
  ALBANIA
DAY 12  — the patterns of tourism

It is always both a wonder and a torpor. We are 
at the thirty-first European capital visited, that it 
does not change a thing. But I know now that 
it's not because they are European, each of 
them deploys a singular identity. 

It is an ever-renewed effort to try to discern in 
what we see, in what we feel, what belongs to 
us, what we think we recognise, what we desire, 
what we reject, what worries us; truly a meeting. 
But to what extent is it conditioned by the fact 
that we are there (and I say this too radically 
perhaps) as tourists? 

"What you are doing is not tourism." 
Some told us in France, and it is true. 
We come with specific questions. 
An investigation, as Vinciane Despret would say. 

This time, overwhelmed by the heat, we waited until  
the evening to join, for the first time in four years,  
an official guided tour. Many tourists are there,  
to try to grasp in two hours what the city center  
of Tirana, capital of Albania is. 

The guide is brilliant, he juggles between stand-up  
and personal testimony on the history of the country,  
with a biting irony, a self-mockery that can only please 
Brazilians, Americans, Spanish, Italians, French etc. who  
are there. That a nation which is unknown to us holds  
its rank in history, this can only reinforce ours. 

A few words. The city center is organised around a huge, 
extremely recent empty square, surrounded by the most 
distinctive buildings of the country's culture: a national 
opera, a mosque, an orthodox church, a castle,  
a catholic church, and on the other side of the bridge, 
the duly listed vestiges of the communist past. 



 

With each new city, superimpositions form 
in my eye as a French traveler. By naming 
them, by cross-checking them, I try to 
grasp what I haven't seen yet. If I remove 
the building constructions of Warsaw,  
the transgressive energy of Budapest,  
the communist past of Tallinn, the Italian 
desire from Zagreb, what's left? 

Perhaps precisely that, a certain awareness 
of a very particular History. Not the 
communist bloc, but a dictatorship.  
Not Yugoslavia, but the Balkans.  
The pride of being able to bring together 
different peoples. Unfeigned kindness. 

Always, tourist, one sees what one would 
like to see in his own country. A certain 
difference, an exoticism that seems to be 
lacking in our usual existence. For me, this 
huge mosque funded by Turkey. Or is it 
because my first trip abroad was Istanbul? 



 



 DAY 13  — the hypothesis of transformation
Since 1991, Albania has been considered a free 
democracy. Having turned her back on her communist 
past (a dictatorship), she now looks with hope  
the possibility of joining the European Union. 

"What poses a problem, says the person who receives us 
at the National Theater, is the management of justice 
and the lack of political diversity. So it is the investments 
of the United States and the European Union that make  
it possible to frame the evolution of the country." 

Thus all kinds of cohabitation bear witness to a country  
in the process of changing. In the city of Kuçova,  
an American NATO military base will be set up to  
respond to the Albanian government's concern about  
the Russian threat. 

In the Blokku district, a former protected landmark  
of the communist elite, the prestigious accommodations 
now house bars and restaurants. The layout of the streets, 
paradoxically very similar to that of New York, facilitates a 
lively and festive nocturnal bustle. Tirana has a sulphurous 
reputation. A theater company even recently performed 
Macbeth in the former home of dictator Hoxha. 

Still in this same district, where the Russian Embassy  
is located, separated by the Swiss Embassy of the 
Embassy of Ukraine, the street was renamed "Ukraina  
e Lirë", which means "Free Ukraine".  
Thus, any mail sent to the Embassy must literally bear 
the words "Russian Embassy - Free Ukraine". 



 

And then something else. Because she was born in Kosovo 
of Albanian parents, the figure of Mother Teresa is present 
everywhere in the countries we have crossed so far.  
She has a boulevard and a cathedral in Pristina, a museum 
in Skopje, and here in Tirana, a dedicated space in the 
National History Museum. 

What follows the attached image should be this:  
"The greatest destroyer of peace today is the crime 
committed against the innocent unborn child. If a mother  
can kill her own child, in her own body, what prevents you 
and me from killing each other?" This is an excerpt from her 
Nobel Peace Prize acceptance speech. 

The enemy sometimes hides behind untouchable trappings. 



 



DAY 14  — the end of the world
I vividly remember my feeling the first time  
I went up to the Belfry of Lille. I remember how, 
suddenly, what had been a representation 
mapped out year after year, as it was moved, 
walked, specific places attached to times, flavors, 
memories, how it suddenly became a total reality, 
overlooked by my gaze. Dizziness then. Lille,  
my birthplace, was turning into a specific entity, 
where I had to try again to recognise everything 
that I had taken years to transform into  
an intimate geography. 

