin. I am thankful to him for doing this for me even though 
he never met me and the others, those soldiers, most of them knew me. 
While I was staying with this family, I found out that my brother and my 
first cousin were killed. 

A doctor there, a veterinarian, from village Gaqka administered me with 
an injection. I saw there all the people from the neighborhood, twenty of 
them, who used to go collect their pensions in Skopje. All of them used 
to work in Skopje. One of them was working as a veterinarian in Skopje. 
He administered me with the first injection. Then there was another doc-
tor called Sylejman Topalli. He helped me with other medication that a 
young woman brought to me. She was providing medicaments for sol-
diers through a soldier from that neighborhood.

She gave me some medications for relieving pain. I don’t know the name 
of the medication but I was using it. On 22nd of June I was sent to Sko-
pje because my family was not in the village anymore. I went to the vil-
lage and I asked around where my family is and I was told that they are 
in Skopje at the house of my uncle. After I stayed for one month with this 
family, my actual family members did not recognize me. They couldn’t 
recognize me.
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We stayed for two days in Skopje. Together with my family we returned to 
the village on 22nd, 23rd or maybe 25th of June, I am not certain when 
exactly. As it happened for the entire population of Kosovo, the same 
happened to our family: houses were burned, they killed a cow and then 
they threw it in the well. Soldiers that survived came and inquired about 
me. Two days after I came back home, I went immediately to the infir-
mary to heal some of the wounds which were still open. That day I got 
checked by a really good doctor. He checked my colon and told me: “It’s 
not infected but there are some cysts, they are out, but there is no need 
to intervene anything. By using a cream, they will dry out”. He prescribed 
some other medication as well and gave me some bandages and told 
me: “Keep them just in case!” I went to the pharmacy and they had noth-
ing. I went to Ferizaj but also there I couldn’t find anything. My uncle from 
Skopje found those medicaments and I used them and they helped me. 

One day I had to report to the doctor at the infirmary because I was 
receiving infusions every second day. I lost count how many infusions I 
have taken, hundreds and hundreds. I still take infusions. While I was at 
“Pranvera” also my stomach was damaged because they didn’t give us 
any food or water. I took whatever I could find, I drank water from that 
place where I was staying. For two-three days I drank that water and 
then I used my shirt to filter and drink the water. But the water dirt and 
hair would penetrate the shirt as well because the toilet sewage was 
coming directly from the first floor to the basement. All that they would 
defecate and urinate from upstairs would come directly where we were 
staying. In those twenty days I have stayed there, they cleaned the base-
ment only once. That person called Ismet came once and he removed 
the place where the tube was located. He removed and cleaned it, he 
didn’t wash it but just put some water and then locked it. Then he turned 
on the water upstairs for two or three hours until the level raised for 20 
centimeters and he left it like that. 

Then I started drinking that water. In 2000, my stomach started hurting, 
I went to the doctor and it was the same doctor who checked me before. 
He said that I need to check it. I told him what kind of water I drank and 
the doctor told me: “We need to check it with an x-ray”. At that time in 
Kosovo, I didn’t have options where to go but also, I didn’t pay too much 
attention to it and I used for a year medication which were easing the 
pain a bit, so I didn’t deal with my stomach issue.

I had a heart attack before my operation. In 2002-2003, I am not certain 
when I had a heart attack.  The doctor told me “It happened because of 
your stomach”. I stayed in the hospital for 21 days in Pristina.

Within three-four years then I also had a stroke, 
for two-three days I lost my consciousness. All 
this because I was cut in the back of my head in 
two places and also, I was hit on the head. I went 
to see a neurologist in Ferizaj. I believe his name 
was Enver. He checked me and then I was sent to 
the neurological department for a checkup. The 
next two years and also in 2017 they operated 
my stomach because it was completely blocked. 
I didn’t know what was going on. They told me: 
“The entire intestine canal which is connected to 
the stomach has been damaged”. They removed 
half of my stomach and the intestine which is 
connected to the stomach. Doctor told me he re-
moved five centimeters but I don’t know if that’s 
true and then they combined the intestine and 
stomach with a connecting bridge, apparently 
that’s how they call it. 

Since 2017 I still have problems with my stomach. 
Also, my left kidney is damaged from the time I 
was beaten up with that stick, that part is severe-
ly damaged. They told me I have to undertake an 
operation but I didn’t, hoping that I can do some-
thing with medication. I use medicaments for my 
kidney because it doesn’t clean as it should, as I 
was told by my doctors. I use medication for my 
kidney, stomach because I get anemic.

For two years I had also problems with my lungs. 
In 2019 I was in the hospital because I had inter-
nal and external bleeding, I was bleeding from my 
mouth and colon because when they connected 
the intestine something that digests food was not 
directed at food. God knows when they operated 
on me, it’s not directed towards food and I don’t 
know what happens in medical terminology but 
the bleeding occurs.
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So, this is my story. I live here with my wife and 
my daughter-in-law. My wife and daughter-in-law 
take me to the doctor regarding all these health 
problems. My son is at work most of the time but 
all the issues I have with anemia and stomach 
occur during the night and then my son takes me 
to the doctor. Other than that, I spend most of 
my time at home with my wife, daughter-in-law 
and my two grandchildren.

I met my wife for the first time while I was at-
tending secondary school. My wife wasn’t going 
to school but I got to meet her because her sister 
married my brother. We met in ‘76. I was then 
a soldier and my brother was already married. 
Then in ‘77 I finished the army and I went to Ger-
many and then I returned in ‘78. I bought a car 
and one day I took my sister-in-law to her father 
and there I met her sister who was then attend-
ing 8th class in ‘78. That’s when I saw her for the 
first time. In ‘80 we got married. For two years 
we dated and our families knew that. They nev-
er stopped us from dating and they never inter-
fered. We would go out with parent’s approval. 

I have six children, four sons and two daughters. 
All four all married, they have children and they 
are all employed. Me and my wife are unem-
ployed, she is a housewife. I work a bit in agri-
culture, but I can’t work too much but just to en-
tertain myself for the day. I can’t work but I just 
don’t like seeing the land fallow so I work a bit.

I have changed a lot after the torturing. Since ‘99 and still to date I am 
afraid to sleep alone. I see nightmares of being beaten up, I see them 
killing my youngest daughter. I see them and it seems as if it’s happen-
ing in broad daylight and then I startle and try to escape. My daughter 
was born in ‘99 and I don’t know if she was even one month old. I see all 
these things in my nightmares. I see nightmares of them asking me “Do 
you want us to kill you or the daughter?” and I tell them to kill me and 
then they go to kill my daughter and I try to protect her. This nightmare 
reoccurs very often. 

For twenty years my wife never left me alone. She even doesn’t go to 
see her family members. If she goes, she stays only during the day and 
stays until the evening. In the evening I go to pick her up or one of the 
boys does. These last 20-21 years I never stayed alone in the house. My 
family takes good care of me. And they should because I took care of 
them before the war. We had good living conditions, they were educated, 
and I always provided for them everything they needed. My wife would 
go wherever she wanted to go, I would never disallow anything, and I 
provided good living conditions before ‘99. And then in 1999-2000 my 
wife took care of me; she cleaned all the body wounds I had for three 
years. She treated me as if she was a nurse. Now I have to return the 
good deed for those that took good care of me. 

At the moment I am dealing with these illnesses that I’ve been carrying 
since the war. My biggest concern is my stomach and the anemia. I am 
not optimistic that they will heal, time did its deed, I am now old and I 
know that things will not get better. I am relieving my pain with medica-
tion because my stomach doesn’t let me eat. Before eating anything, I 
must take one pill every day. 

So here it is, this is my story. This is everything I had to say. I would like 
thank you and the association.
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As Refik points out, his family was always together during weddings, death ceremonies and 
also during the war. When the Serbian state campaign for the cleansing of Kosovo intensi-
fied, the population of Llabjan was forced to flee as well. But Serbian forces did not allow 
families to flee together. They separated young men from the others.

From that moment the abuse, torture and humiliation became a daily routine for Refik, his 
brother and four hundred other prisoners from that area. When the end of the war was 
signed, these prisoners were sent by buses to different Serbian prisons.

Only after the intervention of the International Red Cross, Serbia was forced to release the 
prisoners. There, Refik found his brother, with whom he had been separated since the sec-
ond day of being imprisoned. He rejoices while saying, “If I would see my family as well at 
that moment I wouldn’t mind even if I died there and then.”

However, when after about ninety days they came back to their ruined house, they reunited 
with their mother and two sisters, they found out about the violence which the rest of the 
family had suffered.
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MY SISTER 
JUMPED FROM 
THE TRACTOR
TOWARDS US 

We were seven members of the family, 
three brothers, two sisters, my mother and 
father. My father worked in an office in the 
village. We, the children, went to school in 
that village. There was only one school for 
several nearby villages.

We had very poor living conditions. Now 
we have much more than we had at that 
time but somehow even then we managed. 
I started my primary school in 1981. The 
very same year my father was imprisoned 
because he participated in the student’s 
protest. Father stayed for 40 days in jail and 
that year I did not attend school. I lost that 
year. Next year I registered again the prima-
ry school. Our living conditions were very 
difficult, we had no income, we didn’t have 
anything. Matter of fact, a year has passed 
until my father managed to return to the old 
place of work. 

I have two older brothers. They struggled 
to find work for themselves in order to sur-
vive. We always had pressure caused by the 
Serbian state and by Serbs and we have 
suffered as a family which belongs to the 
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Bosniak community. We bought our land a long time ago and then the Serbs in 1985 
came and took it away, the size of the land was 1 hectare and 20 are. So, everything 
you thought you have, you actually did not have. We had to buckle up and work. We had 
no other way out.

When they came my father was at work and so my mother went to speak with that Serbi-
an person. We have bought the land from the state. But that Serbian person apparently 
gave it to the state. My mother didn’t allow our land to be taken because that land was 
providing food for us. You had to do something in order to survive somehow because 
those were difficult times so we had three cows, you had to buy low and sell high. When 
my mother went out, she told that Serbian person, “Don’t do anything or I will stab you 
with a pitchfork” and she went in front of him with a pitchfork made of steel. My sister 
was two years old at that time. They arrested both my mother and my two-year-old sister 
and they kept them arrested for 12 hours.

