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About the App
If you would like to have an augmented experience of this 
material, please download the RocReadaR from the Apple 
App Store or Google Play.

This newly developed application from the Rochester 
Institute of Technology allows you to access additional 
audio and video materials by simply scanning the pages 
that have this symbol: 

We are grateful to Elena Fedorovskaya and Andrea 
Hickerson for sharing their application with us for this 
book. We would also like to thank the students Ashish 
Baheti, Yash Jain and Arun Gopinathan who adapted the 
app for our project.
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We would like to thank each person that helped us to realize this 
work. Your support and generosity made this happen. 

For every person who let us into their home or their lives -thank 
you for sharing your world and for making ours much bigger in the 
process.

This project wouldn’t have been possible without the support of:

Thank You
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This volume of work reflects an extraordinary commitment on the part of 
Professor Meredith Davenport, and the incredibly talented group of students who 
participated in the 2016 RIT-Kosovo Summer program. Coordinating an education 
abroad experience is no easy feat.  Even the simplest trips involve a substantial 
amount of planning and coordination with our colleagues “in-country”.  As you 
will see in this volume, the range of experiences enjoyed by the students is 
impressive.  We can only imagine the effort, time, and deep reflection required to 
ensure both the breadth of these experiences and the substance of their impact.  
I am grateful to Meredith for her adventurous spirit and the passion with which 
she embraces the challenges of teaching abroad.   

For the past 20 years I have lived, traveled, researched, and worked throughout this 
region.  It is a place I know intimately.  The region has a rich and complex history 
that, as the images from Srebrenica remind us, has endured the destructive and 
painful consequences of inhumanity, intolerance, and ethnic cleansing. It is a 
region where the east truly meets the west; where Orthodox Christians, Muslims, 
and Catholics have lived together and collectively shaped the history of Europe.  
It is where the cultural influences of the Roman, Ottoman, and Austro-Hungarian 
Empires can be seen in the food, architecture, and faces of the people.  

The students have brilliantly captured the diversity, richness, and complexity of 
these places—this region—through their photography.  Some of the images are 
poignant and occasionally crushing in emotional intensity.  Some of them are 
funny and light.  All of them beautifully capture the character and essence of 
the stories they seek to tell.  However, the images without the words would be 
insufficient. 

For me, the testimony and reflections of the students, elevate the images by 
making them deeply personal and connected to their experience.I am incredibly 
grateful to the students for teaching us and for exposing us to new dimensions 
of these wonderful places, and for so honestly and candidly sharing the depth of 
their experience.  I thank them, and their professor, for bringing their humanity, 
and the humanity of their subjects, to this work.  

Respectfully,

Jim Myers, Ph.D.
Associater Provost
International Education &
Global Programs

“There is one thing the photograph must contain, 
the humanity of the moment.”
— Robert Frank
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This work was created during the Peace and Conflict Program at the RIT campus in Kosovo which brings 
together a distinguished group of academics, military leaders, diplomats and human rights workers every 
summer in Prishtina. Students from all over the world come together to study. It is a truly extraordinary space 
and without it and the partnership with my colleagues at RIT Kosovo the class and the work would not exist. 

The documentary projects in this book are the result of two assignments and an ongoing electronic journal 
that was kept by the class.  The first assignment was given to the group and the entire class was paired up 
into teams. Each team documented the daily life of a young Kosovar. The students worked together to produce 
an audio slideshow. The second assignment was an independent project that was researched and developed 
individually with each student or self selected teams. My amazing colleague, Jeta Abazi Gashi, helped us 
all to understand her country and shared an endless number of fascinating stories and project ideas with 
the students. I am grateful to her and to these very special students who chose to leave their comfort zones 
both geographically and conceptually to explore unknown places. Your journey was beautiful and inspiring to 
witness. 