I imagine the end of the world like that. Like  
a specific historical period where we take  
a certain height on what our hearts, our brains, 
had spent years analysing, identifying, deploying: 
literature, history, politics, intimacy. I say 
literature, we could say language. Little by little, 
as the cable car of the catastrophe takes us 
towards the overhanging mountain, we become 
aware of our fragile suspension, of the distance 
which separates us from a real perception  
(or from a perception of the real) , of the sea 
there stretching like an unknown future. 

Tirana is located at a strategic location. Surrounded by 
mountains, the sea is not far, but not close enough to 
constitute an immediate danger. Dictator Hoxha knew it well, 
who decided to build hundreds of bunkers across the country. 
In the heart of the Dajti mountain, he developed 2685 m2  
of underground passages, isolated chambers, filtered air, 
following the North Korean model. It was about being able  
to resist any nuclear attack. We could laugh about it.  
We then remember the threats from Russia. 

Escape, run away, protect yourself. In the coming decades, 
these questions may be at the heart of our existence. 

So we took the cable car. Suspended for fifteen minutes  
in silence and in the void, we contemplated without saying  
a word the forests, the horizon, the blinding sea,  
the sun which began its descent, the song of the minaret,  
the crowing of the roosters, the cry of the children in  
the villages, the breath of the wind blowing through the 
portholes. Poetry is not in words, it is raw, simple reality,  
free from any manipulation. It is the world that awaits us.



 



DAY 15  — the definition of periphery
When we have exposed, on many occasions, the object 
of our research – that is to say the term enemy,  
and what it implies in regard to a European history 
imagined as common –, here, in Albania , the first 
reaction is always: we are not like other Balkan 
countries. 

That's a fact. Albania never belonged to Yugoslavia,  
so it did not experience the conflicts and wars that 
resulted from its painful dissolution. Conversely, it was 
isolated and bruised by a dictatorial communist regime. 
The delirium of a greater Albania, which would claim 
territories in Kosovo, North Macedonia or Bosnia-
Herzegovina, is only a chimera activated by the fascist 
regime during the Second World War. Without any 
reality. 

Albania would be the periphery of a periphery called 
the Balkans, itself the periphery of an entity to which  
it aspires to belong, the European Union. 
We are all the periphery of another periphery,  
to paraphrase. 

However, Albania itself is constituted as a periphery. 
The capital is inland. 

The symbolic cities are located on the borders  
with Montenegro or Greece, or directly on 
the side. If one is interested in Tirana itself, 
we quickly discover that the center constitutes 
a junction point on the Lanë River, and that the city 
itself flows towards the mountains, following the river, 
on the outskirts. 

It is as if the term periphery included in itself a trap. 
Peri: around; yes, but around what? 

In the suburbs of Tirana, if one takes the bus 
a quarter of an hour, say, one can reach the World 
Center of Bektashism. I am not a specialist, but the 
definition closest to this current of Islam could be that 
of Sufism. And like our host in Tetovo said, "the Sufis 
leave the door open, not like Catholics or Muslims 
where there are schedules to meet the divine."  
But it is therefore, in the suburbs of the capital,  
the world center of the peripheral religion of Islam 
(sorry for the terms). 

If we speak of an enemy in Albania, our hosts  
will point directly to internal problems: justice, 
corruption, isolation, for example. Albania as  
a center is also collapsing. 



 
What I'm trying to achieve is that the notion of periphery can only be valid if it promotes what is called in French 
"a peripheral vision", that is to say one that encompasses beyond the ruts. Which looks at the Balkans including 
Albania. Which looks at Islam including Sufism. Which looks at the European Union including all Europeans. 

“Here, the director of the Albania Dance 
Meeting-Festival told us, I lead one of the very 
few contemporary dance companies in the 
country. And that's not enough. So I created  
this festival to invite other international 
companies so that artists from the country  
could discover other aesthetics." And I think,  
yes, what we are trying to do, isn't that exactly? 
Not stopping at the comfort or the impossibility 
of national barriers (which are two forms of 
obstacle to art), but continually moving, whatever 
the center, to its periphery? Tracing diagonals, 
tangents, vanishing lines. 

Infinite thanks to Vasil Jorgji for the detailed 
explanations, to Armela Demaj for the discovery 
of the circular theatre, and to Gjergj Prevazi for 
the work accomplished and the future 
encounters.

The image is a calligram from the World Center of Bektashism. 
I'm curious about its translation.

https://www.facebook.com/Albania-Dance-Meeting-Festival-513951612011574/
https://www.facebook.com/Albania-Dance-Meeting-Festival-513951612011574/
https://www.facebook.com/vasil.jorgji.9
https://www.facebook.com/napples2
https://www.facebook.com/gjergj.prevazi


 



 DAY 16  — the warm war
Kosovo declared its independence in 2008. It is not recognised by the entire international community.  
For example, five countries of the European Union: Spain, Greece, Slovakia, Romania and Cyprus.  
This is also the case (of course) for Serbia and Russia. 

