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Paramisa othe, sastipe akate!
Pérrallat atje, shéndeti kétu!
Fairy tales stay there, health stays with us!

Giravipen

Biumblavdipe e berSencar savorre amen siamen manglin te asunas jekh istoria caci
ja nacaci sikavdi telal e maziaqgi rang jekhe paramicaci ja lezendagi. Kana san tikno, e
paramice thaj e lezende azutisaren vas o zamavelipe jekh besinde emocionora, kaj te
sikljo maskare lenge istorie thaj te phanglon von e realno zivdimasqe buta, kaj ande
po but vaxt e mursa vizaisaren. Ando baripe von azutisaren te zivdisare palem e
tiknimasko vaxt. Ande akava emocionengi bondarelipe thaj tiknimasge seripe, Sirdisarol
hem o rodipe vas Rromanikane Paramice thaj lezende anglal e rromenge thema ande
Albaniage forora.

Ande Albaniagi Rromengi cinderzene, si but cérra respas isipen rodipe ki baza kulturaqi
thaj chibagi kaj glendisarol thaj barvarol i istoria thaj i kultura jekhe selikanesqe.

Akija pustik Rromane paramicencar thaj lezendencar avol sar vika vas seripersko uxtipe,
Rromane kulturako thaj chibako ande jekh kritiko vaxt e Rromane chibako isipen, na
numajandiAlbania, matrujali Europa. Ande akija pustik, maskare desendar Rromanikane
paramice thaj lezende alosardisajle panz lendar kaj ilustrisajle thaj rinchibarisajle ande
grafiko novele ande trin chiba: albanikani, anglikani thaj rromanikani.

Akija magziaqi istoria, sikade thaj ilustrime ande grafiko sikavipe, nakhaven o mesazo
kaj savorre nakhas ande 3ivdimasge sfide thaj trubul te avas savaxt khonzarde thaj te
pacas kaj mangimasar thaj khindimasar ka ovel amen baxtagoripe ando 3zivipe.

Hyrje

Pavarésisht moshés té gjithé ne kemi déshiré té dégjojmé njé histori té trilluar apo
té vérteté té treguar nén ngjyrat e magjisé sé njé pérralle apo legjende. Né fémijéri,
pérrallat dhe legjendat té ndihmojné pér zhvillimin e njé géndrueshmérie emocionale,
pér té meésuar pérmes tyre historité dhe pér t™ i lidhur ato me ¢éshtje té jetés reale, ku
né shumicen e kohés heronjté triumfojné. Né moshé té rritur ato ndihmojné té pérjetosh
sérish kohén e féemijérisé. Né keté vorbull emocionesh dhe kujtimesh fémijérie, niset
edhe kérkimi pér pérralla dhe legjenda Rrome drejt vendgéndrimeve Rrome né qytetet
e Shqipérise.

Né pakicén kombétare Rrome té Shqipérise, jané shumé té pakta pothuajse inekzistnte
kérkimet me bazé kulturore dhe gjuhésore té cilat pasqyrojné dhe pasurojneé historiné
dhe kulturén e njé kombésie. Ky libér me pérralla dhe legjenda Rrome vjen si thirre pér
rizgjim té memorjes, kulturés dhe gjuhés Rrome né njé moment kritik dhe ekzistencial
té gjuhés Rrome, jo vetém né Shqipéri por anembané Europés. Né kété libér, nder
dhjetra pérralla dhe legjenda Rrome jané pérzgjedhur vetém pesé prej tyre té cilat jané
iluastruar dhe pérkthyer né novela grafike né tre gjuhé: shqip, anglisht dhe rromisht.
Kéto histori magjike, té treguara dhe ilustruara né narracione grafike, pércjellin
mesazhin se té gjithé kalojmé népér sfida jetésore dhe se duhet té jemi gjithmoné té
pérgatitur dhe té besojmeé se me déshiré dhe mund do kemi sukses né jeté

Preface

Regardless of our age, we all like to hear a fictional or true story told under the magic
colors of a fairy tale or legend. In childhood, fairy tales and legends help to develop an
emotional stability, to learn through them stories and to connect them with real life
issues, where most of the time the heroes triumph. In adulthood, they help to relive
childhood time. In this whirlpool of emotions and childhood memories, the research for
Roma tales and legends begins towards Roma settlements in the cities of Albania.

In the Roma national minority of Albania, there are very few almost non-existent
cultural and linguistic researches which reflect and enrich the history and culture of
a nationality. This book of Roma tales and legends comes as a call for the revival of
the Roma memory, culture and language at a critical and existential moment of the
Roma language, not only in Albania but throughout Europe. In this book, among dozens
of Roma tales and legends collected, only five of them have been selected, illustrated
and translated into graphic novels in three languages: Albanian, English and Romani
language. These magical stories, told and illustrated in graphic narratives, convey the
message that we all go through life challenges and that we should always be prepared
and believe that with will and efforts we can succeed in life.

Sead Kazanxhiu
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| ROMNI CURJENCAR KAJ BRAKHINDAS O GAV

GRUAJA ME GERSHETA QE SHPETOI FSHATIN

THE WOMAN WITH BRAIDS WHO SAVED THE VILLAGE



Gruaja me gersheta

ge shpetoi fshatin

Pas njé rrugetimi té gjate dhe té
lodhshém, njé familje Rrome, ndalen
né hyrje té nje fshati. Nata po afronte
dhe nga frika se do ishte me rrezik té
udhétonin né errésiré, me dy fémijé
té vegjél, menduan té strehoheshin
diku né njé nga shtépite e fshatit.
Kerkuan gati né ¢do shtépi por asnjé
nuk i pranoi. Rrugés, teksa po dilnin
nga fshati, burri familjes, njé zeshkan,
trup gjaté, flokeé té zinj dhe me njeker,
dalloi pér sé largu njé godineé té
braktisur. Afrohet dhe kupton gé ishte
njé mulli uji.

- Grua, rrimeé kétu sot! - flet ai. -
Mesa duket askush nuk paska shkelur
prej kohésh né kété mulli uji. Do jemi
té sigurté nése fleme kétu brenda sot.
Nuk éshté nevoja té ngremeé cadér.

- Né rregull - pérgjigjet gruaja, njé
vajze e bukur, me gérsheta teé gjata,
veshur me njé fund té gjaté deriné
fund té kémbeéve, e cila né njérin krah
mbante fémijén e sapo lindur, dhe

me dorén e krahut tjetér pérpiqej té
zbriste nga karroca djalin e vogél 6
vjecar.

Né mulli ishte pak errésiré pasi edhe
héna e ploté até naté reflektonte né
cdo cep teé tij. Pasi héngrén dhe pine
dicka gé kishin marr pér rrugé, burrin
dhe djalin e madh i zé gjumi te dy
sébashku té pérgafuar. Ndérsa gruaja
e lodhur, zuri njé cep prané dritares
per te ushqyer me gji djalin e sapo
lindur. Né te gdhire, gruaja té cilén e
kish kapur gjumi, ndjen njé ndjesi te
ftohteé dhe te cuditshme né kémbeé.