They issued a fine for my mother because they couldn’t keep her in prison since the little 
girl was with her. And then war messed everything up.

In ‘89 my father died. He used to work as a mailman. He was distributing mail for twelve 
villages. These were mostly military service summons, children vaccination, traffic fines, 
etc. My father worked for 28 years. When they took his land, he became worried sick 
and in 1989 he died.  

My second brother was a soldier in Banja Luka. At that time, I was attending I believe 
the eighth grade at school. My oldest brother was hired in the brick factory. For that I 
thank my neighbor. Because of him they hired my brother. He noticed that we don’t have 
any kind of income and then he said, “You have to come and start working because you 
don’t have any other options.” He helped us a lot. Also, many people from the village 
helped us a lot regardless of the fact that we were Bosniaks, we were together with 
them on every occasion, weddings, death ceremonies, anything, it didn’t matter be-
cause we were together.  

After some time, my brother finished his army service and he came back. He started 
working and worked for almost two years. He worked the same job as my father did. My 
father died at his place of work. My brother worked until ‘91 and then he went to Italy. 
Then I replaced him at his place of work for some time. I worked there until the decision 
came to sign for the Serbian state. When that decision came, I quit my job and I didn’t 
work there anymore. From time to time, I would work in some private companies, here 
and there, so I would meet ends.  

I finished only the first year of my secondary school. We didn’t have any income and 
we had to provide for 5-6 members of the family. Our living conditions then were much 
harder than now. From all the men in my family I am the youngest. My sisters loved me 
a lot, we were a like-minded family. When the time would come for work, we would all 
be working. We never begged anyone for help. My father tried his best raising us and 

educating us but war time eventually came.  

War destroyed everything. The Bosniak 
community was destroyed the most. Just 
before the war started and during war time, 
many people from nearby villages escaped 
war and came to our house. When most of 
the people from my village gathered, they 
escaped war just like everybody else and 
they went to the nearest village. I really can’t 
tell how many people there were, but there 
were many, I know that there were 936 
tractors. There were also tractors with trail-
ers and they managed to cross. Whenever 
needed me and my brother were watchmen. 

On 7th of May three Serbian paramilitary 
officers came. They had scarves over their 
heads. And people that saw them and 
those who had more experience told us not 
to run towards the woods. We had to display 
a white shirt or something, show them that 
we are surrendering. My family was among 
all the people there. Someone raised a 
white shirt or sheet and they surrendered. 
The Serbian military surrounded us. They 
searched each tractor and robbed people 
off their possessions, they took all their 
money and gold. They were stopping the 
men and ill-treating the women. They took 
their gold, their rings, money, just about 
anything they could find. From there we 
continued our road towards Stragan from 
Llugave te Drinit and every 20 meters there 
were 5-6 or even 10 paramilitary officers. I 
was on my neighbor’s tractor and my family 
was with me. I was sitting at the end of the 
tractor because it was not a good idea for a 
woman or an elderly to sit there. Each and 
every one of them was asking for money 
and gold. When we came close to the Bal-
kan house, as they call it, the one that has 
the buses operating from Pristina to Peja, 
I remember it as if it happened yesterday, 
they stopped us there and I noticed that 
they were taking the young men away. But 
they didn’t pay too much attention to the 
age. One of them was saying stop them and 
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the other was saying let them go. They told me, my brother, a neighbor 
and five other men from the village to get down from the tractors. There 
were 936 tractors who went on their way, one after the other. 

My mother and two sisters were in the crowd of people and everybody 
was just trying to find a place to sit on the tractors. There were many 
that were left on the road because they didn’t have means of transport. 
The ones which were on foot would get killed by the Serbian criminals, 
the chetniks. That’s why everyone should give a statement and tell the 
young generations what happened during the war.   

They told us to get off the tractor there. I had 30 deutsche marks in my 
pocket, intended for my family in case they need to buy bread. And then, 
suddenly, one Serb hit me with a rifle buttstock on my back. They were 
shouting, “Walk here”. One of them was searching our pockets and the 
other one was hitting us as hard as he could. One of them was sitting 
on a chair and he was giving orders, “This one goes here, that one goes 
there”. I turned to look behind in order to see my family and to see my 
brother who was also taken off the tractor and at that moment they 
started beating me. One of them said, “Give me your ID card!” and after 
I gave it to him, he said, “You’re a Bosniak?”  and I said, “Yes, I am” and 
he asked me, “Why did you leave your house, who told you to leave?” 
I said,”The army.” He asked me, “KLA or the regular army?” and I said 
“I didn’t see KLA here, it was your army.” He then hit me so hard that I 
almost fainted. I saw that at the same time three of them were beating 
my brother. My eldest sister jumped from the tractor to grab my brother. 
A fight started there and from the beatings I lost control and I lost my 
family, I lost everything. 

Two people grabbed me and they put me inside one house. If I would go 
today, I could tell which house but I never went to that place ever again. I 
don’t know if there were 90 or 100, I don’t know how many people there 
were. I don’t know what happened to my brother or my sisters. They left 
us there for two hours or maybe more. 

From there they took us to the school in village Staragan. They told us 
not to look left or right, just to look down and to hold our hands up. And 
when we reached that place, they told us to kneel and our legs eventual-
ly got numb, we were unable to stand up. They were beating us as much 
as they could. It started getting dark. They took a man, who was around 
40 years old, inside a house and they pointed a rifle at him. We heard a 
shot coming from that house. He would go away, another would come. 
They put that man on the side only so they would scare us into thinking 
that we are going to get shot. They took that man to his tractor and they 
threw all his belongings on the ground. They gave him an order, “Get on 
your tractor!” and as soon as he would try to climb the tractor, they would 
point the rifle at him and get him down. 

Maybe an hour has passed or so. A bus and a truck covered with tarpau-
lin arrived. It was Serbian police. They started searching us one by one 
and they took everything we had in our pockets and they took all of our 
ID cards. They even removed our trouser belts. Then they started beat-
ing each and every one of us and they just put us inside the bus. The bus 
and that truck got full with people. We stayed there for some time, I don’t 
know for how long because we didn’t have watches, and after some time 
they took us to village Gjyrakovc. While we were in village Gjyrakovc they 
took us to a private agricultural pharmacy.  So, imagine all those people, 
maybe nearly 100 people were put inside one room. Doors were locked 
and windows were locked. In the morning when we woke up the ground 
had two centimeters of liquid. Because there was no air flow and the liq-
uid was created by people as a result of the torture and everything else.  

Someone had cigarettes with him and another person had a lighter, but 
the lighter wouldn’t ignite because there was simply no air. It was hard 
to keep our body and soul together. Maybe less than 500 meters from 
that place they had something similar to prison cells. These were some 
tiny rooms. All the criminals from Peja, who were Serbs, were taken to 
that place for interrogation. When we were sent there, I saw my broth-
er and my neighbors there, I saw that everybody was there. Two, three 
and sometimes four police officers would interrogate us. They were from 
Yugoslav State Security Administration (YSSA) and they were asking us, 
“Why did you escape? Who made you? For what reason did you and 
your brother escape? You are Bosniaks, there was no need to escape, 
why did you end up in prison? You could have stayed home if you would 
have gone to the police and told them,”I feel endangered, give me some 
weapon and I will stay here.” And I told him, “No. I grew up with Albanians 
and we celebrated and cried together.” He asked me, “Didn’t you also 
have Serbs living up on that hill as well?” and I replied, “I never entered 
their house. I never stepped on their fields. Wherever my village goes, I 
will go with them.” He then said, “Are you belittling the state of Serbia?” 
and I said, “I don’t know, this is Kosovo.” He then said, “This is Kosovo, 
really? Ok, sign here.” And as soon as I signed, I saw myself in the corri-
dor being kicked and beaten up.

They took me to a room. Inside that room there was a person from Na-
bergjan, my brother, one unknown person and myself. They continuously 
beat us; we were barely managing to catch our breath. They took my 
brother for an interrogation. He didn’t comply with their orders, he said 
you can kill me but I will not speak in Serbian language. He was like that. 
They tried to make them sign a paper that they’re being sent for 30 days 
to a detention center and my brother took that paper and ripped it apart. 
There are also other witnesses that can state the same. And when they 
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brought my brother near the room, six of 
them started beating him. He fell on the 
ground. As my brother put his hand on the 
ground in order to stand up, one of them 
who was wearing military boots stepped on 
his hand and ripped his hand between the 
fingers.  

We stayed there for four days and nights. 
Every hour they would take us to collect 
water in a 10-liter bucket. We would fill the 
bucket with water but since it had cracks 
underneath, the water would leak from the 
bucket. As we were walking, they would con-
tinuously beat us. They were torturing us. 
They would send us into a room and they 
would beat us there. When they would fin-
ish, they would just open the door and kick 
us inside. On the fourth day they brought us 
two slices of bread and two boiled eggs. But 
our jaws wouldn’t work anymore, we didn’t 
chew anything for four days and nights and 
you couldn’t chew anymore.      

We stayed there until the morning. Then 
the buses came again for us. They took 
us one by one and as they were putting 
us in the bus, they were beating us. They 
took us to Peja. They took us to a building 
behind where the police station is located 
now. When we reached Peja they took us 
off the bus and then they started beating 
us by kicking us, punching with fists, they 
were hitting us with rifle buttstocks and 
rubber pipes. Everyone knows what a PVC 
pipe is, it’s a pipe which distributes water. 
They were beating us with that kind of pipe. 
They sat us in a rounded formation so we 
would rest. Everyone was sitting in the cor-
ner, but not as you would normally sit, but 
we were kneeling down on a cement bag. 
So we wouldn’t be able to stand up and it 
would be easier for them to beat us. Every 
person that came to that room would beat 
us. They would ask for money from us. They 
were even checking the zipper in our jack-
ets thinking that we would hide our money 
there. They made us sing for Serbia, they 

made us sing for Milosevic. They tortured us. We stayed there for thirty days. They had 
a court, not where the Basic Court is located now but where the employment bureau is 
located there was a court there. 