At the moment, approximately 50,000 Serbs live in northern Kosovo, near the border with Serbia,  
that they don't recognise. Yesterday was to come into force a new Kosovar measure requiring that  
they change their Serbian license plate for a Kosovar license plate, and bring a special temporary  
document allowing them to enter the territory. 

On the eve of August 1, to exert pressure, 
Serbs blocked and set up barricades at the 
crossing points between Serbia and Kosovo. 
Gunshots and warning sirens were heard. 

Following the intervention of the United 
States, as well as the publication of a press 
release from KFOR (the NATO Force in 
Kosovo since 1999) threatening to intervene 
in the event of destabilization of the 
situation, the Prime Minister of Kosovo  
has agreed to postpone this measure until  
the 1st of September. This seems to help 
calm the situation. © Maxime Zucca



 We are currently in Shkodër, a medium-sized city very close to the Montenegro border. There is a bridge that 
crosses the Buna. Leaving the city, there is this sign on the picture below. I see two things in it: the desire  
to connect symbolically with other European capitals, and the reality of the car as an almost unique means  
of transport in Albania. Do you remember how we fought, in France, to be able to continue to display our region 
on the license plate? 

Pristina is 236 kilometers away. 
From the ninth floor where  
we are staying, the chain of  
the Albanian Alps takes shape  
to the east, breathtaking, 
disproportionate natural barriers, 
which slip into darkness when  
the city lights up for the night. 



 



DAY 17  —  European ecology (a naive manifesto)

I remember how, at the Hrvatski muzej naivne 
umjetnosti / The Croatian Museum of Naïve art,  
I was struck to discover, in the midst of Croatian 
naive paintings, representing landscapes, nature itself, 
or elements such as trees , flowers, and sometimes 
happy, dancing characters, all seeming to have 
escaped from the curls of a cloud, paintings related 
to war, houses on fire, tormented skies. 

The city of Shkodër is announced, or overlooked,  
by the fortress of Rozafa. A legend says that to 
succeed in building it, it was necessary to wall alive 
the wife of one of the three brothers who undertook 
its foundation. She accepted on the condition that 
her right eye, her right arm, and her right breast 
were allowed to protrude, so that she could continue 
to feed her child. Her name was Rozafa. 

Having crossed the member countries of the 
European Union, and today crossing the Balkans, 
it is difficult to avoid the comparison; even,  
to reverse the processes which ended in the 
construction in the one case, and in the dissolution 
in the other. Several times, I refrained from asking 
the people I met: do you think that joining the 
European Union can be experienced as a solution  
to the consequences of past conflicts? I have no 
idea what answer I would get. 

What makes us inhabitants ? What makes us 
attached to the place where we were born,  
a particular belonging?  
Is this the case everywhere, for everyone?  
Is it related to the country, to his name ? 

https://www.facebook.com/hmnu1952/
https://www.facebook.com/hmnu1952/


I know what I owe to having a European passport.  
I know the arrival by boat in Helsinki, I saw the 
migrating birds landing in the Orkneys, I crossed the 
desert spaces between Portugal and Spain, I bathed 
in the Mediterranean Sea, I contemplated the night 
between Warsaw and Budapest. I owe it to having  
a European passport to be able to leave France. 

I'm making a guess. We don't belong to ethnic 
groups, not to religions, not to countries, not to 
nations. We belong to landscapes. We are united  
by the special relationship that moves us when we 
contemplate the territory in which we live. And the 
emotion we feel while traveling, it makes us 
temporary inhabitants of the territory we are 
crossing. That is to say, ecological citizens. 

I am not French, I am from the old marshes and 
canals of the river Deûle. I am from the North Sea, 
the Opal Coast and its beaches, on which I walked 
how many times? I am from the rivers of Aveyron 
and the Aubrac plateau. I am also from the Venetian 
lagoon, where I walked even more. I am from the 
coasts of the Peloponnese and its mountains.  
I am an islander of sixteen islands to the north of 
Scotland and three islands to the west of Ireland.  
I am sometimes from the Mediterranean Sea,  
I am along the Vistula River, and on the southern 
coast of the Baltic Sea. I have been from Capo 
Pecora since June, and soon from the forests of 
L'Arboreto. I am for a month and a half nostalgic of 
the south, according to the poem. 

I am landscapes that cross me. I am a citizen and 
responsible for it. 
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