- Cfare eshté késhtu? — mendoi ajo
teksa nuk po dinte si té reagonte.

Nén dritén e hénés dalloi njé gjarpér
té madh gé po i afrohej qumshtit gé
pikonte nga gjiri i saj. E frikésuar pér

djalin gé kish né gji, pa lévizur dhe

pa bére z¢, menjéhere kap gjarprin
prej koke me gérshetat e saj. | lidh
gershetat rreth kokeés sé gjarprit aq
forté sagé e mbyt até. Nga zhurma e
pérpjekjeve té gjarprit burri zgjohet
dhe me sépatén aty prané godet forte
gjarprin tashme té ngordhur.

- Cohemi grua, dita zbardhi! - i
drejtohet burri dhe té dy sébashku
béjné gati femijét dhe karrocén.

Teksa po dilnin nga mulliri, kryeplaku i
fshatit i sheh dhe i habitur i pyet.

- Po ju, ku e kaluat naten? Vallé né
keté mulli uji?
- Po - pérgjigjet burri.
- Si ka mundési? Aty brenda jeton njé
gjarpér i madh gé ka ngréné shume
persona nga fshati yné. Ne kemi vite
gé nuk i afrohemi atij mulliri.
- Ne fjetém mbréme kétu - i thoté
burri kryeplakut teksa pérpiqej ti
tregonte se cfare kishte ndodhur. -
Nuk kishim vend ku té kalonim natén
dhe menduam se ishim té sigurté por
gjarpri iu afrua gruas mbrémé teksa
ajo po ushgente djalin e vogél me gji
dhe ajo e mbyti me gérshetat e saj.

Kryeplaku sheh gjarprin e ngordhur
dhe menjehere mbledh gjithé fshatin
peér ti treguar ateé ge kishte ndodhur.

- Ejani dhe shihni me syté tuaj kete
gjarpér gé na ka shkaktuar shumé
dhimbje dhe varfeéri deri mé sot! - flet
me zeé té larté kryeplaku. - Kjo familje,
- duke iu drejtuar familjes Rrome, - té
cilen dje asnjé nga ne nuk e pranoi,
sot na ka shpétuar jetét e te gjithéve.
Kéta jané herojnté e fshatit tonée qé
vrané mbrémé gjarprin.

Qé nga ai moment, familjes Rrome i
ofruan njé copéz toké né até fshat, née
té cilén ndértuan njé shtépizés dhe
jetuan té lumtur té gjithe sebashku.




After a long and arduous journey, a
Rroma family stopped at the entry of
avillage. The night was approaching
and afraid that it would be dangerous
to travel in the dark with their two
little children, they thought of taking
refuge in one of the village houses.
They asked for shelter in almost
every house, but no one admitted
them. On their way out of the village,
the husband - a dark-skinned, tall
man with black hair and a beard -
spotted an abandoned building in the
distance. He got closer to see that it
was a water mill.

- Wife let us stay here tonight! - he
said - It looks like no one has stepped
in this water mill for a long while. We
will be safe inside. There is no need to
pitch a tent.

- Alright! — agreed his wife, a
beautiful woman, wearing long
braids, a long skirt covering her legs,
carrying a newborn baby on one arm
and taking her six-year-old toddler
out of the caravan.

It was not too dark in the mill that
night with the full moon glowing its
every corner. After having the supper,
they had carried with them for the
trip, the husband and the older son
fell asleep in each other’s arms. The
weary young woman crouched into a
corner by the window to breastfeed
her baby boy. At dawn, the woman
who had fallen asleep felt a cold and
weird sensation around her feet.

- What is this? - she thought not
knowing how to react.

In the moonlight, she spotted a large
snake nearing the milk dripping
from her bosom. Frightened for the
boy she was breastfeeding, without
moving and without making a sound,

she instantly seized the snake by

its head. She tied her braids around
the snake’s head so tightly that

she strangled it. The sounds of the
snake’s squirms woke up the man,
who stroke the dead snake with an ax.

- Let us get up, my wife, the sun
has risen! - said the husband and
they prepared the children and the
caravan.

As they were leaving the mill, the
village chieftain saw them and asked
in astonishment.

- Where did you spend the night? Did
you stay in this water mill?

- Yes - claimed the man.

- How so? There is a large snake

in there that has devoured many
people from our village. We have not
approached that mill for years.

- We slept here last night - said the
husband telling the chieftain what
had happened. We had no place to
spend the night and we thought we
were safe but the snake crawled near
my wife as she was breastfeeding our
little boy and she strangled it with her
braids.

The chieftain saw the dead snake
and immediately summoned the
whole village to tell them what had
happened.

- Come and see with your own eyes
this snake that caused us torment
and misery! - cried the chieftain. This
Rroma family, - he said- which none
of us admitted yesterday, saved our
lives today. These are the heroes of
our village who killed the snake last
night.

From that moment, the Rroma family
was offered a piece of land in that
village, where they built a tiny house
and lived happily ever after.
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LACHI TUMARI RAT, ISI
TUMEN THAN AMENGJE
KAJ TE NAKHAVAHA

NANAJ
AMENGE
THAN
TUMENGJE

ROMNIE TE BESAS
OKULE KHERESTE
SE NANE MANUSH
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KA XAHA MARO
HEM TASJARA
KA NASAHA
JAVINAHA
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Starto karfin

Ando jekh than anavdo Nazaret,
3ivellas jekh Rom katar grupi
Kovacengo. BerSencar ov lellas
pes ando butjaripe e sastrunesko
thaj kerellas butja vaverinde. Jekh
dives, jekh mysafiri ando pas 30
bersa, khuvella ando udar vas save
karfinenge kaj mangelas.

- Kon sijan tu mo chavo ? - puchallas
o kovagani.

- Me sinom Jezusi, sinom o buchavdo
e Devlesko, - phenell o mysafiri, to
lesko muj kaj dikhjollas i Sand thaj o
zanlipe.

- Sinom bijando ando Betlehem thaj
%ivav ando Nazaret.

- Kozom karfinja manges Jezus ?

- Sar Sirdipe, 15 karfinja...

- Soske manges len ?

- Me molinav i duma e Devleski thaj

kerav butja kasteske sar roja, sahania,

balania, ama akija fora mangav te
kerav jekh udar thaj jekh penzerka.

Kovacani kerdas karfinja kaj
mangionles thaj odova dives Jezusi
%allas but fora karfinjenge. Agor fora
kaj rondas, mangellas te kerelas i
mez, thaj kovagani na isineles but
materiali thaj cheverdas andi karfin

i por e makazesko/katjako. Pherdili
leski godi kaj ka biterellas leski mez,
Jezusi nasllo pe khereste. Kana
kerellas buti cokanesar, lellas i karfin
agori ama i karfin chudas pes dikh-
opre thaj peli andi phuv. Lellas lla
palem thaj jekhto chumuni.