Meredith Davenport
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I am hugely looking forward to the trip as 
it quickly approaches. I am a little nervous, 
but that’s to be expected when I know I will 
be doing something totally new, do a lot of 
“on-the-fly” problem solving, and adjusting 
to a new place and people. Research about 
Kosovo and the surrounding areas has done 
a lot to bring clarity and understanding 
about the young country.

I imagine a very young population with a ton 
of potential, that has only just scratched 
the surface of reaching fruition. I feel as 
though the people of Kosovo have all this 
movement, ambition, and energy, but do 
not always have an appropriate outlet for 
their progressive qualities. With over 50% 
of the population under 25, and extremely 
high unemployment rates, I’d imagine that 
the people have this sort of youthful energy, 
but do not have all the opportunities to fully 

utilize it. I feel that the people of Kosovo 
are desperately trying to push forward as a 
country, but are held back by the past, and 
current limitations in many different ways.

I also imagine that for those who find the 
correct outlet for their creativity and talents, 
that they do what they do really well, and 
have a big impact on the culture in Kosovo. 
Those individuals such as Alketa Xhafa-
Mripa, who uses her art to bring attention 
to war crimes, and the entrepreneurs 
who pursue their passions in brewing 
beer regardless of conservative religious 
traditions, and even the A.U.K for pushing 
quality education to prepare Kosovars for a 
national and international presence in the 
world. I think Kosovo has a lot to offer and a 
lot of great qualities to build upon.

A fear I have for Kosovo, not one that I feel 
threatened by personally, is that I’m afraid 
the poverty in Kosovo will push the young 
people to accept invitations to destructive 
organizations as an outlet for their “energy,” 
for lack of a better word. I hope that young 
Kosovars do not give in to radicalization as 
an alternative to the poverty and bleak future 

prospects that many people may be faced 
with. I know it has been a little exaggerated 
(New York Times), and the reasons for this 
“phenomenon” are extremely complex, but 
to me, for any amount of Kosovars to make 
such a destructive choice is a tragedy.

Last thought: I have discovered I really like 
the research stage of big projects like this. 
I’ve had a great time researching Kosovo 
and looking for different story ideas, and I 
really look forward to putting all the reading 
to practice in a few days!

A Few Days Away
Daniel Vasta
June 15, 2016
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“Shqipëri! Shqipëri! Shqipëri!”

Before I knew how to say hello, thank you, 
or any basic language concept I knew how 
to say ‘Shqipëri.’ The word, which means 
Albania, echoed in the streets of Tirana, the 
color red painted the sky, and traditional 
folk music filled the air. Albania had just 
won their very first goal in a major soccer 
tournament against Romania on June 19, 
2016. You could feel the joy, the relief, and 
the unity the community of Tirana felt after 
Armando Sadiku scored the only goal to 
seal his country’s first ever win at a major 
competition.

It was an experience to say the least.
Viewing the event 75% through the lens of 
my camera I found myself drawn not only 
to loud, emotive expressions but quieter 
moments as well. I was drawn to the light, 
color and the smoke from fireworks set off 

Sparks Fly in Albania 
Brittainy Newman
June 29, 2016

by fans. I was entranced by the gigantic 
handmade banners over the barricades 
that read as revolutionary statements. 
Above all, I was fascinated that age was 
nothing but a number that night. Fans 
from as young as three-years-old to sixty 
cheered for their country.

That night I did not leave only with images 
to look back on, but a true sense of what a 
strong community is and can be.

10













Our tour guide and a survivor, Hasan 
Hasanovic, shared with us his experience. 
“They didn’t care that we were unarmed. 
Their primary concern was that we were 
Muslim and they wanted us dead,” he 
stated.

Hate is a very powerful human emotion 
that can lead people to do evil and 
unimaginable inhumane acts. But love can 
lift the human spirit to endure pain, loss 
and struggle to become a survivor and a 
positive energy that can in turn heal the 
hearts of many. Love can help people to 
see the good in our differences, regardless 
of religion, gender or nationality. I am very 
grateful to have visited this memorial and 
take away what I have learned from my 
experience there.

