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DAY 6  — the structure of composition

It's like a fanfare. At the beginning, there would be a first 
air which would consist of looking at images of Pristina in 
the 70s on the driver's cell phone while going to the bus 
station. Then we would take a break for a coffee and slip 
into a 20-seater van en route to the border. 

The vehicle would stop in the middle of nowhere for 
a ticket check. We would leave the periphery which 
seemed to stretch endlessly, and would emerge from 
the mountains, the valleys, the farms. On the bumpy 
road, we cling to the other seats so as not to waltz. 
At the border, two descents, two identity checks. We 
go on foot, we go up. A breath. The heat increases. 

The van would leave us somewhere under a bridge. 
We cross the ring roads, the villages on foot, the 
center is already there. Improbable, delusional, almost 
ridiculous. A European tempo, London buildings, a 
Slovenian river, fake statues of the Hellenistic, Roman, 
oversized period, fountains and casinos, a triumphal 
arch, and a stone bridge that rolls up to the 
mosques, to the bazaar and stalls, kebap, baklava. 
The fanfare improvises. 

In the taxi, in Pristina, oriental pop. The music 
everywhere pulls elsewhere and resists. When you enter 
the hall of the Philharmonie (Francesco Tristano for €5), 
the musicians are already there, discussing, agreeing. 
The technicians are still installing, adjusting the scales. 
The audience arrives, regardless, a completely relaxed 
form of improvisation. The fanfare is having fun. 

Classical music becomes percussive, breathless, 
repetitive, stubborn, and lands on it, Dzijan Emin's 
electronics, the light flashes, it looks like a nightclub. In 
Salzburg, they don't know how to have fun. 

Skopje, capital of North Macedonia, is often compared 
to Disneyland. Destroyed 80% by an earthquake, 
colossal sums of money seem to have been spent there 
to build a pseudo cosmopolitan, flashy, attractive 
European city. It missed. It has a much more colorful 
charm than all the cities of the West. Wobbly, badly 
mixed, superimposed. Disarming. Like a Balkan fanfare. 

https://www.facebook.com/FrancescoTristano


 



 

In 1963, the city of Skopje was 80% destroyed by an 
earthquake. After an initial call for an aborted urban planning 
project, the Skopje 2014 project saw the light of day in the 
2000s. Not really by chance, North Macedonia applied for 
membership of the European Union in 2004. 

At one time (I won't go into the details of the dates), present-
day North Macedonia also included the territory of northern 
Greece, Thessaloniki. In another era, North Macedonia did not 
exist, it was the Ottoman Empire, or even Bulgaria. To go 
quickly, it is not easy to define the identity of North Macedonia. 

DAY 7  — the vacuity of nationalism

What is important is that here the Albanians, that is to say 
Muslims, live in a relative minority with the Slavo-
Macedonians, that is to say the Orthodox. In Skopje, on 
either side of the Vadar river which separates the city. 

For 2014, we have built government buildings, oversized 
statues, but above all enough to house museums; for 
example, the Museum of Archeology (pictured here) or the 
Museum of the Macedonian Struggle. 



 
Whatever landmark we take in time or space, it multiplies. This is the 
impasse of national identity. 
It divides, it splits, it repeats itself, it disappears. The transformation of 
the center of Skopje into a Viennese MuseumsQuartier does not make 
the city more European, nor does the installation of a gigantic imitation-
Roman statue at the entrance to the souk. 

On the contrary, by its grandiloquent deployment of wax statues, behind 
bars, imprisoned, even hanged, in their struggle for independence, the 
city can only underline, vigorously, the absolute lack of historical reality. 

On the stone bridge, a remnant of the past, a young man, his head 
protected by a T-shirt (it's really hot) begs while singing in Arabic. In the 
squares, the men perform ablutions between two games of chess to go 
to the mosque. The call to prayer resounds throughout the city. 