- Boh.. delisgerdasman akija karfin -
phenda o Jezusi
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thaj lellas xolasar palem e karfinja,
sektilla ando vast thaj kozom kerdillo
te callavell palem, i karfin putardas pe
jakha, vazdas pe vasta opre thaj sane
sezar vakerdas.

- Aman ma kakman akate! Ka
kerav so te manges tu! Mukman
ando kovacani, leste kaj kerdasman.
Jezusi, putardas pe jakha thaj
chudas pe vast ape Sereste.

- So isi akija buti Devlla! Amen na
isineamen akale plania andi phuv.
Saserdi, lellas i karfin thaj
jekhforaste naslo ando kovagani.

- Kerdan i mez? - puchllas o kovacani.

— mangionpes tuke palem karinja ?

- Kerdomlla, ama dikh so anllom tuke!

— phenda o Jezusi, kaj denas i karfin
kaj isine leste vasteste.

Kovacani telardas i stadik thaj dikhlas
i karfin putarde mosar hem pudarte
jakhencar mosar.

- O Devlla ! dilisaillo katar

so dikhllas ov. - so isi akija buti ve
mo chavo, isiman sare akale bersa
sastruniencar, ama me jakha na dikhle
thaj me kana na sunle, maj anglal kaj
jekh karfin te vakerel.

Kozom lellas i karfin to vasta, Sunllas
0 sezi sano e karfinjako.

- Palikerav tut Jezus, palikerav tut
thaj tut mo dad!

- Me to dad ?! - puchallas asando o
kovacani. — sar dikhjol akana undillom
dad e sastrunengo.

Kana vakerde lelepes kan kaj i karfin
ka beSellas andi kovacana, besle
soduj kaj te xan bokoli thaj odole
so kerdasas i rani e kovaganeski.

Andi rat, i karfin, isine kuriozka, thaj
mangellas te nikloll kato than kaj
isine kakti, peli andi phuv thaj kerdas
Samata kaj o kovagani thaj i rani lesko
sunle. Na ollandi but taj lengo udar
sunlillo khuvipe zorale.

- Usti romeja ! — vakerdas opre
sezesar i romni.

- So isi bre romnie ? - vakerdas o
kovacani dilisaillo.

- Ale o asqgerja!

- Hem so mangena ?

- Mangena karfinja.

- Ama daha na disillo..phenda o phuro
kana urjavellas pes. — akana ka
keren buti akale manusa?!

- Lachi rat, so mangen mandar ? -
puchalas e asqgeren.

- Karfinja, ama sigjar se nanaj amen

but vaxt — vakerde leske.

Kozom Sunllas i Samata e udareski
andi kovagana kaj phiradili, i karfin
garadili ando than kaj chudas lla o
kovacani. Akhall lindrallo sigjarda
kovacani ando material kaj kerdasas
11 karfinja ama o asqgerja mangle 12
karfinja. Jekh katar o asgerja dikhllas
i stadik ullavdi ando duari, avell pasek
thaj lellas i karfin kaj mangellas. Ole
nasen ama kovagani darano thaj naj
siguro odolesge kaj undillo pello to
sojbe ama sobje na isineles.

Kana avili | javin, havdas kaj Jezusi
astardillosas katar o asqerja. Lellas

i raxami\pallto thaj 3all prastando
ando plaj kaj te dikhell. Rondas
bichindo maskar manusa Jezuses tha;
avdas jekh asgeri kaj ka phandenas
les palla jekh trusull 3igandi. Rovellas
thaj havdas kaj na isineles zor thaj
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ni jekh Sansi kaj te brakhinellas e
Jezuses.

Asqeri phandas les ando trusull
karfinjencar ando vasta e Jezuses.
Ando momenti kaj ka kaktinellas
leske pire, i karfin peli tele ti phuv.
Isine i karfin kaj vakerellas kaj lelesas
lla katar i kovacana. O asqeri kerdas
but fora te astarellas i karfin ama oj
kajallas pe vastencar.

- Na jezus, nasti te pusavav to mas,
me dindom mi duma - phenda i

karfin thaj chudaspes sigarindo ando
kovacani, kaj chudas les pe stadiktake.

- Le i karfin thaj astarlla 3ikaj te avav
me! — phenda Jezusi kovacaneske
othe pasek.

- Thaj but bersa nakhle hem o
kovacani na 3ivel daha, i karfin phirell
daha te brakhindiol tradiciasar kustik
pallal kustik katar leski familja

#Paramisa othe, sastipe akate!



Gozhda e katert

Né njé vend té quajtur Nazaret,
jetonte njé Rrom nga fisi i kovacéve.
Prej vitesh ai merrej me punimin e
hekurit dhe realizonte punime nga me
té ndryshmet. Njé dite, njé vizitor i ri
rreth té tridhjetave, troket né derén e
tij pér disa gozhda me porosi.
- Cili je ti mor bir? — e pyet kovagani.
- Uné jam Jezusi, jam i dérguar i
Zotit, — pergjigjet vizitori, ne
fytyren e té cilit pasqyroheshin
getésia dhe mencuria.
- Jam lindur né Betlehem dhe tani
jetoj née Nazaret.
- Sa gozhda té duhen Jezus?
- Fillimisht 15 gozhda...
- Pércfaréido?
- Uné predikoj fjalén e Zotit por
béj dhe punime druri si
lugé, ené, govata. Kété here dua
té bej nje tavoling, njé dere dhe njé
dritare.
Kovacani ia siguroi gozhdét e
nevojshme dhe gé prej asaj dite Jezusi
shkonte shpesh tek ai pér gozhde.
Herén e fundit qé kerkoi, ishte pér té
pérfunduar tavolinén, dhe kovacani
nuk kishte material mjaftueshém por
ktheu né gozhdé bishtin e gérshérés
metalike. | bindur se tashmé do
pérfundonte tavoliné e tij, Jezusi u nis
drejt shtépisé sé tij. Teksa punonte
me cekic, mori gozhdén e fundit por
gozhda kérceu né ajér dhe ra pérdhe" .
E mori dhe ndodhi sérish e njéjta gje.

- Boh.. ¢éshté keshtu me kete gozhde
— pyeti Jezusi veten i cuditur dhe

me inat e mori pérséri gozhden, e
shtréngoi né dorée dhe sapo u bé gati
pér ta ngulur sérish, gozhda hapi syte,

20

ngriti duart sipér dhe me nje zé té

hollé i foli.

- Té lutem mos mé vér kétu! Do té
béj cfare té duash til Mé lér tek
kovacani, tek ai gé me krijoi.

Jezusi, u habit shumé dhe vuri duart

ne koke.

- Cfare eshte kjo puné At! Ne nuk
kishim plane té tilla pér né toke.

| cuditur mori gozhdén dhe

menjéhereé u nis peér tek kovagani.

- E bére tavolinén? - e pyeti kovacani.