Despite being the second largest massacre 
on European soil since the second World 
War, I don’t recall ever learning about the 
Srebrenica genocide in school. In July of 
1995, 8,000 Bosnian boys and men were 
murdered by Serbian forces. I can only 
imagine complete chaos during a time 
where turmoil was at its peak; Bosnian 
refugees flooding the area, the sounds of 
suffering families in search of their loved 
ones, and the air filled with hatred and 
violence.

Being in the exact area 20 years later was 
eye opening, emotional, and extremely 
informative. Viewing the personal 
items that were found across the area, 
showcased behind glass, was probably the 
most sentimental part of the entire visit. 
Boys as young as seventeen, murdered 
simply because of their ethnicity.

Remembering Srebrenica
Brittainy Newman
July 2, 2016
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The Reason I’m Willing To Take My Chances
Lauren Peace

July 4, 2016

Two weeks ago today I packed my bags, headed 
to Dulles International Airport in Washington 
D.C., and boarded an airplane that would take 
me over 8,000 km from home. In the upcoming 
months I would be based in Prishtina, as part of 
a summer program with RIT Kosovo, but my first 
stop was Istanbul. 

I landed in Ataturk 10 hours later.

Two weeks ago, Ataturk International Airport 
was the site of my initial exposure to a city with 
a dazzling energy and a compassionate populus. 
Today, it is the scene of a terror attack that has 
suspected ties to ISIS.

“41 Dead, More than 230 Injured.” This can be 
seen plastered across the front page of several 
major news networks.

The act was horrific. The lives lost were lost 
without reason. In these situations it is easy to 
feel fear, but we cannot give fear even an ounce 
of authority. It is in the grimmest of times that we 
must work our hardest to prevent senseless acts 
of terror from tainting our overall perception of 
a place.

Cultivated bias
My decision to visit Istanbul came easily, a short 
excursion to a historic city en route to my final 
destination. In the two short days spent in the 
city, I developed an unexpected fondness for 
Turkey that stemmed from a feeling of serenity 
and warmth, a reflection of the people that I 
encountered during my stay.

When I travel to places that surpass the 
comfortable barriers of the western world, 
people often ask me if I’m nervous. A visit to 
Egypt, Lebanon, Turkey – even Kosovo – and I’m 
bombarded with inevitable questions of concern.

“Are you worried to go? Are you sure that it’s 
safe?”

I often joke that the true danger of a region 
lies not in its geography or political construct, 
but in the audacity of its drivers. Joking aside, 
however, I find these questions to be redundant.

Was I worried to travel to Istanbul? Not 
particularly. If I felt that my travels were a 
legitimate threat to my security, I’d likely have 
visited elsewhere.

Was I sure that it would be safe? Well… was I?

It is this question in particular that I find to be so 
narrow in construct, not because it is invalid, but 
because it is the result of an idea that has been 
both cultivated and accentuated by the western 
media.

I recently watched a TED Talk by novelist 
Chimamanda Adichie called “The Danger 
of a Single Story,” in which she highlights 
the cultivation of bias through exposure to a 
repetitive narrative about a group of people or 
a place.

“So that is how you create a single story,” said 
Adichie. “Show a people as one thing, as only 

one thing, over and over again, and that is what 
they become.”

This has happened in the case of Istanbul, as it 
has with much of the developing world. News 
outlets tell glamorized stories of terror stricken 
nations, defined by extremism and corruption, 
because it is “newsworthy.” But it becomes an 
issue when this is the only story they choose to 
tell.

A recent New York Times article, for example, 
painted a picture of a Kosovo that was haunted 
by “Islamic radicalism,” which quickly became 
the subject of controversy. When an article 
of this nature is written about a nation like 
Kosovo, whose representation in western media 
is scarce to say the least, the effects on the 
perception of the readership are intensified, and 
this is a problem.

It is articles of this nature that lead to trivial 
questions about security.