A souvenir from Nicosia. One can cross the southern part of Europe 
without suspecting anything except the astonishing call of the muezzin. 
But as soon as you cross the border, you discover that another world 
exists, there, side by side, the enemy, if you want to call it that. 
Too busy trying to identify itself by making itself more beef than beef 
(more Greek than Greek, more Bulgarian than Bulgarian), the capital of 
North Macedonia is perhaps forgetting its incredible wealth. 
One only have to cross a bridge to go from the Occident to the Orient. 



 

Tourists sit on the terrace of a famous restaurant on Macedonia 
Square. Young people enter the enclosure, a T-shirt decked out 
with the same name as the magazine they sell. Nobody takes it. 
They leave quickly. Not far from there, a beggar statue was 
erected. It represents a crouching old man. 

Soon, it's no longer magazines, but incense, or heart-shaped 
balloons. And this time, young children are selling them. The 
vision is too disturbing, the waiter pushes them gently but 
effectively towards the street. At the table, other children are 
licking ice cream. Here, like everywhere, it is hot. 
These beggars are Roma. They have a district of their own in 
Skopje, almost an autonomous city, in the north. I recapitulate. 
Slavo-Macedonians, Albanians, Serbs, Roma. 

It's complicated to explain for a Frenchman, this ethnicity story. 
We would probably say, they are all French, whatever. In the 
Balkans, because there were several empires, identities were 
formed over successive eras, and it was not Tito's Yugoslavia  
(I'm not talking about Milosevic's) that could have given the 
impression of one nation. On some walls, we see graffiti that 
bears witness to the feeling of loss. War is always experienced by 
populations as a defeat. 

DAY 8  — the children of Europe



  There is a documentary easy to find online: 
Yugoslavia, the suicide of a nation. 6 
episodes to tell the end of a federation.  
We watch all the leaders of the time, 
without exception, take turns telling their 
vision of the events. It's both terrifying and 
incredibly accurate. This reminds me of the 
publication by France 2 of nine minutes of 
telephone conversation between Putin and 
Macron. 

I said, whenever I could, that Europe is the 
solution, should be the solution. That the 
children of Europe can build a geographical 
space worthy of welcoming the waves of 
migration which will not fail to grow, of 
proposing a new cultural and economic 
model which contains the successive 
ecological disasters, which tries in any case. 
Good, but begging children, why? 

The image is the Mustafa Pasha Mosque,  
seen from the Kale Fortress, left more or less in 
ruins since the earthquake. Sometimes it's better. 



 



 

Night is falling. On Mount Vodno, southwest of the 
city, the 75-meter-high Millennium Cross sparkles. 
Along the boulevards, residents rush to the 
stadium, where the Skopje team faces Dinamo 
Zagreb. 

From the terrace of the Музеј на современата 
уметност Скопје / Museum of Contemporary Art 
Skopje, you can watch the scoreboard, the crowd 
rushing to the entrance, hear the chants of the 
supporters. Even the police use this natural lookout 
to monitor the situation. 

That evening, on the concrete wall of the museum, 
in front of about sixty seats, is projected a 
Ukrainian film, The Earth is blue as an orange by 
Iryna Tsylik. 

The first images are of a child, facing the camera, in front of a black background.  
We hear "action". He does not speak. Wide shot, we are in the living room of a house. The child's mother cuts. 
She's the director. 

The film follows the shooting of a film by a family from Donbass, at the same time as it follows the real life of 
this family. All of this is presented as a documentary. 

DAY 9  — the Earth is blue as an orange 



 
Several scenes are disturbing. 

The eldest, who helps her mother as a director of photography, obtains a scholarship to study cinema at the 
University of Kyiv. 

The mother and her daughter argue over how to make it clear that the film is set in such a war. To make a 
travelling shot or not to discover the bombarded city? Matter of morality, as Godard would say. 

A woman runs to a tank to ask for medicine to cure her son's fever. Next shot: we replay the scene from another 
angle. The soldiers participate in the staging. At the end, everyone takes a group photo: "you will be stars", says 
the director. 

I return to the child. One by one, in the living room, all the members of the family 
testify in front of the camera of what the war means to them. Each testimony is edited 
from different shots that gradually reveal the device: the camera, the director, who is 
also the mother who listens to what her children are saying. 