Before the war I would go out with my car and sometimes some police officer which I 
knew would stop me. Then one day one police officer told me, “Hey Bosniak, are you 
with them?” and I said, “Yes, I am.” The police officer then said, “We will find out if you 
put on their uniform and I will put you near a wall and shoot you with an RPG. This will 
not take your soul away but I will destroy you with an RPG. Not only you but I will destroy 
your entire family as well.” I didn’t do anything; I didn’t say anything. Maybe someone 
from those guards was an Albanian, I don’t know, but I know that there were some from 
Bosnian community. There was someone I knew. I wish I could have coffee with him, 
and what I would do to him is another story. He said, “A Bosniak joining the KLA?” and 
I told him, “When my father died, you didn’t come to my father’s funeral, but this entire 
village did. They are everything I have.” He asked me, “What did the first officer tell you?” 
and I told him, “The Serbian officer told me that he will shoot me with an RPG if I join the 
KLA.” He then said, “I will do much worse than that.” I said “If Allah lets me live, I know 
who and what you are, and God willing when everything ends, we will meet again.”

And then 5-6 minutes later I was handcuffed inside the police car. Inside the car were 
two police officers, that officer that was driving was also a guardian as far as I know. He 
took me with that car to the Employment Bureau. He then said, “Now you will be put on 
a stand and they will impose several years of sentence which you will have to serve”. 
On the second floor there was a prosecutor and a lawyer and both of them were Serbs. 
I smoke cigarettes but during that time it has been almost three weeks or almost a 
month that I didn’t smoke and when I saw a cigarette pack, I got a bit emotional. “Do 
you smoke?” the prosecutor asked me. I said “No, I don’t”. She said, “Your eyes say yes 
and you say no. Fine.” They removed handcuffs from me. 

She said: “Why are you, a Bosniak, with them and not with us?” and I told her the same 
thing, “I am a Bosniak, I will not deny it because I am proud of it but I will always follow 
my brothers, wherever they go I will go with them”. “So, they are your brothers now?” 
and I said “Yes, they are” She said, “Did you guard until 6 in the morning, all night long?” 
I said “Yes I have” and then she asked me, “So you are also a guard. Who else was a 
guard up on the hill?” and I said “I was not guarding” and then she started swearing and 
insulting me in Serbian language with everything she could think of. 

I stayed in prison for a month or maybe a bit more. I have the papers somewhere but I 
don’t know exactly how long. On 10th of June at 3 o’clock after midnight they told us that 
the war had ended. We were in prison and the police were waiting in front of the doors. 
When NATO would bomb Serbian targets, we could hear everything. One evening, they 
bombed nine times the place where the army was located, the paramilitary forces were 
staying in the barracks. They also bombed nine times the big Zastava factory, because 
the army was located there as well. We could hear them saying, “Leave the prisoners 
here. Don’t open the doors. Let’s escape to the basement”. We were lucky and they 
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didn’t bomb us, maybe they had information that there are prisoners 
here. Maybe that saved us. On the 10th, at 3 o’clock they woke us up 
and said, “Take your clothes because we are taking you to prisons in 
Serbia”. There were approximately 400 prisoners in Peja and they put 
us all in eight buses. Outside the prison police officers formed two lines 
until the bus which was maybe 100 meters away. Every prisoner had 
to enter in between them and I have no words to explain what kind of 
violence we endured. They handcuffed us with some plastic handcuffs 
which, if you moved your hands, they would cut your skin. They couldn’t 
be removed, they just had to be cut off. We travelled all day like that from 
here to Leskovac. 

My brother was in the other bus. Also, while we were in the prison, they 
didn’t let us stay in the cell together. There were usually 17-18 people 
staying in one room. On the way to Leskovac they were beating us, they 
were making us sing for Serbia, sing for Milosevic and other criminals. 
In the bus in front of us, the bus driver was a person called Dragan 
Vitojepašić from Llabjan. He used to work in Kosovo Trans. A prisoner 
was near him and he accidentally dropped a soap on the ground and it 
fell near the bus driver. The driver then said, “You want soaps?” and the 
prisoner said, “I took it to wash my face” the driver then said, “Ok, no 
problem”. They had many packs of soap bars on the bus and they made 
all the prisoners eat them. Whoever refused to eat it would get beaten 
up and then they forced him to eat the soap bar. A nephew’s relative told 
us. He also said, “That prisoner just dropped the soap bar. We paid an 
expensive price for that”.

We started going from Peja towards Prishtina. In Prishtina the Russians 
could have saved us because at that moment the Russians were in Pr-
ishtina. But Russians have brotherly relations with the Serbs. They just 
took pictures and they said drive away. 

When we arrived in Leskovac there were 400 prisoners from Peja. They 
aligned us and there were also the Serbs from Kosovo not only the ones 
from Leskovac. They started beating us, some would punch you and 
others just slap you. I was at the end of the line. As my brother was the 
first in line, about six of them started beating him for almost an hour. I 
could see clearly what they were doing to my brother. A police officer - 
doctor came and he told the police officers, “You can stop now.” And 
then that doctor told a person from Llabjan and one from village Ramun, 
“Grab him and give him some water.” When they gave my brother some 
water, he started recovering a bit. Those two neighbors were witnesses 
of the beatings but also the other 400 prisoners can tell you the same. 
As soon as my brother recovered a bit, he only asked about me, “Where 
is my brother? Did they kill my brother?” From there we were put in the 
buses again. Some were sent to Leskovac and others to other places. 
There were many prisoners, like my friends, that couldn’t get on the bus.  

There were some police officers that put the heater on and they told 
one prisoner, “Come here to get warm”. His clothes burned down and 
not only the clothes but also his leg. After a while he went back to the 
bus and as the bus was moving his wound got worse and you could see 
his bone through the wound. When I saw him my body shivered. All 400 
prisoners were crying because of him. He couldn’t stand on his feet. 
There were people that would set on fire the prisoners’ jacket and the 
prisoner couldn’t take it off so he had to endure the pain caused by fire 
until it would burn. 

From there we were sent to Zajecar. It was maybe midnight or two o’clock 
after midnight, I don’t know. Nobody dared to ask in which prison we 
were being transferred. As we were getting out of the bus we were being 
beaten up. Four-five of them would gather and they would beat us. Serbs 
from Zajecar, as I managed to notice, were not so aggressive towards 
us. But when they would see how the Serbs from Kosovo were behaving 
with us then they would become aggressive as well. The situation was 
so bad that the head of the prison was informed and he ordered the Ser-
bian police from Kosovo to give away their weapons and tools with what 
they were beating us with. He said, “There is law here.” They noticed that 
we were exhausted, sometimes we were being fed with only one slice of 
bread and days were long, the body cannot endure all that.

They abused us there as well. They were beating us up in the afternoon 
and in the evening. My brother stayed with me for two days. As soon as 
they realized that we were brothers they separated us. My brother was 
on the second floor and I was on the first floor. They would take us for a 
walk which would last for 107 steps, I know it because I counted them. 
They would take us to a park and we would walk in a circle. Sometimes I 
would raise my head to see if I could see my brother on a window. Above 
those rooms were the guards and as soon as they would see you raising 
your head they would start shouting, screaming and insulting. Some-
times the guards would throw their cigarettes on the ground and many 
prisoners would take the leftover cigarette, hide it in their pockets and 
then they would smoke them in the room.

I didn’t care about tobacco, or the house, land, nothing - I just cared 
about my brother, mother and my two sisters. I didn’t know where they 
were, where they had gone, I didn’t know if anything happened to them. 
For three months I didn’t have any information about them. I didn’t com-
municate with anyone except for those friends with whom I was sharing 
the room.  In the room we had a prisoner who was 68 years old from 
Radavc. There were 16-17 people in a room. He would pray three times a 
day for all of us. Those two weeks in prison were longer than if you would 
stay now two-three years in prison. We didn’t know if we were going to 
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make it or not, or if they were going to kill us and chop us into pieces. It was agonizing. 
You couldn’t know, any moment a truck, minibus, or a military jeep with two-three police 
officers or soldiers could come and take you away and since we were prisoners nobody 
would ever find out about us. How did all those people disappear? 

The food was a bit better there, but we paid for it in other ways. Just when I think of the 
torture we had to endure. Three-four days before leaving the prison, it was a late after-
noon, the corridor had floor tiles and we could hear some people walking and no one 
was talking. We could hear a large table being moved, our door was broken and it was 5 
centimeters above the floor tiles. A prisoner, told us, “We are in Zajecar prison!” “Where 
is this Zajecar?” we were asking each other but nobody knew. He knew all the places. 
He was the representative for our room in which there were seven prisoners. He was the 
“commander” because in prison only one person could speak on behalf of everybody, 
the others would turn their heads towards the wall. When he would talk to the guards, 
he kept his head down and ask, “We need this and that” and in case you would ask for 
bread you would get beaten up.

When we didn’t have water, we would be shaken up. We could hear that table being 
moved and our representative said, “I can’t tell what it is”. Do they want to beat us, or 
slay us, I couldn’t see. I could hear some people, some voices, they were changing, oth-
ers were coming, and nobody knew what was going on because this was happening in 
the corridor. One of us tried to peek through the keyhole but he couldn’t tell what was go-
ing on. I don’t know how much time has passed. They would just come and take the door 
key and they were banging on the door and shouting “Come on terrorists, wake up.” And 
they were swearing at us. We got ready, only our representative could speak with them 
and the rest of us couldn’t move a muscle. He spoke to a guardian. The guardian told 
him, “From today on you can raise your head when you talk to me.”

We were stressed out thinking that they will separate us again, we thought that they 
might take us to Nis or Leskovac again, or even Belgrade. He said, “Get ready, every-
body will get out from the room and wait for the guardian.” We all came out of the room.  

That morning before this happened a big guardian came. He was so big that he could 
hardly fit the door. He punched me only twice and I was already on the ground. He said, 
“You all have to give me the papers you received when you were detained. Whoever 
doesn’t have them must report to me.” In my jacket I had the papers for both my brother 
and myself. I had a dilemma: how to give the papers to my brother? So, I gave my papers 
to the room representative. “Count how many prisoners there are, do you have their 
papers? If not, let me know”.

I asked that fellow prisoner about my brother’s decision, “Can I give it to him?” He said, 
“One of them has his brother’s decision”. And he said, “You have to give me that deci-
sion.” I pulled the decision slowly from my pocket and I gave it to my fellow prisoner. 
We were all afraid because we didn’t know what that table was being used for. Finally, 
we had sufficient numbers and the one who was checking the decisions said, “I see a 
bunch of papers”. We gave them the papers and we didn’t know if they will use those 

papers to give us additional 2-3 months or 6 months of imprisonment, or are they going 
to use them to send us to different courts or they will transfer us somewhere else.  