Was my safety guaranteed when I made the 
decision to travel east? Of course not, how could 
it be? In a region amidst political tension and 
the persistent threat of terrorism, nothing is 
guaranteed.
But the risk of harm – or worse – death, was 
there long before I landed in Istanbul.
When I got in my car the day before I left home 
and drove myself 5 km to the grocery store, there 
was risk. When I drove four hours to the airport 
the following day, the same risk was intensified.
According to the Association for Safe 
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International Road Travel, nearly 1.3 million 
people globally die in road crashes each year. 
An additional 20 to 50 million are injured or 
disabled. Next to these figures, the probability of 
falling victim to terrorism is miniscule.

Yet when I got into my car, the day before my 
departure, nobody bothered to question my 
safety. Nobody asked me if I was nervous about 
my drive. Nobody asked if I was sure that I was 
making a good decision.

“How [stories] are told, who tells them, when 
they are told, [and] how many stories are told, 
are really dependent on power,” Adichie said.
In the case of Istanbul, and Kosovo alike, the 
power resides in the hands of media outlets, 
who all too often abide by a “If it bleeds, it leads,” 
policy.

A terrible irony
On the morning of June 17, just hours after 
arriving in Istanbul, I wrote down a brief 
description of my day spent with friends.
It read:
“We wandered the streets, talking to locals, 
opening doors, and finding hidden treasures. 
We ventured into buildings in which craftsmen 
were hard at work in dusty rooms lit only by 
natural light. We ended up on top of those same 
buildings, with views overlooking the city’s 
streets.
They explain to me that it’s less crowded than 

normal, in part because Turkey’s tourism 
industry is in a bit of a drought.

Less than 24 hours earlier, my dad had hugged 
me goodbye and told me to be careful in Istanbul. 
And while I was ‘being careful,’ I have a feeling 
that our interpretations of the word may have 
differed in the slightest.

But I’m safe, and I’m happy, and I’m having so 
much fun.”

That same day, I sent a text to my parents saying 
that I had never felt safer.

The news about the attack on Ataturk similarly 
came in the form of a text from my dad.
It read:
“Explosions and gunfire at Ataturk airport, FYI. 
Looks bad.”
At first I felt a sense of heartbreak and disbelief 
as I pictured the airport that I had recently 
visited transformed into a warzone. I pictured 
myself there, sitting at the coffee shop in the 
center of the terminal, waiting for my plane as 
I ran through a series of “what ifs” in my head 
– what if the attack had happened two weeks 
earlier. What if it was me, running for my life?

And then I became angry.

Beyond my outrage towards the act itself, I 
knew that one senseless act of violence by 

three cowardly individuals would heighten a 
pre-existing sense of insecurity in big cities and 
cause a surge of fear as people questioned their 
safety. That was the true tragedy.

Chance
Chance is often the difference between life and 
death.

Chance is what determines who dies in mass 
shootings, and who lives; who is at the airport at 
the time of a massacre and who was there just 
two weeks earlier.

I flew into Ataturk, and I flew out of Ataturk, and 
I will fly through twice more before I arrive back 
to the states.

I will continue to travel, to experience new 
cultures, and to live without fear.

Mourn the loss of those who have fallen victim 
to terrorism. Demand that your government 
take greater measures to increase security 
and decrease risk. But do not, under any 
circumstances, live in fear.
Continue to take your chances, and terror will 
never win.
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This past Tuesday I was lucky enough to 
get to spend the day with the Zeka family 
and participate in their Bajram festivities. 
When my partner Malinda and I arrived 
we were immediately greeted with open 
arms and given a tour of their beautiful 
home. Once their father and a few family 
members arrived back home, we all sat 
together on their outdoor patio and shared 
some delicious baked goodies ranging from 
baklava to a fancy three-layered cake. We 
sat and chatted for some time learning 
more about the Muslim religion, and finding 
out more about their family.