Last plan (and sorry if I ruin everything). The family decides to show the film to the last 
people left in the village. The film starts. The camera rotates. We only see the faces of 
these inhabitants, in tears, watching their own story becoming cinema. 

In certain silences of the film, the cries of the supporters suddenly arose, the call to 
prayer from the minarets, life. 

The movie is from 2020. 



 



DAY 10  — T'ga za jug (Nostalgie du Sud) 
The meeting had been planned for a long time. 
Before going to see Lake Ohrid, we would pass by 
Tetovo, meet the team of the Center for Balkan 
Cooperation LOJA. Escape Skopje, where you find the 
distorted image of all the great European capitals, 
and snuggle up against the mountain; which, in the 
Balkans, always ends up happening. 

Sitting around a Turkish coffee, we explained. Why we 
are here. How organisations like theirs realise the 
seed of hope to which our intuition leads us. And 
they spoke in turn. They : Albanians, Macedonians, 
French and German interns. 

The name of the place means "game" and comes 
from the title of a play created twenty years ago, at 
a time when war was raging in neighboring Kosovo. 
The city of Tetovo itself was the site of a war 
between Macedonians and Albanians in 2001 which 
ended in the Ohrid Accords. 

LOJA works to bring together groups from different 
ethnic communities to "sit and talk". Young people in 
particular, and their teachers. 

Young people who, very often, have never met 
members of the other community, the one who 
nevertheless lives in the same city. But 2001 is close, 
especially when you're young. 

The "peace workers" of LOJA take groups of young 
people who do not know each other, precisely to 
Ohrid, and offer them a training course called 
"conflict transformations". The goal is simple: break 
the barrier, create links, form another possible 
community. Albanians do not necessarily speak 
Macedonian, and vice versa. They don't force them to 
speak English, they translate. Systematically. 

Difficult however, because most only dream of one 
thing, to leave their country, to go to the European 
Union. (North Macedonia has just taken a step but it 
may take 8 years before a firm membership.) 

Twenty years that the organisation exists, and their 
humility, once the war in Ukraine arose, pushes them 
to wonder if they are doing enough. 



 Some are veterans. They hosted Kosovar refugees in their 
home, in their village, in the past. With them, they saw 
their families decimated on TV. The emotion is still there. 

As much to heal the past as to prevent the future. We 
are reminded. Balkan means honey and blood. War can 
return every fifty years. 

So we seek peace. Walking west towards the Tekke 
Arabati Baba, kingdom of the Sufis, a peaceful garden 
between the Orthodox cemetery and the Muslim cemetery. 
The rain began to fall on the sweaty streets. 

The van that took us to the south in extremis crosses 
the mountains, the bends, the forests. He left us at 
Struga, where every year the famous poem is said: 

"Give me wings to fly away in our regions, to go to our 
countries, to see Ohrid, to see Struga. Over there, the 
dawn warms the soul, and a bright sun sets over the 
forest; over there, with splendor, the natural force has 
spread its gifts: You see the limpid lake whitening, you 
see it, because of the wind, darkening in blue; and 
whether you look at the plain or the mountain, the divine 
beauty is everywhere." 

It is always when Europe drives us to despair that 
its landscapes save us. 

Warm and tender blessings to Bujar, Egzona and all 
the team in Center for Balkan Cooperation LOJA 
for their openness, generosity, humility, and firm 
struggle for peace making.

https://www.facebook.com/cbcloja/


 



 



 



DAY 11  — southern nostalgia

Cut-out city, between minarets and the Middle Ages, 
Where storm water runs down the stairs, 
Sea without horizon where peaks arise, 
Invisible border, disappeared between the clouds. 

See Ohrid, see the lake, and bathe there, 
Taste the freshness of its tilted stones, 
Lose in the image of a lonely boat 
The little worry that the heat was swelling. 

I don't understand what they are saying, 
No one really speaks English. 
Under the blue of the lapis lazuli frescoes, 
Flowers for soloist's mother revealed. 

Soon back on the road for Albania, 
It's the other side, over there, where the night begins, 
See Ohrid, see the lake, take away the nostalgia. 
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