There was one prisoner locked up with us. These were four brothers who were arrested. 
One escaped and only three remained. They were from the village Dobrusha. Dobrusha 
has the largest Bosniak community. You have also Bosniaks in Vitomirica, Baje, few in 
Gjurakoc, also few maybe in Istog. They told him, “You will deal with these prisoners and 
you will translate for them”. He said, “I will” but I didn’t like when I would see that prison-
er on the other side of the table. Things were changing every moment. They asked our 
room representative, “Where were you in prison?” He said, “Gjurakovc, Peja, Leskovac, 
Zajecar”. They told him, “Sign here.” He signed and he was told something but because 
we were scared, we couldn’t understand what he was told. They separated and he came 
towards us and the other person went the other way. We wanted to ask him what hap-
pened but we couldn’t because the guardian was there and he was ordering us to shut 
up. And when he told us to shut up, we lost hope about us. We thought there was no 
chance for us. When we went there, they told us, “Put your name and last name here”. 
The guy from Dobrusha winked at me, trying to tell me that things are not bad. And noth-
ing happened. We were back to our cell.  

They brought us dinner which was a slice of bread or something. Then just before nine 
o’clock the guardian knocked on the door. He opened the door to see if everything was 
fine. He was Hungarian. He said, “There are 17 of you in this room, that is too much”. He 
gave us tobacco. I said to myself, something is wrong here because this guy is giving out 
17 cigarettes, this can be anything but tobacco. As everybody took a cigarette, I took 
one as well. He then said, “Tomorrow you are leaving Serbia.” I got shivers all through my 
body. I said, “Is this person normal? Where will they send us now?”. He said, “You are 
free to leave. That is why I offered a cigarette to all of you. But you will not leave alone to 
Kosovo. The International Red Cross will come for you. They will pick you up with KFOR 
buses.”

It was afternoon. The room representative came and said, “It’s time.” But we couldn’t 
see anything because we were still tied up. He said, “We shouldn’t rush”. I told him, 
“Something is wrong here. You are alone in this prison and I have a brother here”. He 
said, ”I know your brother” and I told him, “Not only that he is in prison but you have 
no idea what they did to us in Leskovac, I am afraid that now it’s going to be worse for 
us.” I said that because I was afraid. The time was passing, five o’clock, six, seven - it 
became dark outside and nothing happened. I told him, “Do you believe me now?” he 
said, “Don’t worry, if we don’t get out tonight, we will get out tomorrow for sure, and be-
cause we gave our statements when we were in prison.” I said, “And what if they return 
the decisions as they were?” he just said, “No”. 

We woke up in the morning at 6 o’clock and we fixed our beds. The Head of the guard-
ians said, “This is in good condition but the room in very bad condition”. We said, “But 
we didn’t do anything there, it’s very dirty” and he said, “I want to see these ceramic 
tiles shining otherwise you are never going to leave this place.” Someone took a bit of 
water; others took a bit of detergent and we were happy. The friend from Grashtica took 
a blanket and said, “Two persons grab it and pull it across the room and move around. 
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Everybody sit at one corner and don’t touch the beds”.

We finished that task. It was around 1 o’clock. We heard some-
body in the corridor near our room. He came and he was bang-
ing the keys on the door. He said, “Come, you are all free to go.” I 
couldn’t believe my ears. But then I thought and what about my 
brother? When I was thinking about my brother, he was thinking 
at the same time, “Will they release my little brother?” I believe 
there were two buses from Zajecar, all the seats were taken 
and few people were talking. My brother was sitting on the sec-
ond stair and tears were running down his face. When I saw 
my brother, I had the feeling as the world is mine. If I would see 
my family as well at that moment I wouldn’t mind even if I died 
there and then.

We stayed there outside for three hours. Guardians never spoke 
to us. Some of us had some coins to buy cigarettes, or a cookie 
because there was a cantine there. They said that the Interna-
tional Red Cross came but they were waiting for the president 
to arrive. The Director of the Red Cross came and she spoke in 
German language, they were respecting her. They brought her 
a chair and she sat on it. And the main person told her, “This is 
the list and they can leave. The buses are near and the prison-
ers can get on the buses, there is no problem”. She said, “Not 
like that. We have papers, pens, and each and every prisoner 
will have to sign in my presence”. And she would call everybody 
with their first and last name, the translator was there as well.    

At that moment, when I saw my brother and those internation-
als, my stress levels decreased. They had their drivers. One by 
one everybody prisoner sat, each of us had two liters of drinks, 
Coca-Cola or carbonated water. We were given match sticks, 
two packs of Marlboro and a sandwich. Three buses left that 
place. We had to connect to the road which connected Zajecar 
with the other prison which was located in the other Serbian 
city. We were waiting on the road for the other bus. We spend 
a lot of time there. The Jeeps with internationals were located 
in front of us and behind us, and the buses were in the middle. 
Then the other bus arrived and it was escorted by two jeeps 
with internationals. One in front and the other behind. So, four 
buses gathered there, from Zajecar and Leskovac, and they 
brought us all at the same time to Kosovo. Approximately 100 
meters before reaching the Merdare border, the Commander of 
Serbian police returned to the vehicle because KFOR was there 
and he couldn’t cross. We were so happy and we teased him 
by telling him, “If you come across, you will suffer the same as 
we did.”

KFOR was driving in front of us with their armored vehicle and 
they brought us to Pristina. There was a large warehouse and 
the American and British KFOR soldiers were positioned there. 
You can’t imagine how they welcomed us there. Every prisoner 
could eat and drink anything they want. It was like being home, 
you could have taken a chocolate, or a cookie, or a fruit, a ba-
nana, whatever you wanted. You could eat bread as much as 
you wanted, there were packs with beans, the best that God 
could provide. We slept there that night.   

Some people came and they were bringing us mobile phones 
in order to call whoever we wanted in Albania, Montenegro, 
Macedonia or Switzerland. Luckily, I knew by heart the tele-
phone number of my brother in Italy. An older woman ap-
proached me and asked me, “Would you like to make a phone 
call?” and I said, “Yes, please. I will say just two sentences. I 
will just notify my brother in Italy” and she said, “No, speak as 
much as you want”. I called my brother and I told him that we 
were in prison and how they abused us, they beat us up, they 
did everything to us but we are still alive. I asked him, “Where 
is the family?” meaning about my mother and two sisters. He 
said, “They are in Albania and they will come tomorrow or day 
after tomorrow, or maybe after a week, I don’t know. They are 
hardly fine.” When he said hardly fine, I immediately knew that 
something had happened. I asked him, “Can you tell me what 
happened?” and he said, “When they come, they will tell you. 
It’s important that they are alive”. I spoke for 15 minutes with 
my brother, I notified him about the neighbors which were with 
us in the prison, I told him that they are all alive. He told me 
about some neighbors, they killed both of my neighbors’ broth-
ers. It was soul crushing because I was very close to them and 
they were my friends, we were together in the school and we 
were like a family. 

Before I forget, that night when they brought us from Serbia, I 
would like to thank one of the Commanders because he came 
here and he waited for us. He shook our hands and spoke to 
each and every one. He gave a very encouraging speech. I 
thank him for coming and talking to us, it was just a half an 
hour, but for us it was a big thing.

The next day buses arrived and they took us from Prishtina 
to Klina, Prizren and Gjakova. Many people were inquiring 
about their family members, if they’re alive or dead and where 
they are, will they come back. They took us to Peja. When we 
reached the place where the wood combine is located, one of 
my neighbors saw me. From that place and all the way above 
the promenade are approximately 4 kilometers and he ran all 
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the way after the bus when he saw us. He ran after us. When 
we came off the bus he was there with us. We were at the place 
where the former municipality was located, now that the cadas-
tral office. At that place another Commander was waiting for 
us. We stayed there for thirty minutes, he held some speeches, 
and he said some great things. He is a great man, very capable.   

We were going towards our houses. We came directly from 
the municipality below Peja. There was the KLA station. They 
noticed me and I was wearing long black boots. A young man 
came out and he was wearing a KLA uniform and I was happy 
and wanted to say, “Wow, our soldier”. He said, “Good after-
noon” and I replied “Good afternoon” he said, “Can I ask you 
something? Who are you and where have you been wearing 
these boots?” and I said, “I will certainly tell you who I am but 
you have to tell me who you are as well” and he said, “You see 
that I am wearing a uniform” and I said, “I am happy seeing you 
in that uniform” and I told him, “I am this and that person, I was 
imprisoned and yesterday they released us from the prison. 
There are also others”. They let us go to the center and I wanted 
to go home. He said, “No, we have to inform the main com-
mander.” I said, “Mister, you inform whoever you want, I want to 
go and see if my family is still alive because I can hardly walk. 
I’m exhausted. I can’t stand on my feet.”

A uniformed person, now deceased, came up front and when 
he saw me, he said “Neighbour” and I replied “Brother!” A per-
son came driving a kombi van Mercedes 207. There were no 
seats, only two in the front. And this person stopped that van 
and asked the driver, “Where are you going?” He said “I am go-
ing to *he mentioned a village*”. He asked us, “How many are 
you?” and he counted us eight. He told that driver, “You must 
send them to this village. Whatever you do, within an hour you 
have to confirm to me that you have taken them there because 
they are my people and they were imprisoned.” 

We got inside the van. There were eight of us. We all went to-
wards our houses. Me and my brother remained the last ones. 
We live at the beginning of the village. The house was covered 
with bricks. Trees have fallen, they seemed like tunnels.  

“- Brother?” “- What?” “Step only at the places where the car 
was driven because there might be a landmine or something.” 
So, we were walking slowly, dragging our legs. Just 4-5 minutes 
before we reached our house, we met our neighbor who came 
with two other neighbors from Albania.

When he saw us, he started crying for us. He had more than 60 years of age. He died 
last year. “I am so happy to see you, as if I saw my own children. Thank goodness you 
survived. Your family is in Albania.” he told us. “I don’t know when they will come, tomor-
row or when.”

We were unable to enter our house. I couldn’t take off my boots anymore. I lied down. 
They brought us tea. I said, “I don’t want tea, I just want a drop of water.” I was looking at 
the destroyed houses, there were no people there anymore. I asked my brother, “Should 
we check if our cottage is still there, so we can have a roof over our heads?” and when 
we went there, it was terrible, cows, horses and dogs entered our old house.