- Té duhen mé gozhde?

- E béra, e béra por shiko se ¢fare té

solla! - ia priti Jezusi, duke i drejtuar

gozhden gé kishte né duar.

Kovacani uli kapelen dhe véshtroi
gozhdén me gojé dhe sy té hapur.

- 0 Zot! - thirri ai i coroditur nga

ajo ¢faré po shihte. - Cfaré éshte kjo

puné more bir, kam gjithé kéto vite qé

punoj me hekura, por syté e mi nuk

kané paré dhe veshét e mi nuk kané

dégjuar meé pareé gé njé gozhde té

flase.

Sapo mori gozhdén né doré, dégjoi

sérish zérin e hollé té gozhdés.

- Faleminderit Jezus, faleminderit
dhe ty babai im!

- Uné babai yt?! - pyeti duke geshur
kovacani. - Mesa duket tani jam
béré dhe baba i hekurave.

Pasi biseduan dhe rané dakort qé
gozhda do té géndronte né kovacane,
u ulén té dy pér té ngréné bokoli (buke
trandicionale Rrome - kulacg) dhe ato
cfaré kishte gatuar zonja e kovacanit.
Gjaté nates, gozhda kurioze, né
pérpjekje e sipér per té dalé prej
vendit ku ishte ngulur, ra né toké dhe
béri njé zhurme ge edhe kovacani

me zonjén e tij e dégjuan. Nuk vonoi

shumeé dhe né derén e tyre u dégjuan

té trokitura te forta.

- Cohu more burré! - foli me zé té

larté gruaja.

Cfaré ka moj grua? - ia priti

kovagani i cuditur.

Erdhen ushtarét!

Po cfaré duan?

Kérkojné gozhda.

Po nuk eéshté gdhiré ende... - tha

plaku, teksa po vishej. - Tani do té

punojné kéta njere?!

- Mirémbréma, ¢farée kérkoni nga
uné? - i pyeti ai ushtarét.

- Gozhda, por nxito se nuk kemi

shume kohé - ia presin shkurt ata.

Sapo dégjoi zhurmeén e derés té
punishtes qgé u hap, gozhda u fsheh
né vendin ku e kish léné mé paré
kovacani. Ashtu shpejt e shpejt i
pérgjumur, kovacani me materialin
qé kishte béri 11 gozhdé por ushtarét
kérkonin 12. Njé prej ushtaréeve dalloi
njé kapele té varur né mur. | afrohet
dhe mori gozhdén qgé i duhej. Ata
largohen por kovacgani i frikésuar dhe
i pasigurte per até gé po ndodhte ra
té flinte por gjumi nuk e zuri.

Kur méngjesi erdhi, e kuptoi qé
Jezusin e kishin kapur ushtarét. Mori
pallton dhe drejtohet me vrap pér né
mal pér té pareé. Kerkoi i palodhur mes
turmave Jezusin dhe dalloi njé ushtar
gé po pérpiqej ta krygézonte pas njé
kryqi gjigand. | pikélluar e kuptoi gé
nuk kishte as fugi dhe asnjé mundési
geé ta shpétonte Jezusin.

Ushtari e krygézoi me gozhdé né
duar Jezusin. Né momentin kur do
krygézonte kémbét, gozhda i ra né
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toke. Ishte gozhda geé fliste dhe gé e
kishin marr nga punishtja e kovaganit.
Ushtari u pérpoq disa here pér ta
kapur gozhdén por ajo i rréshqiste
nga duart.

- Jo Jezus, nuk mundem té shpojé
mishin ténd, uné té kam dhéné
fjalen - foli gozhda dhe kérceu
né ajér drejt kovacanit, i cili e priti
me kapelen e tij.

- Merre gozhdén dhe ruaje derisa
sa té kthehem uné! - i tha Jezusi
kovacanit aty prané.

Edhe pse kané kaluar shumé vite
dhe kovacani nuk jeton me, gozhda
vazhdon ende té ruhet me fanatizém
brez pas brezi nga familja e tij.



In a place known as Nazareth,

there lived a Rroma man from the
blacksmith tribe. For years he had
forged the iron and smithed various
items. One day, a young visitor in his
thirties knocked on his door to order
some nails.

- Who are you, my son? - asked the
blacksmith.

- lam Jesus, | am the messenger of
God - replied the visitor, whose face
reflected calmness and wisdom. - |
was born in Bethlehem and | now
live in Nazareth.

- How many nails do you need, Jesus?

- 15 to start with.

- What do you need them for?

- | preach the word of God and
make woodwork like spoons,
utensils, washtubs, but this time |
want to make a table, a door, and a
window.

The blacksmith provided him with the
necessary nails, and from that day
on Jesus often went to him for nails.
The last time he asked, it was to finish
the table but the blacksmith did not
have enough nails and melted the tip
of the metal scissors to make a nail.
Convinced that he was about to finish
his table, Jesus set off for home. While
working with the hammer, he took the
last nail but the nail jumped in the air
and fell to the ground. He took it and
the same thing happened again.
- What is going on with this nail? -
asked himelf Jesus and angrily
took the nail again, gripped it in his
hand and as soon as he was ready
to hammer it, the nail opened its

eyes, raised its hands up and uttered

in a thin voice.

- Please don’'t put me here! | will do
whatever you want. Leave me with
the blacksmith, the one who created
me.

Jesus was amazed and dumbfounded.
- What is this?! Father! We had no
such plans for earth.

Surprised as he was, he took the nail
and left for the blacksmith.

- Did you finish the table? - asked the
blacksmith. - Do you need more
nails?

- I did finish it. But look what |
brought you! - cried Jesus pointing
to the nail in his hand.

The blacksmith took off his cap and
looked at the nail with his mouth and
eyes wide open.

- Oh God! - he cried petrified by what
he was seeing.

- What is this, my son! | have been
working the iron all these years, but
my eyes have never seen and my
ears have never heard a nail speak
before.

No longer had he grabbed the nail
in his hand, did he hear its meager
sound again.

- Thank you, Jesus, thank you, dear
father!

- Me! Your father?! - laughed the
blacksmith. - Apparently, | have now
become the father of iron!

After talking and agreeing that the
nail should have stayed with the
blacksmith, they both sat down to eat
bokoli (a traditional Rroma scone) and
the meal that the blacksmith’s wife

had prepared. At night, the curious
nail, trying to get out of the place
where it was hammered, fell to the
ground and made a noise that even
the blacksmith and his wife heard. It
didn’t take long before loud knocks on
the door were heard.

- Get up, husband! - cried his wife.

- What is it, wife? - asked the
surprised blacksmith.

- The soldiers are here!

- What do they want?

- They want nails.

- It's not dawn yet - said the old
man, as he was getting dressed. -
Are these people working now?!

- Good evening, what do you want
from me? - he asked the soldiers.

- Nails! Hurry up! We don’t have much
time - they ordered.