Once their mother began making lunch, 
we followed the children and their father 
into their garden to pick fresh herbs and 
vegetables for the meal. I was amazed at 
the variety of greens that they had (mint, 
chives, tomatoes, arugula, and everything 
in between) in such a small space. The 
feast they prepared for lunch reminded me 
of a Thanksgiving dinner. The amount of 
delicious food was incredible and ranged 
from meat pies and rice with chicken and 
roasted tomatoes, to noodle soup and 
mixed vegetables. After dinner we were 

Bajram
Beki Tomasello 
July 10, 2016

given even more baklava before departing 
to a family member’s house. We were 
informed that typically only the men do this, 
but we were invited to come and document 
this as well. Once we reached the relative’s 
home they provided goodies for us (more 
delicious baklava!) and gave us a tour of 
their garden before we headed back home.
 
The entire day was a great experience. 
I am not a religious person, so I am always 
extremely interested in hearing about 
other people’s beliefs and customs. I feel 
that participating in this holiday brought 
me closer to Pristina itself because since 
coming here I haven’t had a chance to really 
immerse myself in their traditions. It was 
so nice to have strangers be so warm and 
welcoming, offering their home and food to 
us. I will never forget this day.
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Kastriot Xhemajli is a 22-year-old university student living in Prishtina, Kosovo with his 
mother, father, and younger brother. When Kastriot was in high school, he found himself 
struggling with discipline. Under the stress of this situation, he attended a Mosque on the 
outskirts of Prishtina. Over time, he developed a strengthened connection to Islam. He 
began studying the Quran more seriously. He  took on a role as an activist within his Mosque’s 
community, led study groups for younger children, helped take care of the Mosque, and 
made Islam the key pillar of his everyday life while simultaneously maintaining a role as a 
‘normal’ university student with a passion for family, politics and football.

While Kastriot is a very strict Muslim, his family falls into the majority group in Kosovo, 
practicing Islam in a much more relaxed and flexible sense. The women in his family dress 
as any other women would, and the men are significantly more loose in their dedication 
to Islamic practice. In this story, Kastriot takes us through his day as he and his family 
celebrate Bajram (Eid Al-Fitr / End of Ramadan). He introduces us to his family, the reasons 
for his practice, and conveys a very crucial message 
throughout – the importance of acceptance.

Kastriot
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Kaltrina Selmanaj is finishing her studies in Prishtina, Kosovo for sports education. 
She is a personal trainer as well as a swim instructor. She teaches young children  how 
to swim and prefers to work with them because they pick up the technique easier than 
older children. Her day consists of training in the morning and working at the pool later 
in the afternoon. Kaltrina would like to leave Kosovo in order to come back and make a 
contribution to her country.

Kaltrina
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Working in a country where there are many 
people who don’t speak English has proven 
to be an extra challenge while working 
on documentary projects. This is my first 
time working on a story where I need 
someone else with me so that I am able to 
communicate with my subject.

I find that I have to go through extra efforts 
to get my point across to someone and it 
interrupts the flow of the conversation 
when what I say has to be translated. I try 
to communicate the best I can, and offer 
a smile here and there to make them feel 
comfortable.

Nevertheless these challenges have proven 
to be a learning experience for me. It is 
necessary exposure that will benefit me in 
the long run.

On Saturday I joined my subject, Kaltrina, 
to understand the level of activity during 
her day. The language barrier was hard, 
but I did my best to work with it. Kaltrina 
is highly motivated to get up each day and 
exercise in order to maintain a healthy 
lifestyle. I unknowingly photographed a 
local celebrity here, Agnesa Vuthaj, as she 
is trained by Kaltrina.

Getting Lost in Translation
Emily Hunt
July 10, 2016
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Flaka Fazlija, is an 18-year old poet living in Prishtina, Kosovo with her mother, older 
sister and younger brother. In 1998, Flaka’s home was burned and shot at during the war 
while her mother was pregnant with Flaka. Some furniture, wall decorations and articles 
of clothing survived the fire , however much of the house was destroyed. 