The house was in terrible condition. We just found a spot and laid there. I didn’t care 
about the house, I just wanted to see my sisters. I went into a room; found a pillow and 
I just fell down because I was exhausted. In the morning when I woke up, I saw that the 
body of my dog, Bubi, was under the pillow. Somebody put the pillow over him, but I 
didn’t notice it because I was exhausted. We were exhausted, we couldn’t stand on our 
feet. I told my brother, “Brother, we have to do whatever we can to repair a room for us 
to stay in it.” That room was 2 by 3 meter wide. We threw away the carpet and everything 
else and we put some wood on it so we could sleep in it.

Next day, in the afternoon, a neighbor arrived and he came with our people, mother and 
sisters, from Albania. He was crying because he lost a cousin. I asked him, “Are those 
our people that are coming?” he said, “Yes, they are” he also said, “They had a problem 
with a tire near the cupboard factory and they will come as soon as they fix the tire.” 
The truck couldn’t pass because the road was narrow. The neighbor’s daughter started 
calling for me and my brother but nobody replied because we were someplace else. 
And then she went back and told my family, “They lied, because they are not there.” My 
mother almost lost it. After some time, I told my brother, “Let’s see where our family is” 
and just before we reached the truck my younger sister saw us and said, “They are alive, 
they are hardly walking but they are coming.” We met. They immediately started explain-
ing what had happened to them and I told them, “This is not the place to talk about it. 
There are eight different families in this truck.”  

The brother of the Commander arrived and he brought me flour and everything else I 
needed. I will never forget what the village did for me, I hope I will be able to return the 
favor to them. 

That night my mother and sisters started telling what had happened, and I said, “Noth-
ing for tonight! We will talk in the morning. Seeing you alive is enough for me. Tomorrow 
we will continue.” But where are we going to stay? The house had two and a half floors 
but it was unfinished and it had only the walls and the roof. We couldn’t stay there due 
to the bad smell. We put some sponge mattresses on the second floor, we put a blanket 
over the window and another blanket where the door was. We couldn’t do more than 
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that. We fell asleep. At around 5 o’clock like an early bird I woke up, I went to the balcony 
and I said to myself, “Thank God my family has reunited” except for my brother in Italy 
but he is doing fine, he doesn’t have war. 

Sisters woke up and they made coffee. They told us everything. How they took them, 
and how they used force on them. Sisters told us that they were taken, the older sister 
jumped from the tractor and ran towards us but she was taken. They hurt them badly, 
they did everything to them. It was very hard listening to them. Because when someone 
hurts your family, they hurt your soul. Everybody should imagine how hard it would be if 
your sister would be raped, it’s painful and nobody can heal that pain. Can anyone heal 
the pain I endured for 90 days in Serbian prison? No. Also her pain will never get healed. 
But we have to help them, find help for them and support them as much as we can. We 
shouldn’t make it harder for them. She has a lot of anger and sadness and what would 
happen if we were angry as well? The situation would get just worse and worse. We have 
to be ready to help at any time, be aware and stay close to them as much as we can.     

My sister has changed a lot since that happened. We can’t leave her alone, always 
somebody must be near her. She was traumatized. She recalls very often what had 
happened to her, what they did to her, and we have to support her much more. We try to 
talk about other things and we try to keep her closer. 

My sister never created a family of her own. It’s hard to create a family. She lives in that 
psychological condition and then it’s hard for her to endure everything. Our family will 
keep on trying to help her as much as we can. Whenever needed we will be there for her.  

Very often I tried to start talking about that issue with her. She would stop, start crying, 
get angry and then she tries to change the subject so I wouldn’t feel sorry for her. I take 
her with me and we go to the city, so she would think of other things. I tell her, “Sister, 
this happened during the war. It will go away eventually; you have to create a family of 
your own. Look at this one, she has little children or look at the other one she has big 
children.” I try to convince her that she needs to have a family of her own. But it’s not 
easy.  

Me and my brother, we forgot about our sufferings when we think of what our sisters 
have suffered. Because it’s terrible, it’s much harder for them. Men are like men, they 
go out, they work and they forget a bit. But she stays at home, doesn’t go anywhere and 
she just thinks, “look at what had happened to me”.

I still didn’t create a family of my own yet. I still live with my mother, two sisters and my 
brother. Nobody from my family got married yet. Hopefully, we will like everybody else 
did.  

I had many problems with this sister. I had to forget my problems and deal with hers. 

I had to keep her close to me. And we have poor living con-
ditions. You can barely survive from working in agriculture or 
work in manual labor. I don’t have my own company. I don’t 
have anything. I live off the 120 Euros from what the state 
gives me because I was in prison, I don’t have anything else. 
That money is not sufficient to buy medicine for myself, nor for 
my mother or for my sisters. But I still hope. I hope that things 
will be better because things can’t go on like this forever. And 
we will, God willing, create our own families. My sisters, my 
brother, me - everybody. 

I would ask the youth to understand what we have suffered 
during the war and they should focus only on school and work.  
Don’t lose time with manual labor, or working in agriculture, 
don’t do it. Only go to school and work. Nothing else. With-
out school you’re nothing. Don’t get fooled with businesses. 
Some are successful but remember that school is in the first 
place. School has everything, you get educated and smart. So, 
I would beg the youth never not to forget what the older gener-
ations suffered during the war, they should be smart. This was 
my story to tell, and I hope that God will help everybody and will 
not forget their deeds.
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In Baballoq, where he was born and raised, Shpejtim had bad experiences with repre-
sentatives of the Yugoslav state since he was a child, when the police made his hands 
bleed by beating him with a baton. His experience is just the continuation of many bitter 
experiences of his family and the whole surrounding area.

In 1998, Shpejtim joined the KLA. After leaving home, he lost all contact with his family. 
When he got wounded in the war, the news reached his family members that he had 
been killed, and people came to express their condolences to his family. When he finally 
returned from the war, upon seeing him, all the women of the family fainted. He found 
his house in the village completely demolished. 

A few years later, Shpejtim learns about the fate of his wife during the war from a man 
whose wife was herself a victim of sexual violence. He decides not to say anything to his 
wife until she gets the courage to tell him.
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I DID NOT EXPECT THESE 
WORDS FROM YOU

I was born in village Baballoq, Deqan’s municipality, in 1962. 
I am the first child in my family. I have five brothers and two 
sisters. We had a very happy childhood, there was a lot of love. 
Also, an uncle lived together with my family. The grandfather 
was the only child himself and he had two sons. Since I was 
the first child, everybody loved me more. My grandparents 
loved me the most.

When I was at the age of three my father went to work in Slove-
nia. He worked in construction. Grandfather has always been 
with us. Father would come once a year. Those were good 
times, we had a lot of fun, it was completely different from to-
day because now people have it all, but we could never repeat 
the joy and pleasure we had in the past. We also had better 
health; everything was better in the old days. People wouldn’t 
hang around with each other for a specific interest, there were 
no differences among us, we all had fun, we socialized togeth-
er, those were good times.

At the age of 6-7, I went to the first grade of elementary school 
in village Baballoq. It was quite far to travel back and forth but 
we had fun, I am still friends with the childhood friends from 
that school. We never lost our friendship, some got married, 
some went abroad, but we still remained close and when we 
met we spent time like in the old days, we talk, we joke, we 
love each other without any interest. It’s pure friendly love, 
same with men and women. I have a better relationship with 
friends from elementary school than with those from second-
ary school. I have 4-5 friends whom I meet almost every day 
and two female friends with whom we have been in the same 
school from first to eighth grade.

My brothers have always listened to me. When I would tell 
them to “Shut up” or something, they wouldn’t say a word, be-
cause I had the authority as the eldest and I guided them, just 
as my grandfather, grandmother and my mother guided me. I 
don’t remember my father very well, because while I was grow-
ing up he was present in my life for maybe 20-25 days.
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In that short time when he would visit, he would bring with him love, but since we were 
children, we couldn’t understand it. I used to call my father “uncle”, and I called my grand-
father “father”. My grandfather was so close with me that I couldn’t call him “grandfa-
ther”. I also called my grandmother “mother”, and I would call my mother by her name. I 
slept with my grandmother and grandfather, they never let me sleep with my mother, my 
father or my brothers. Up until I became an adult, I slept with my grandmother.

We had some flour mills in the village and when we were children we would play with 
clay, we would build mills of our own and we would play all day long with that. We pre-
tended that we would put corn in it and grind it. We were playing with corn cobs as chil-
dren, we would clean them and then we would make play houses with them. We would 
go out in nature, sometimes to collect flowers, other times to play in meadows, so it was 
a very, very good life, joyful for children. These were the games we had; we did not have 
other games like they have nowadays. We were driven to play in nature, we learned how 
to play in nature. The place, land, forest, we would take fallen leaves and build houses. 
That’s what we had. That’s how life was in the village. 

I finished secondary school in Skenderaj when the orientation school started. I loved 
physical education, but also math and physics.

My family was not too religious. Grandfather went to the mosque only during Eid al-Fitr. 
They were much more interested in work. They were interested in having a job and a 
family. Absolutely nobody in my family dealt with politics. My father worked in Slovenia 
for 36 years. The rest of us didn’t receive any salaries from our state. Our state did not 
like us, did not support us, and did not offer us a job or anything. To them, we were like 
enemies of the state. We always had doubts about our state’s intentions towards us. We 
didn’t even dare to apply for a job, because Serbs killed our great-grandfather.

That state worked against us, it was not kind to us, and so the elders nor the family 
didn’t allow us to work for them. Even if they hired us, they wouldn’t let us work for them. 
Because of them, we had victims in our family even in the Second World War.

We worked in agriculture and construction. I have always loved the profession, and 
continue to love it to this day. Up until now, because I was operated on, I have always 
worked in building houses, I have never stopped. I worked physically in construction but 
then my health problems appeared. I have not worked for two years now. I have no help 
from the state. My wife works now because I can’t. Those years when I worked have 
been a waste because I worked in the private sector and now, I don’t have any pension, 
I can’t cherish my many years of working. We worked for ourselves; the state did not 
care at all. The only option for me is the old age pension. But I am still young for that. I 
thank God and I thank you for your support, you have intervened, and thank God that 
has given you the possibility to help. We thought that we were fighting a war, but the 
women were fighting a harder war.