Upon hearing the sound of the
workshop door opening, the nail hid
where the blacksmith had previously
left it. Drowsily, the blacksmith forged
11 nails but the soldiers requested
12. One of the soldiers spotted a cap
hanging on the wall. He got nearer
and pulled the nail. The soldiers

left but the blacksmith, scared and
unsure of what was happening, tried
to fall asleep but he couldn’t.

In the morning, he realized that Jesus
had been captured by the soldiers.

He grabbed his coat and ran up

the mountain to see. He searched
tirelessly among the crowd and
spotted a soldier crucifying Jesus on
a giant cross. He afflictedly realized
that he had neither the power nor the
means to save Jesus.

The soldier crucified Jesus’ hands.

As he was about to nail his legs, the
nail fell to the ground. It was the
talking nail they had grabbed from
the blacksmith workshop. The soldier
tried several times to catch the nail
but it slipped from his hands.

- No, Jesus, | can not pierce your flesh.
| have given you my word - spoke the
nail and jumped into the air to the
blacksmith, who caught it in his cap.

- Take the nail and keep it until |
return! - said Jesus to the blacksmith.

Even though many years have passed
and the blacksmith is no longer

alive, the nail is still enthusiastically
preserved generation after
generation by his family.
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12 FUSTANE DHE 12 KEMISHA NATE

12 DRESSES AND 12 NIGHTGOWNS




12 fustane dhe
12 kemisha nate

Né njé fshat té largét jetonin dy té
moshuar. Ata nuk kishin fémijeé dhe
prej vitesh i luteshin Zotit ti dhuronte
njé djalé. Njé méngjes herét, gruaja
ngrihet pér té pérgatitur si gjithmoneé
mengjesin para se té pércillte burrin
e saj per dru né male. Até dité teksa
po priste dru, burri gjeti njé gjarpeér te
vogél e me ngjyré té bukur. E mori dhe
ia ¢oi gruas neé shtépi. Té dy e mbajtén
gjarprin dhe e ushgenin me fruta. Njé
dité gruaja vuri re qé gjarpri nuk ishte
me neé kanistreén e tij, e kérkoi dhe
dégjoi njé zé nga tavani. Nuk mund ti
besonte syve dhe véshve.

- Jam kétu mama - i foli ai bute.

- Samundesi ka gé kjo té ndodh? -
pyeste gruaja veten me zé té ulét.

- Jam uné gjarpri gé po flas dhe kam
njé mesazh peérty. Do té shkosh
neser tek mbreti dhe do kérkosh
vajzén e tij pér mua. Ai ka tre
vajza por do e kuptojmé se cila
éshteé e duhura.

- Jo —itha menjéheré gruaja.

-Po kush mé jep nuse mua pér njé
gjarper?

- Ti shko, sepse késhtu té them uné! -
e bindi ai.

Té nesérmen, gruaja u nis per tek

mbreti, mbretéria e té cilit ishte

shumé larg fshatit té harruar. Mbreti

nuk e pranoi, dhe gruaja u largua e

merzitur sepse nuk mundi té fliste me

té. Per dy dité rrjeshté gruaja shkonte

tek mbreti dhe ai nuk e takonte. E

lodhur dhe e bindur gé mbreti nuk

do e pranonte kurrsesi marteséen e

vajzes se tij me nje gjarper, u nis per

té fundit heré té takonte mbretin.

Késaj radhe ai e preti. | habitur pér
kérkesen e saj, dhe i bindur gé nuk
do té realizohej, ai i premtoi gé do

té pranonte vetém néese rruga ge te
conte né pallatin e tij mbretéror do
ishte e shtruar me mermer; pallati

i veshur po me mermer dhe degét e
rrushit té vareshin gé kur té dilte né
dritare dhe té hapte gojén, kokrrat e
tij ti binin direkt né gojeé.

Gruaja u kthye né shtepi dhe e
bisedoi me gjarprin dhe burrin e saj.
Té nesérmen, u nis sérish pér tek
mbreti e sigurté qé asgjé nga ato qé
ai kish kérkuar nuk mund té béheshin.
Nuk i besoi syve kur pa gé rruga gé
té conte né pallat ishte me mermer,
pallati mbretéror i veshur gjithashtu
me mermer. Dalloi mbretin kur u cua
dhe doli né dritare. Fiks sic e kishte
kérkuar. Sapo hapi gojén njé kokerr
rrushi perfundoi drejt e né gojén e tij.

- Uaaal Verteté po ndodh kjo gjé! -
bértiti mbreti i habitur me até ge
shihte.

- Beni gati vajzén per gjarprin! -
urdhéroi ai oborrtareét e tij.

Mbreti kishte tre vajza. | pyeti té treja
dhe vetém njéra pranoi té martohej
me gjarprin. Ajo ishte vajza e vogél, gé
spikaste pér zgjuarsineé e saj.

- Baba mé lini té martohem me té - i
keérkoi ajo mbretit. — Por me kusht
gé té me jepni né pajeé 12 fustane
dhe 12 kémisha nate.

- Dakord - pranoi mbreti me hezitim.

Shpejt e shpejt, ia plotésuan kérkesén
pér 12 fustane dhe 12 kémisha nate
dhe vajza u nis pér né shtépine ku
jetonte gjarpri. Né shtépi, ajo u prit




si nusja e shtépisé me gjithé té
mirat. Gjarpri u mahnit nga bukuria
pérrallore e vajzés. Vajza ishte e
bindur gé nuk kishte rrugé tjetér
vegse té vdiste ose té mendonte
dicka se si té shpétonte nga gjarpri.
Até naté ajo kérkoi geé té flinte né nje
dhomeé me gjarprin. | kérkoi atij qé
secili té higte nga trupi njé rrobé ge
kish veshur.

- Uné nuk kam rroba - i thoté gjarpri.

- Ke, ti ke — i flet e bindur vajza teksa
nis té hegé fustanin e paré. - Do heq
njé rrob uné dhe njé lékure ti.

Gjarpri nuk kishte rroba, por nisi
dhe higte pjesé pjese lekurén e tij.
Me kémbénguljen e vajzés, pasi kish
hequr edhe kémishén e dymbeédhjeté,
gjarpri hogi té fundit lekureé. U shfaq
njé djalé i bukur me véth dhe me
shenjén e hénés né ballé. Né orét e
para te mengjesit, gruaja u ngjit te
shihte gjarprin me vajzén e re dhe
kuptoi qé vajza jo vetém qé ishte
gjallé por po flinte pérgafuar me

njé djalé te bukur. Ajo u lumturua
dhe njoftoi té gjithé mbretériné pér
lajmin gé gjarpri u bé njeri. Té dy té
moshuarit dhe ¢ifti i ri jetuan dhe
mbretéruan té lumtur.

Once upon a time, in a far-away
village, there lived two old people.
They had no children and had been
praying to God for many years to give
them a son. One early morning, the
old woman got up to cook the usual
breakfast before sending her husband
off to collect wood in the mountain.
That day while cutting wood, the man
found a small, beautifully colored
snake. He took it to the woman at
home. Both held the snake and fed it
with fruit. One day the woman noticed
that the snake was no longer in its
basket, looked for it and heard a voice
coming from the ceiling. She could
not believe her eyes and ears.

- I'm here, mom - he talked softly to
her.

- How likely is it to happen? —the
woman asked herself in sotto voce.

- It” s me the snake, talking to you
and | have a message for you. Go
see the King tomorrow and ask
for his daughter’s hand for me. He
has three daughters, but we will
find out which is the right one for
me.

- No - cried the woman. Who will
want to marry off one’s daughter to
a snake?

- Listen to me and Go! - he persuaded
her.

The next day, the woman left for the
king, whose kingdom was far away
from the forsaken village. The king
did not receive her, and the woman
left upset because she could not
meet him. For two days in a row, the
woman went to the king and he did

not receive her. Tired and convinced
that the king would never accept

his daughter’s marriage to a snake,
she set out for the last time to

meet the king. This time he received
her. Surprised at her request, and
convinced that it would not be met, he
promised to accept it only if the road
to his royal palace was paved with
marble; the palace was lined with
marble and the vine branches hung
so low that when he took his head out
of the window and opened his mouth,
the grapes would fall right into his
mouth.

The woman turned back home and
talked to her husband and snake. The
next day, she headed to the King’s
palace, convinced that nothing he had
asked for could be done. She could
not believe her eyes when she saw
that the road leading to the palace
was paved with marble, and the

royal palace was lined with marble.
She spotted the King getting up and
taking his head out of the window.
Just like he has requested: as soon as
he opened his mouth, grapes fell right
into his mouth.

- Wow! Is this really happening! -
cried the king, astonished at what
he saw.

- Prepare the girl for the snake! - he
ordered his courtiers.

The king had three daughters. He
asked the three of them and only one
agreed to marry the snake. She was
the youngest, who stood out for her
ngenuity.

- Father let me marry him - she



asked the king — with the condition
that you give me 12 dresses and 12
nightgowns.

- Alright! - agreed the king hesitantly.

Her request was soon granted with
12 dresses and 12 nightgowns and
the girl left to the snake’s house. At
home, she was greeted like the bride
of the house with all the bests. The
snake was amazed by her fabulous
beauty. The girl was convinced that
she had no other choice than to die or
break free from the snake. That night,
the girl asked to sleep in a room with
the snake. She asked that each took a
garment off.

- | have no clothes - said the snake.

- Yes, you do - said the girl
confidently as she started to take
off her first dress. | will take
off one garment and you will take
off one, too.

The snake had no clothes, but he
shed. Upon the girl’s insistence, after
she had taken off her twenty-fourth
nightgown, the snake finally shed his
skin. A handsome young man wearing
an earring and bearing the moon sign
on his forehead appeared. In the early
morning hours, the old woman went
upstairs to see the snake and the
young girl and saw that the girl was
not only alive, but she was sleeping
embraced with a handsome young
man. She rejoiced and announced that
the snake had turned into a young
man to the whole kingdom. Both the
elderly and the young couple lived and
reigned happily.
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Gomari, ngrenesi

i shkronjave

Njé heré e nje kohe té gjithé kombet
u ftuan nga mbreti i tyre pér té
zgjedhur shkronjat e alfabetit né
menyre gjuha geé flisnin té mund té
shkruhej dhe lexohej. Midis tyre ishte
dhe njé burre, pérfagésues i popullit
Rrom.

Pér shkak té rrugés sé gjaté drejt
pallatit mbretéror burri mbi gomarin
e tij nisi té ndjenjte lodhje dhe uri.

U ndal disa heré gjateé rrugés pér

té piré ujé dhe pér té mbledhur
manaferra. Kur mbérriti né pallatin
mbreteror pér fatin e tij té keq té
gjithé pérfagésuesit e kombeve ishin
larguar. Ai nuk mundi té gjente asnjé
shkronjé té mbetur.

- Nuk kam cfaré té jap meé! — i thoté
mbreti. - Duhet té kishe ardhur me
shpejt.

- Ishte rruge e gjaté, dhe mu deshén
javé te téra pér té ardhur deri kétu -
i shpjegoi burri.

| pikélluar, teksa béri pér tu larguar,
ai dalloi lévore bostani té ngréna dhe
té hedhura né dysheme nga gostia e
pérfunduar.

- Po sikur té mi shkruani shkronjat
neé ato lévore? - e pyet burri
mbretin duke treguar me gisht
lévoret e bostanit.

- Pak e véshtiré — i thoté mbreti. -
Megeé nuk kemi zgjidhje tjetér
po pranoj.

Mbreti mblodhi té gjitha lévoret dhe
mbi to shkruajti shkronjat e alfabetit
Rrom. | lumtur gé mé né fund edhe
populli Rrom do kishte shkronjat e
tij, burri mori rrugén e kthimit né

shtépi. Rruga e kthimit iu dukeé edhe
me e gjaté. | lodhur, pa energji dhe pa
ngréné mendoi té pushonte pér pak
minuta. Kur u zgjua pa gé shkronjat
nuk ishin mé aty ... gomari i kishte
ngréne lévoret e bostanit sébashku
me shkronjat gé ishin shkruar mbi to.

- Bobo ¢mé bére more i uruar! -
bértiti me té madhe burri duke
ndjekur gomarin me vrap. - Le njé
popull pa shkronjal

Pér vite té téra, populli Rrom géndroi
pa alfabet duke e ruajtur dhe
trasmetuar gjuhén e tyre, gojarisht
brez pas brezi. Vitet kaluan dhe brezat
e ardhshém studiuan dhe krijuan
alfabetin e gjuhés Rrome.




Once upon a time, all nations were
invited by their king to choose the
letters of the alphabet so that the
language they spoke could be written
and read. Among them was a man, a
representative of the Rroma people.
Because of the long journey to the
royal palace, the man on his donkey
began to feel tired and hungry. He
stopped several times along the way
to drink water and gather berries.
When he reached the royal palace, to
his misfortune, all the representatives
of the nations had departed. He could
not find any letters left.

- | have nothing more to offer! -said
the king. - You should have come
sooner.

- It was a long trip, and it took me
weeks to get here - explained the
man.

Grief-stricken, while leaving, he
spotted the leftovers of watermelon
peels thrown on the floor after the
feast.

- May you inscribe my letters on
those peels? - the man asked the
king, pointing to the watermelon
peels.

- That's a little difficult, -
said the king, but since we have
no other choice, | will.

The king collected all the peels and
inscribed the letters of the Rroma
alphabet. Delighted that even the
Rroma people would finally have their
letters, the man headed off home.
The return trip felt even longer. Tired,
sluggish, and empty-stomached, he

thought of resting for a few minutes.
When he woke up he saw that the
letters were no longer there ... the
donkey had eaten the water melon
peels and the inscribed letters, too.