For our family and the entire area where we live, the war start-
ed in 1987, when the Serbo-Slavic forces of Belgrade came. I 
was terrified. I will never forget the shootings and the screams.

In ‘87 I was young, I was still not married. They were shooting 
at them with cannons and the ground was shaking. All that for 
one person only. It’s so shameful what happened and histo-
ry will never forget it. All that for one person, who didn’t have 
tanks, nor did he have airplanes but their cruelty against our 
people is a known fact, they brought tanks from Belgrade and 
the helicopters were flying over the house. Since this hap-
pened, they came 3-4 other times as well. It was war. They say 
that this fight was the first fight that happened. Then there was 
another one, that was the second time, and then it happened 
at the Jashari family. Since then, it never stopped.

We were always concerned, every news we would hear was 
that Serbs will destroy Drenica. And we always kept our ears 
open, always cautious, listening to any shot or anything else, 
always afraid that they would enter today or the next day. At 
any moment. When fighting started, we considered it that the 
war had begun then, the KLA war, when the KLA appeared 
in front of them. Because they were always after us, always 
chasing us. 

If you met a Serb and greeted him in Serbian and said, “Do-
bar dan” they would beat you up because you spoke to them. 
Once, when I was a child, they beat my hands with their police 
baton. My hands immediately got swollen up. I passed near-
by them and I didn’t say anything, I didn’t say “Dobar dan” or 
anything. A police officer asked me, “Why didn’t you greet us?” 
and I replied, “I didn’t see you”. He said, “How come you didn’t 
see us?” and he started hitting my hands with his police ba-
ton. “Go back and say Dobar dan”. He made me go back ten 
times and repeat that. When I greeted them the last time he 
asked me, “Why did you talk to us?” I said, “You told me to.” He 
said, “Really? Put your hands in front.” They started hitting my 
hands until blood burst, they were cruel idiots. Their fantasy 
was to behave with us as if we were from a jungle.   
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So, since we did not dare to go out, we rarely went out. From that time, I was afraid of 
them and wherever I saw them, my body would shiver, even today, because they beat 
me up. I was beaten up three times by them. Once, in 1994 they took me to Prishtina 
central police station. Most people know where the central police station is. They took 
me upstairs and people from Belgrade came to beat me! They beat me up all day and 
night until at 9 o’clock in the morning, they were looking for a weapon. I did not admit 
that I have it. I had no permit for the weapon. But somebody reported it and they also 
had its number. They knew everything about it. In fact, everything they were looking for 
was true. But I did not admit it, because if you would admit having a weapon, they would 
kill you. They would throw me in the snow, and then they would throw hot water at me 
in one cabin and I would faint, they did everything they could with my body. I was beat-
en all day, all night, and at 9 o’clock in the morning I was thrown out from there. I went 
out crawling on my elbows and knees. While I was crawling down the stairs, I injured 
my head in two places. Because my legs couldn’t hold and I would slip down. I was not 
allowed to go in the city. And when the war started, I joined the KLA.

I got married in 1989. I have an older daughter, a son and a younger daughter. Five 
years after we got married, in ‘94 we got our first child. I became a father at the time 
when I was beaten. When we first married, we lived in village Baballoq, we lived together 
with my brothers until the war ended. We were five brothers, my mother, and half of us 
were married. But we all had a good relationship with each other. My father and mother 
were alive even after the war ended. My mother died three years ago, my father has 
been dead for seven years, we were close with each other. We had a good relationship 
with everybody, with our neighbors and fellow villagers. There is no one who can speak 
ill of us, but neither can I, because our relations were very good, there was a good co-
operation between us.

Before the war started my brothers went abroad, two of them went to Slovenia and one 
to Germany. I was with one brother at home during the war. My brothers tried to come 
and join but they were not allowed to come. They provided many material contributions 
to our army. They went with their friends, and they made a great contribution because 
in war it’s not only the soldier carrying the weapon that matters but also the child that 
brought water for us. Because there was no soldier who could have grabbed their weap-
ons if they didn’t have food or water to drink. The main fight was having food and water 
then came the other things.

As for the war, when the first rifle fired in village Vujnikë, sometime in 1997, Drenica was 
in flames. There were raids, beatings, all the worst things happened. They never wanted 
anything good for us. They have always been our opponents. Serbs were our enemy. It 
is a known fact.

But since 1997 the war hasn’t stopped around the Dukagjin area. Yes, it was in 1998 
when it started everywhere but until then the majority did not experience it. We have ex-
perienced it before. Since 1997 we couldn’t go to work or go out freely. We were always 
locked in, in fear.

Many villages around us did not dare to move. Whoever they caught would be entrapped 
and would be put down. Many families started being afraid, they wanted to leave but 
they didn’t know where to go and what to do. 

I joined in 1998, in January. I have been a guard since ‘97. The night watchmen in the vil-
lages were armed with whatever they could find. The main thing was not to be caught off 
guard sleeping, otherwise they would come in and kill us all. Since the fight happened, 
we knew that the Serbs were preparing for us. Some of us had some training in Albania, 
others here. In 1998 everybody arrived and the KLA was formed. When it was formed, 
the Serbs heard about it, and in ‘98 the first shots were fired. I was at that time together 
with my brother, mother and father. We woke up to a rifle shot, it was about 9 o’clock. At 
that time there were no phones like nowadays. 

Then the news came, “Whoever can help us should come because we want to cut the 
road for the Serbs.” I grabbed my rifle, started walking and we went there. There we 
waited on the road, we took by force an excavator from a company, because they did 
not dare to give it to us, and we left the excavator sideways on the asphalt. When the 
Serb tanks came, we shot at them with our RPGs, with what we had. You cannot imagine 
how many losses they suffered that day. First, they thought that this was just a game but 
when they saw their tank on fire and falling down on the stream, they started running 
away. When they reached the end, they returned and then they started shooting at all 
the houses in the villages nearby. They shot at them using machine guns and rifles, they 
shot in anger because they suffered a great loss. They shot at the school, killed a teach-
er who was holding a teacher’s diary in his hand when he died. Since then, we never 
had peace up until the time when the war ended. I did not see my family members for 
another three months after that.
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My family moved around in these villages. They didn’t know anything about me and I 
didn’t know anything about them. In ‘99 when I got shot, they received the news that 
I got killed. People went to express their condolence for my death. They couldn’t have 
known anything because I was in our brigade. It was quite far from our village. Maybe 
40-50 kilometers.  

The only information I had about my family was that they escaped from Baballoq. As 
soon as they came out on the asphalt, they were caught by Serbs. We saw it with our 
own eyes. They sent them to Deqan. From Deqan they took them to other villages. They 
wanted to take them to Albania, but then they returned them to this side. My wife was 
under tremendous pressure. She says that when the Serbs came to Baballoq, they had 
settled in neighborhood number two. She was enduring a lot of pressure from them 
because they were asking her about me, “Why is your husband dressed in the KLA 
uniform, he is shooting at us every day”. They knew that I was wearing the uniform. My 
family in neighborhood two was taken by Serb Commander called Stoshiq. Many of 
them were local Serbs. They were from Kosovo and they knew us. But this paramilitary 
commander, Stoshiq, was not from Kosovo. He said to my wife, “Your husband is wear-
ing the uniform, tell us where he is, we will go and kill him and then we will let you and 
your children go free.” My wife told him, “My husband is in Germany. I will give you his 
number” Luckily she knew by heart the phone number of my brother. He said, “Are you 
sure this is the number, if it’s not, I will kill you.” She said, “Kill me if it’s not”.

Our son was three years old. And my youngest daughter was less than a year old. My 
wife was holding our son and she gave him the phone number. Commander told some-
one there, “Call this number and check if it’s in Germany.” That person called and then 
confirmed, “Yes, it’s a german number.” He said, “We will call your husband later. Take 
the kids and get lost” and they took her to a place where they were staying, just a house 
above them. The paramilitary forces wanted to kill them there.

The Serbs brought all the families to Deqan. And then they entered each and every 
house. They did terrible things to them. I could hear them but there was nothing I could 
do. If we were in freedom maybe I would have killed 70 times my wife by now. If I knew 
that I would get hanged, I would kill her with my own hands, but it was war and I couldn’t 
protect her. Maybe they would have done worse to me if they caught me. They did the 
same also to men. Then I stopped to think. Was I able to protect her? No. When I found 
out I said to myself, this is nothing. After the war ended, quite some time had passed 
and she never told me anything about it. I heard it from someone else, but I never spoke 
about this subject.      

When I returned from the war, I entered the yard of my house and everybody started 
fainting, my grandmother, mother, wife and my older daughter. We met here in neighbor-
hood two, where we were. They didn’t go anywhere. House was completely destroyed to 
the ground. Nothing survived. Even the foundation of the house was gone because my 
house was used by the KLA as headquarters. 

Wife of one of my friends told her husband about what had happened. And then her hus-
band told me. He said, “Also your wife was there among many other women.” At first my 
world turned upside down. My whole body trembled, I said to myself, “Lord, how did this 
happen?” I got up, got a hold of myself. I put my finger on my head and I started thinking, 
was there a way for her not to do it? There was no way. Could have she escaped? She 
couldn’t. Could have she ended up cut in pieces and thrown in the well as others were? 
She could have. Could have they disposed of her body completely? They could. What 
was I supposed to do to protect her? Why didn’t I take her with me? I couldn’t take her 
with me, I left her with my own hands. Because I couldn’t take her with me. When the 
most dangerous moments come, one doesn’t fight for anyone but his own soul. In those 
moments you don’t think about your children or wife. It’s a lie whoever says that you do. 
When the fighting strength gets a hold of you, you don’t think of anyone but yourself. 

When I found out about it, I would say, “God, give me an answer, do you want me to go 
crazy? Allah, are you trying to open my eyes? What should I do? Leave her? No way. The 
children. If I ask her why? She can say to me, “Were you able to protect me?” No I was 
not. End of story. You were not able to save me, to protect me. You let go of my hand. 
Why did you leave me? Why did you tell me to go? Why didn’t you keep me near you so 
we would die together? And what am I supposed to say to all that? I simply couldn’t say 
anything. Why should I say anything to her? I decided not to say anything to her until 
she decides herself to tell me. She started going to this organization, I believe it was in 
2002. I was also in that interview; we went to the park in Prishtina. They called us to talk 
about war sufferings but when we went there, they explained everything in detail. 