- Oh, dear! What have you done! -
cried the man running after the
donkey. - You just left Rroma people
without letters!

For years, the Rroma people
remained without any alphabet and
preserved and transmitted their
language verbally from generation to
generation. Years passed and future
generations studied and created the
Rromani alphabet.

Paramisa othe, sastipe akate!
Pérrallat atje, shéndeti ketu!
Fairy tales stay there, health stays with us!

BABO, KA MOTHOVE
| AMENGE JEKH
PARAMISA?

Sead Kazanxhiu
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BUT ZABAJSALLAN
RE CHAVEA NANE :
S0 TE pAV TUT AMI OKULLA

MORTHJAZ

LEKHAR O PATERNA
AKATE KI MORTHIE
XERBUZEKI

DEVLA
PALIKERAV TUT!
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50 KERDANMANJE

ME MANUSEN Bl
ALFABETEKO

AJALL XERANA MUKLAN =

KERDAN MANGE AJAL
XALAN O PARERNA E
RROMENGE

O RROMA BESLE BUT BERSA Bl
SIKADO PUMARI CHIB ANDI SKOLA,
'VON NAKHADE PUMARI CHIB KUSTUK
PALAL KUSTIK MUJEHA. DZI KO
MOMENTI KANA O RROMANE
RROMOLOGJA KIDISALE HEM KERDE
O RROMANOQ ALFABETI

KO BERS 1995 KO

5TO NOVEMBRO PUTARDILI |
ANGLUNI RRROMANI
SKOKA ANDO GAV BALTEZ




Paramisa othe, sastipe akate!
Pérrallat atje, shéndeti kétu!
Fairy tales stay there, health stays with us!

O MANUSH BERRLENGO

NJERIU | BLETEVE

THE BEEKEEPER

Sead Kazanxhiu




Njeriu i bletéeve

Shumé vite meé pare ishte njé burre

qé merrej vetém me mbaréshtimin

e bletéve, e nuk dinte té bénte tjetér
pune. Ishte aq i fiksuar me bletét saqé
nuk linte dité pa i numéruar kur ato
ktheheshin nga kullotat. Njé darke,
vuri re se njé bleté mungonte. Prit té
kthehej bleta, ajo nuk po kthehej. E
kerkonte kudo dhe nuk e gjeti per dite
te téra.

Njé dite, teksa po rrinte duke
véshtruar detin anés bregut, dhe
duke ngrené fara kungulli mendoi:
“po sikur té keté ikur né Itali matané
detit? Varke nuk kishte dhe distanca
ishte shumeé e largét dhe me not nuk
e bénte dot.

Farat e kungullit gé i binin nga duart
si pér cudi nisén menjéheré té mbinin
e té léshonin lastarét gé zvarriteshin
drejt detit duke nxjerr lule dhe kunguj
gjigandeé. Lastarét e kungullit u

rritén shumeé shpejt dhe arritén né
anén tjetér té bregut té detit. Njeriu

i bletéve u habit ag shumé saqé nuk
dinte si té vepronte. Vetja i dukej
shume i vogél pérpara atyre kungujve
qé ishin shpérndare né det si djej
gjigandé gé géndronin né ujé pa u
shuar.

Menjéhere kacavirret sipér lastaréve
té kungujve dhe fillon té ecé pér te
vajtur né anén tjeter qé té kerkonte
bletét. Uria dhe etja e mori, shiu e
lagu, lagéshtia e detit dhe erérat e
forta e thané nga i ftohti, por ai ashtu
i lodhur ecte pérpara drejt géllimit té
tij.

- C’té bej tani? — tha i hutuar.
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Né brez kishte thikén qé pastronte
mjaltin e bletés dhe kércen sipér njé
kungulli. Filloi té cante kungullin,

por kungulli e kishte lékurén shume
té forté. U mundua shumé deri sa

e cau até dhe futet brénda tij e nis

té ushgehet me farat dhe pjesén e
bréndshme té kungullit. Héngri sa
héngri, doli jashté dhe piu ujin e shiut
nga lulet e kungujve.

Nisi té ecé serish. Njé stuhi shume e
madhe filloi. Rréshket dhe bie né det.
Ishte shume e véshtiré pér t'u ngjitur
tek kungulli sepse rréshkiste dhe nuk
kishte ku té mbahej. Stuhia se lejonte
t'i afrohej gjetheve gjigande dhe e
merrte dallga duke e pérplasur sa

né njé cep né tjetrin. U rraskapit aq
shume sa po e linin dhe fugite. Veg
njé moment tjetér njé stuhi shume

e forté e shtyu dhe e pérplasi sipér
lastaréve dhe humbi ndjenjat. Né
horizont, dégjoheshin pulébardhat
“krau-krau”. Pérmendet dhe pér sé
largu si njé vegim dallon bregun e
detit. Menjeheré cohet né kembe dhe
vrapon pér té dal né breg. Del né breg
dhe teksa i afrohej njé fshati dallon
njé plak mbinjé bleté gjigande teksa
véshtronte arat me gruré dhe miseér.

- Puna e mbaré! - i thoté.

- Mbaré pac! - ia pret fshatari. - ce
miré té solli nga kéto ané?

- Mé ka humbur njé blete, - pérgjigjet
ai, - dhe po nuk kam léné vend pa e
kérkuar.

- Aaa.... - belbézoi fshatari i habitur. -
Pse e jotja éshté ajo? Ajo bleté ka
1muaj gé ushgehet te uné madje m'i
ka dobésuar dhe bletét e tjera pasi
vetém ha. Ti do ta marrésh keéshtu,




pa asgjé ne kémbim?
- Po sido ja béjmé? - e pyeti bletari.
- Ti, - i tha fshatari duke treguar
me gisht, - e sheh kété misrin
dhe grurin gé po mbjell unée?
T'i do té kujdesesh pér
to; do i prashisés, do i ujitéesh dhe do
i korrésh, né menyré gé té rimarrésh
bletén. Késhtu mund té likujdohesh
edhe me mua.
- Miré, pranoj, - tha bletari, pasi e
kuptoi gé nuk kishte zgjidhje
tjetér. - Uné béra gjithe
kete rrugé, cfaré nuk hoga dhe nuk
do té kthehem pa bletén time.

Mirépo, bletari nuk kishte prekur
asnjé puné me perpara pervegse
bletarisé. Ai ishte dhe shume tip
karakséz, cdo gjé qé bénte donte ta
bénte né perfeksion. Filloi té punonte,
mbolli, prashiti dhe ujit arat. Até

vit misri dhe gruri dhané aq shume
prodhim sagé u habit edhe fshatari.
Filloi korrja. E korri dhe nuk la asnjé
kokérr misri dhe gruri né toke.

- Po tani a jemi né rregull? - e pyet
bletari fshatarin.