I told Drita, your colleague, about a woman that was raped by the Serbs. My wife turned 
red. They cut that woman in pieces and then they threw her in the well. First, they played 
with her and then they cut her and threw her in the well. When I said this my wife started 
crying. I asked her, “Why are you crying? Do you feel sorry for her?” But more or less I 
knew why she was crying. She said, “No. I have to tell you something as well because I 
can’t hold it in me anymore” she said, “Take a knife, slay me and throw me in the well.” 
I asked, “Why?” She said, “Because the same thing happened to me too” I said, “What 
are you saying woman?” and she started crying loudly.  

I stopped, I looked at her and I asked her, “Why are you crying?” she said, “Because I 
can’t show my face to you” I said, “No, no. Your face is much better than it was in the 
past. Wife, I couldn’t protect you” I said, “It happened by force and there is a way for it, 
there is a solution.” She hugged me. She said, “I didn’t expect these words from you.” 
I said, “It could have happened to me as well. Do you know why? Because they did the 
cruelest things, because they are Serbs. It’s not that you did it willingly. Then I would 
have shot you in the head. That’s what you would get from me. I would just search for 
your forehead. But what they have done is different, I am a man and if they would have 
caught me, they would have done worse than they did to you.” I said, “Strong men for-
give about things like this. And I am forgiving you, I don’t want to talk ever again about 
this. As if nothing ever happened. I want you to continue your life together with me. 
Leave all the bad things behind.”    
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She said, “I thought a thousand times about dying. I was hurt-
ing inside and I was trying to tell you” she said, “But I never 
dared”. I told her, “It’s nothing. It happened to many others” 
she said, “Yes, but I am dealing only with you, not with others.” 
I said, “Maybe there are men who wouldn’t forgive their wives, 
but I do. And don’t you bother yourself at all about this as long 
as we’re alive.”  

It was very hard for me; I was carrying the weight of the world. 
I knew it for a year and I didn’t tell her. For a year we both kept 
it inside ourselves. But that was something that was done by 
force to her. It was a violent revenge. It’s typical for Serbs. It’s 
not typical for Albanians, we have different religion. They have 
different religion. It’s typical for them to slay you, massacre 
you, and our nation is different. They are our sworn enemy. 
During the First World War they were our sworn enemy. During 
the Second World War they were our sworn enemy. The third 
war in Kosovo they just confirmed that they are forever our 
sworn enemy. Whatever they wanted they did to our people. 
They killed, they massacred, they raped, and they did every-
thing they could think of. They didn’t spare anyone.    

I had a lot of stress and pain for my wife and my family and 
I have even bigger pain for the mothers that still don’t know 
where the bones and graves of their children, husbands, sis-
ters and mothers are. Today I feel burned out. We still don’t 
understand how low we fell. We want to make an agreement 
with Serbia. There should be no agreement until they return 
the bones of our people. No history will be written in which 
we will forgive them. Parallel to the killings are the raping. 
Parallel. Many couples have separated because of them. For 
those people that divorce their wives and cause them distress 
I would like to say: You are weak. You shouldn’t pressure your 
wife, or daughter, or sister if during that time the Serbs made 
them do that by force. You should never look at them with a 
different eye. You must keep them closer as if nothing ever 
happened. And you must love them even more. I love my wife 
even more because I know that it was forced upon her.        

My soul hurts because of her. It’s difficult, only her body and 
soul knows best. Even if you give millions to all the mothers 
and sisters that went through something like that, they will nev-
er be happy. They will never feel good again. I would appeal to 
everybody, come close to each other, love each other because 
that is not a weakness but its bravery and it’s noble if we keep 
these women, mothers and sisters closer. We expected Serbs 
to commit things like this, all these killings, massacres be-
cause they are our sworn enemy. They came here to destroy 
us. I would ask all the people, men, mothers, women to come 
close with the people that were raped during the war, talk to 
them, not harass them. By law I would punish the people that 
harass them. It’s very cruel to say something about them. 

My mother, God rest her soul, told me twice, “I feel so lucky 
to have you for a son” and I would ask her, “Why do you say 
that?” and she told me, “Because strong men do as you did 
and forgive. Weak men are weak and it’s better to stay away 
from them. Also, I feel sorry for being your mother because, I 
swear to God, I saw when they took her but there was nothing 
I could do. Her screams were terrifying. Not only hers, but who-
ever they got a hold of, the same happened.”  

My mother was able to always calm me down, she would take 
away my pain. She would do it by telling me, “Son, I swear to 
God Almighty, they would have done even worse to me and 
there was nothing I could have done. Just imagine what kind 
of situation we were in. I hope that I will never see what I have 
seen that day” and I told her, “Mother that is a closed mat-
ter. It’s finished.” Nobody else from the family knew about this. 
Anyway, to be honest I never bothered anymore. 
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Today, my life is a little bit more difficult because we are both 
ill. I swear to God, the salary my wife gets doesn’t cover the 
medications we have to buy. 

We get that pension and we try to survive as we can. After the 
operation I was unable to lift anything. Not even one kilogram, 
the doctor told me you can’t hold anything with your hands and 
you must wear a belt.  

I think I could support the victims much more. Even if you gave 
them gold, it wouldn’t be enough. It’s not only my wife, there are 
many more. There are also men that fell victim to this. Because 
of the circumstances, because of some weak people I decid-
ed not to give my name because after giving an interview they 
would make you go through things that have no point of return. 
Other than that, I wish I could say everything that I have to say 
publicly because I would like to hear all of them. But we are 
living in a place where you have no options. These people that 
harass others, they just try to find a weak spot in other people.   

There were many cases when the worst happened. I don’t want 
to mention names because they are still in prison. Because of 
these words. If I went up front and spoke about these issues, 
I would have ended up dead or in prison. A person that knows 
and understands these issues, he works in the police as a sta-
tion commander, he told me, “We have almost every day cases 
like that. You don’t know as much as I do.” He then said, “It’s 
very realistic to do what you say, but having in mind the condi-
tion we are in, you can’t do it” he said, “Someone could come 
and provoke you in a way that you couldn’t take it. What would 
you do if someone told you in a bar “Look at this guy that was 
protecting his wife and the Serbs did this and that to her” How 
would that make you feel?” I said, “No, I wouldn’t be able to 
take it.” Someone mentioning that to me? No way. That’s why 
I stopped myself, because we are living in that kind of place. 
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Skender was 17 when he decided to join the KLA. As early as 1998, someone told his 
family that he had fallen in the war. They think of him for dead until they are reunited at 
home right after the war.

The other joy in Skender’s life is that he manages to marry the girl he likes, although she 
refused to meet him for months, and when he goes out on a date, she tells him why she 
doesn’t think she’ll ever marry. Skender understands and opens up his arms.

The first child is born with health problems. The wife blames herself, tries to commit sui-
cide. They move somewhere in the West. As the head of the family, Skender enters and 
leaves the hospitals with his wife and son. After reviewing the application for residence, 
the authorities of the western state return them to Kosovo, despite the malignant prob-
lem that doctors find in his wife.
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TODAY WE LIVE AT OUR
HOMELAND, WITHOUT WORK, 
WITHOUT ANYTHING

As a child I lived with my father, mother, three older sisters and my brother. We lived in 
Prishtina. We had a normal life, nothing luxurious. We didn’t lack anything. My father 
used to work all the time. My mother was a housewife. My parents were very committed 
to me. I was the fifth child, their youngest. When you are the youngest, the older ones 
support you more and it’s always easier to be the youngest. As they say, you’re the family 
baby. 

I used to play marbles with my siblings. I have a childhood memory how one of my sis-
ters would always beat us at that game, it was hard for us boys to accept it. Our neigh-
borhood was as it used to be at that time, full of mud and stones. We had many neigh-
bors and we used to play all the time outside because there were not many cars then. 
We used to go to school together, we were a total of 12-13 kids all belonging to the same 
generation. We had a lot of fun as children. We didn’t have things like the nowadays kids 
have, TV’s and computers. We had almost nothing but we were happy with what we had. 

My older brother took me to the school for the first time. There were 32 pupils in my 
classroom. I remember that we had a very strict teacher. He used to shout at us a lot! 
But to be fair, also we didn’t study that much. My brother helped me the most with my 
homework. He always took care of me. He was 9 or 10 years older than me and that’s 
why he helped me much more.

My mother used to be very religious. Also, my father was but he didn’t have time for 
it as he was working all the time. Whenever he had a free day, sometimes a Saturday 
or a Sunday, he would do some work and fix something around the house. My mother 
was very calm by nature, not only with me but with all the children. Every mother shouts 
sometimes when children misbehave but my mother tried to educate us as best as she 
could. Once, when I was four or five years old, I was involved in a fight with another kid. I 
remember my mother shouted at me and slapped me twice or three times. I remember 
that. But, she did it for my own good because I caused a big problem. She also used to 
shout at me when I wouldn’t study because I wasn’t very good at studying. My brother, 
however, was trying in his calm way without shouting at me. He is the calmest by nature 
in my family. I have never seen him scold anyone, he never told a two-year-old kid ,“Go 
there!”. He is very calm. 
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When I reached fifth grade at primary school, my class got the hardest teacher. It was 
hard for us but we managed somehow. Because we got used to having only one teacher 
and then suddenly, we had 12, it was completely different. Our teachers were soft, we 
had a good time with them. I didn’t have good grades. I used to love physical education 
because we used to play with a ball and the teacher was good. He liked me and I had 
the best time from fifth to eighth grade. 

After eighth grade I didn’t continue going to school. I physically grew up and then the 
situation got worse and all the children would study in private houses. I didn’t manage to 
get registered at any secondary school so I did not continue anymore. I started working 
a bit just for my own needs. I worked with trading. The situation worsened because they 
wouldn’t pay the workers. For example, if you would receive your salary today, you could 
exchange it the next day for only two deutsche marks because the dinars would lose in 
value very fast and we were being paid in dinars. All the siblings were trying somehow 
to help our father. 