- Po, - pergjigjet ai, - jemi shume
né rregull. Ti ke béré
njé puné shume té miré dhe
me kujdesin gé ke treguar, une kéte
vit kam marr prodhim si asnjeherée
tjetér me pare. Pér kété uné do
té jap ty bletén ténde, por dhe do té
paguaj me 2 thasé grure dhe dy
thasé misér pér punén e bére.

Bletari e falenderoi por njé mendim
e shgetésonte. Si do i marr té gjitha
kéto? Fshatari e kuptoi dhe pa u
menduar gjaté i dhuroi dhe njé bleté
nga teé tijat pér ta ndihmuar me
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transportin. | lumtur dhe shume i
gézuar, i ngarkon dhe niset té kthehet
pér né shtepi. Ai hipi sipér bletés qé
kishte misrin. Bleta tjetér qé kishte
grurin fluturonte me véshtirési duke
anuar pak nga njéra ané pak tek
tjetra. Ndalojné pér pak pushim dhe
nisé té numerojé kokrrat e grurit dhe
té misrit. Né njérin thes kishte 99
kokrra gruré dhe tek tjetri 100.

- E gjetal - brohoriti bletari dhe nxjerr
nga xhepi njé thike dhe e ndan né 2
pjesé nje kokérr nga thesi gé kishte
meé shumeé duke baraspeshuar thasét.
I ngarkon sérish bletét dhe kthehen
ne shtépi. Shkon né shtépi i lumtur
dhe menjéheré drejtohet pér tek
kosheret e bleteve. C'té shihte, kishin
ikur té gjitha.
- C’té bej uné i mjeri tani? - thai
pikélluar
- Sit'inxjerr té ardhurat?

Por fatmirésisht, ai tani kishte mésuar
té punonte token. Béri, ¢’béri iu fut
bujgésisé, mbolli misér dhe gruré dhe
nga té ardhurat gé fitonte u bé shume
i pasur dhe jetoi i lumtur.

A long time ago there was a man who
engaged only in beekeeping and did
not know how to do anything else. He
was so obsessed with the bees that
he counted them every single day
when they returned from grazing. One
evening, he noticed that a bee was
missing. He kept waiting for the bee
to return, it wasn't. He was worried.
He looked for it everywhere but did
not find it for days. One day, sitting at
the shore and gazing at the sea and
eating pumpkin seeds, he thought:
'What if it fled to Italy across the sea?'
He had no boat and the distance was
too long and he could not swim.

The pumpkin seeds that fell from his
hands surprisingly started to sprout
and release the shoots that crawled
towards the sea, producing giant
flowers and pumpkins. The pumpkin
shoots grew very fast and reached
the other side of the seashore. The
bee man was so surprised that he

did not know how to act. He thought
he was so small compared to those
pumpkins that scattered in the sea
like giant shining suns, floating above
the water. He immediately crawled
over the pumpkin shoots and started
walking to the other side to look for
the bee. Hunger and thirst stroke him,
the rain made him wet, the humidity
of the sea and the strong winds
made him chill but tired as he was, he
walked forward towards his goal.

- What can | do now? - said he
confused.

The beekeeper was carrying the knife
with which he cleaned the honey and

he jumped on a pumpkin. He started
carving the strong pumpkin skin.

He tried harder until he tore it open,
got inside it, and started feeding

on its seeds and flesh. He ate them
and drank the rainwater from the
pumpkin flowers. He started walking
again. A fierce tempest approached.
He slipped and fell into the sea. It
was very difficult to climb back on
the slippery pumpkin and he couldn't
hold to anything. He couldn't get
near the giant leaves and the wave
crashed him from one side to the
other. He was exhausted and was
losing strength. Another strong
tempest pushed him over the shoots
and he lost consciousness. On the
horizon, seagulls could be heard. He
came to his senses and managed to
distinguish a vision at the distant
seashore. He sprang to his feet and
ran ashore. Once on the shore, he
neared a village to see an old man on
a giant bee guarding the wheat and
cornfields.

- Good luck in your work! — he
greeted.

- Good luck to you, too! - answered
the villager. - What brings you here?

- | lost a bee, - he replied - and | have
been looking for it everywhere.

- Is that so... - murmured the
surprised villager. - Why, is it yours?
That bee has been feeding
at my place for a month now
and my bees have weakened
because it eats everything. Do you
expect to take it back just like this,
with nothing in return?

- What do we do then? - asked the
beekeeper.




- You can see the corn and wheat | am
planting - said the villager pointing

at it. - You will take care of it: you will
hoe it, water it, and harvest it, in order
to take back the bee. This way you can
pay me back.

- Well, | agree! - said the beekeeper
determined, realizing he had no other
choice. - | made all this way here, |
went through hell and | will not return
without my bee.

However, the beekeeper knew nothing
but beekeeping. He was also quite
scrupulous. He had to do everything
to perfection. He began to work,
plant, plow, and water the fields. That
year corn and wheat yielded so much
produce that even the villager was
astonished. The harvest began. He
harvested it and left no wheat or corn
grain on the fields.

- Are we alright now? - the beekeeper
asked the villager.

- Yes - hereplied. - We are very
alright! You have done a perfect
job and under your care, this
year's production is
better than ever before. So, |
will give you back your bee, but also,
| will pay you with 2 sacks of wheat
and two sacks of corn for the work
you have done.

The beekeeper thanked him, but he
had a major concern. How do | get all
this home? The villager understood
and without giving much thought lent
him a bee to help with the transport.
Happily, the beekeeper loaded the
sack on the bees and headed home.
He was riding on the bee that carried
the corn. The other bee carrying the

wheat flew with difficulty tilting
slightly from one side. The beekeeper
stopped, counted the grains to realize
that there were 99 grains in one sack
and 100 in the other.

- | found it! - cheered the beekeeper.
He took his knife out of his pocket
and divided the grain into two parts
to balance the sacks. He reloaded the
bees and flew back home.

Once he had arrived, he rushed to the
beehives. To his bewilderment, the
bees were all gone.

- What can | do now? Poor me! - he
said sadly. - How can | make a
living?

But thankfully, he had now learned

to work the land. He did what he

had in agriculture, he planted corn

and wheat, and from the income he

earned, he became very rich and lived

happily.
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Sead Kazanxhiu

JEK, DUJ, TRIN,
STAR...
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DEVLA SO ISl
AKALA DUDUMA
BARE AJALL?

Sead Kazanxhiu
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ME KA DAV TUT
BERRLA PALPALE
AMA TU KA KERES

BUTI ME PHUVJASTE,

BUT LACHI BUTI KERDAN
CHAVEA, AMEN ADABERS
LILAM BUT BARO BEREKETI,
HEM ME KA DAV TUT E BERRLA,
DUJ RRALLOVJA GIV HEM

DUJ MISIRI

Sead Kazanxhiu
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O BERRLA NASLE
SARE, NA CHIL!
NI JEKH BERRLI
AMA AKANA ME

SAJ TE KERAV
BUTIKI PHUV

Sead Kazanxhiu
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