Then this mess of a war started. I became a member of the Liberation Army. I joined 
in ‘97. Some friends from my generation decided to join and I told them, “I am coming 
with you!”, I was young, only 17 years old but my willpower was driven by love. While I 
was exercising my family didn’t have any idea what I was doing. We would depart early 
and then we would go back after lunch time, we would exercise shooting. I would tell my 
family that I am going out with friends or something like that. My father would be at work 
and then it was easier with my mother, I would just tell her, “I’m going out!” and that was 
it. I held more than 15 days of exercise and then we were told, “You must come after 
the exercises”. 

When the time came to leave the house, my father came from work and I told him, “I 
have to leave from here because any moment police might come looking for me.” Be-
cause the police would investigate at that time. I told them, “If I get caught, consider 
me dead. I am going with my friends; I have made my decision and I will go through with 
it.” I told them, “Up until today I was your child and from today and on, I am everybody’s 
child.” My mother started crying because I was very young. I told her, “My fate has been 
decided” and she told me, “You are the one who decides about your fate!” My father 
said, “I hope that Allah will give you good luck, I don’t know what else to say!” and I got 
dressed and I left the house. It was very hard because when you say goodbye, you’re 
leaving alive and you might come back dead. But God was gracious and I survived. 

I had a good relationship with my friends while I was there. My friends took care of me 
when I would get worried. It was hard for somebody as young as me to leave and they 
were always there for me. I also participated in a few actions. Some of my friends were 
killed. It is hard when your friends get killed. 

Once every month or two months I would secretly come to visit my family. Everybody in 
the neighborhood found out about me so I had to come and leave only during the night. 
You couldn’t trust anyone those days. So, I would come, wash myself and stay for a night 
or two. I would stay only home with my family members whom I missed so much. Then I 
would join my friends and we would go away. 

In ‘98 someone told my family, “Skender was killed”. But when they went out looking for 
me, they couldn’t find me because they were told, “He was killed in the village nearby.” 
They were worried so much. When they finally saw me alive their eyes were full of tears. 
That time I got very sad. Then I decided that I will not go home until the war ends. It was 
quite a long period of time. After our country got free, I met with my family.  

Nobody from my family left the house. All of them stayed put. It was very hard for them, 
but they didn’t leave. They would say, “If we die, we will die at home because our son be-
came a soldier. If he dies, what the point of living anymore, we are old anyway”. I would 
write them occasionally a letter when my friends would come by. We would write to each 
other sometimes but then the situation worsened and we had to stay at our assigned 
positions. 

After liberation, lots of time passed and I was trying to work but I couldn’t. I was manag-
ing just a bit for my own needs. I didn’t want to join the KSF and put on the KSF uniform 
like many did. I said to myself, “I want to live a free life! I don’t want to take orders from 
anyone.” And I never took orders from anyone, I managed all by myself. 

When the war ended, I didn’t know what happened to my family and friends. I made a 
decision on my own. I handed over the weapons, my uniform and I went home. I found 
my mother sitting outside. It was one of the happiest moments in my life seeing them 
alive. Father was not there. My mother still did not prepare lunch and then she made us 
lunch. During the war I lost a lot of weight and I was always thin. My mother was worried 
about me and she would ask me, “What did you eat?” and I would always tell her “I ate 
what the others did.”
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After war ended, I would go out with my friends and I never got involved with anything 
war related. I still have a relationship with my friends. They are the same old friends and 
I asked them please don’t talk about the war period because I don’t want to. It’s in the 
past and I don’t want to think about the past. I want to think only about the future. After 
eight-nine years I met my wife because we had a common friend. I met with my friend 
accidentally and I asked her about my wife. I said, “What’s up with her, why is she not so-
cializing with anyone?” and my friend said, “I don’t know, she is very quiet!” I said, “I like 
her attitude”. Then I was asking her out and she was not willing to go out with me and 
eventually after several months of asking her we finally went out. When we went out, I 
really liked her. I started telling her about my life and then she just said, “I don’t want 
to get married to anyone or anything because when I was young, I was raped”. At that 
moment when she said that I thought to myself that I would be the worst man on earth 
if I thought of using her and leaving her. So, I told her, “You shouldn’t feel bad because 
I am not interested in your past and you shouldn’t be interested in mine.” And I said, “I 
like you and I want only you and if I can’t have you then I will remain single all my life. 
From the moment I saw you I liked you and I don’t care about anything else.” She started 
crying and I felt really sorry for her because I also have sisters and it could have hap-
pened to anyone. And I knew what I had suffered during the war. Serbs were cruel, they 
were evil.  They did anything they wanted. So, I said to myself, “I believe I will find peace 
with this woman, rather than taking any other”. There are no people without problems. 

I told her, “You shouldn’t talk to anyone about this issue.” I was very close to my mother 
and she was the only person I have told. So, only the three of us knew about this. My 
mother said, “I will not interfere because it’s your life. I will not live forever. I will not tell 
anyone. You know best. You decide. You have always decided for yourself, so make a 
decision this time as well. I can’t interfere in your life. You will live with the person you 
love.” So, I kept my word and I married her. We had a small ceremony, only our family 
members. The usual, taking the bride with cars and things like that. I was very happy.

After we got married, we had many difficulties because we couldn’t sleep together. I was 
patient, I was waiting for her to be ready and not when I was ready.  After a while she be-
came pregnant. When our daughter was born, she had a condition called hemoconium, 
blood would amass in her body. When she saw our child, she wanted to jump from the 
fourth floor. A woman saw her opening a window and she called me quickly. She would 
tell me, “Look at what happened to me. It’s all my fault”. It was very hard. I was calming 
her down and telling her, “It’s not your fault. It could have happened to any mother”. 
Then the child started getting well, and her condition improved every day.

I provided for my family by trading with vehicles. I would buy a cheap car and sell it so I 
earned a bit. Enough for my family. But I never managed to do anything more than that. I 
got concerned for my child, I was scared that she might have some other serious illness 
and I sold my part of inheritance and with that money I emigrated. I left. Here I didn’t 
have money to go after doctors. After I emigrated, I was able to go see doctors. 

When my daughter was born, my family had a change of heart. They didn’t like her. They 
didn’t like my wife either because she wasn’t able to work as much. She was always ill 
and in pain. They didn’t know things that I did and for that reason I wanted to emigrate. 
I noticed that they are not respecting us at all, they didn’t love us. My mother was trying 
a bit by calling my wife, “My daughter” here and there but it was not enough.

When I emigrated, I dealt mostly with medical treatments for my daughter and my wife. 
I tried hard to help them. I couldn’t work at all because I was taking care of my wife and 
children. After my first daughter, my wife gave birth to another girl while we were there. 
I took care of my daughter growing up, feeding her, everything, I took care of her like 
a mother because my wife would sometimes stay for a month or two in the hospital 
receiving therapies. 

The worst was when they told us, “She has a tumor in her head!”. I was broken … but I 
never surrendered. I will never surrender as long as I can breathe, but it was really hard 
for me with two children. Then they took my wife far away and I couldn’t visit her every 
day. The children missed her a lot. They were very young. I would send them to school, 
to kindergarten. And then I would pick them up. They had specific hours. I tried to give 
them my best, because they were young and I didn’t want them to miss their mother or 
father. I was very committed to them. And I still am. I would do anything for them. 



222 223

The kids started growing up and I was trying to fulfill their wishes because, you know, 
kids want things. But we were unlucky because they returned us. They did give us the 
papers. They were saying Kosovo is a safe place now. You have health institutions; you 
have everything now. They don’t know that here you will die for nothing, but still they 
returned us. And then again, the same story, I was visiting doctors and doing the same 
things all over again. And again, I can’t recuperate and start a business or work some-
thing because I can’t leave them alone. Now with this pandemic it’s even harder, it’s very 
hard for a father to do everything. But I am managing somehow and I am happy that I 
can provide as much as it is required from me. 

The day starts for me like this, I wake up, I prepare the morning coffee and breakfast. 
Sometimes I go and buy groceries but sometimes I get lazy too. I go out and play with 
the kids and my wife doesn’t go out so much. She likes to stay alone; she doesn’t like to 
stay when there is light. She says, “When I see people talking, I always think that they 
are talking about me.” That is the reason. She goes out with us once every second week 
and I go out almost every night with the children. We go in the evening for a walk or 
maybe to have an ice cream and they always ask, “Why is mother not coming with us? 
Why can’t she come with us” and I always try to justify her and I say, “She is not feeling 
well, she has to take her medication”. When my children grow up, I wouldn’t want them 
to know anything about our life. They will have their own problems and I don’t want them 
to know our problems. You never know what the future will bring but my opinion is that 
our children shouldn’t deal with our problems. I like to keep my problems to myself. 

Sometimes I encourage my wife, I try to do it, but after a day or two she goes back to her 
old self. I try really hard; I talk to her. A lot. And since the beginning I have told her, “I don’t 
want to talk at all about that issue. If you want, we can visit a doctor, for a checkup” and 
then I tell her, “I love you a lot. I am happy with you. Look how good our kids are” and I 
keep trying, I take her, I tell her, “Come on, you are like me! We are one body. I am going 
out and you are not coming. Why don’t you come out with me?” I tell her, “We have kids, 
imagine if I decide to just lay down and we leave kids on their own”. I try to encourage 
her like this. “Can’t you see that our kids have needs, they need to play games, come 
on let’s go out” and somehow, I convince her to go out. But other times she just doesn’t 
want to listen and she tells me, “Just leave me alone because I have a headache and 
my back hurts.” When we were in the West the doctors told us that she needs to do the 
operation on her head. I didn’t agree because the doctor told me that there is a 95 % 
chance that she will not make it. He told me, “She is in great pain” and “Sign it!” Part 
of her brain is damaged. But I didn’t agree. I said, “It’s better to have her alive near the 
children than to operate her.” I didn’t want to make that decision. Because I don’t have 
an idea what has happened to her. I never wanted to talk about that and discuss it.  

I was also afraid. I didn’t want anyone to find out about my issues because it’s very hard 
for me. If I didn’t say those words, she would feel even worse so I was forced to say, 
“Don’t operate on her!” Because she is cut exactly at this place and there is sputum like 
it comes from your nose but it’s in her head.

And today we are in our country and we are unemployed and we have nothing. It’s very 
hard for a head of the family. The children are not going to school. I didn’t register them, 
we have nothing. No kindergarten. It’s a mess, no one knows what will happen to us.
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