Flaka’s father, Fatmir Fazliu, was a part of the Kosovo Liberation Army (KLA) and was 
identified as missing in 1999. Flaka never had the chance to meet her father. Due to these 
tragedies, Flaka began writing poetry, initially as a coping mechanism. “I wanted people to 
understand how I was feeling, so I just began to write,” says Flaka. 

Flaka 
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service broadcasting station in Kosovo. 
That was all the information I was given, it 
was my job to figure out the rest. Research 
is a big component of photojournalism 
and recently it has become an essential 
necessity in every image I take. 

Through research I discovered that Flaka’s 
name translates to ‘Flame’ in English and 
that she has won national awards for her 
poetry. I immediately Facebook messaged 
her and within minutes she responded.

On Monday July 4th, my partner Arbnor and 
I met with Flaka at a cute coffee shop in 
the center of Mother Teresa Sq to discuss 
why we were interested in photographing 
her, what our project was about, and our 
expectations for the final product.

It’s hard to convince a stranger that you are 
interested in documenting pieces of their 
daily life. It’s hard to convince a stranger that 
you would like hear their past memories 
and experiences. It’s hard to keep positive 
when things might not go your way. Things 
at first weren’t going well with Flaka, she 
didn’t seem interested in allowing us into 
her home, getting to know intimate details 
about her, nothing. This is the reality of a 
photojournalist, and it’s hard. But then it 
hit me. On the most fundamental level we 
related to one another, age.

My lucky number is two. I don’t have a 
legitimate reason as to why, but ever since 
I can remember I’ve always been drawn to 
that number. This past week, the number 
two showed off its charm.

A baseball cap full of ripped pieces of 
paper with numbers written on each one 
was passed around the class. Hands 
reached from every direction hoping that 
the number they chose was a good one. 
This number was the deciding factor as 
to who our subject was going to be for our 
first assignment in Kosovo--The Newborns 
Project.

The Newborns Project presents the 
people and country of Kosovo as a new, 
contemporary positive society since the 
war ended in 1999. In a sense, it is a rebirth 
for many since Kosovo unveiled their 
independence from Serbia on February 17, 
2008. After months of preparation, planning 
and researching the day had finally come. 
It was my turn to reach inside the hat. I 
looked down at my number and saw the 
number two written down. I smiled and felt 
luck might have come my way 5,638 miles 
away from home.

My number corresponded with Flaka 
Fazlija, an eighteen-year old girl who works 
at the Radio Television of Kosovo, a public 

I am nineteen going on twenty in August, 
and Flaka, eighteen. I had to stop acting like 
I was talking to a forty year-old and start 
acting like myself. So what do all young 
adults like to do? Shopping of course!

It happened so quickly. We started talking 
about our favorite clothing stores, mine 
Forever21 and Brandy Melville, hers Mango 
and Springfield. I couldn’t believe it and 
neither could Arbnor, but I was going 
shopping with someone who I was soon 
to be potentially doing a story on, and it 
worked.

Flaka Fazlija is a bright, young eighteen-
year old girl who writes beautiful poems 
about her experiences, memories, and 
surrounding community in Kosovo. She has 
won national awards for her words, and 
has compiled them into a beautifully bound 
book. Her father was lost in the war before 
she was born. A street sign in her village, 
Turiqec near Skenderaj, stands in memory 
of him.

This Newborn assignment has taught me so 
much as a photographer and as a person. I 
am so happy and lucky to not only have met 
Flaka and hear her story, but to make a new 
friend.

Act Your Age, 
Not Your Shoe Size
Brittainy Newman 
July 8, 2016
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Andi Bajgora is a Kosovo movie star. He was one of the leading actors in the movie “SHOCK” 
which received an Oscar nomination. He was only 13-years-old when I met him and he was 
already a national hero. His performance brought a lot of pride to Kosovares. 

I spent the day with Andi and I learned that he is just like an ordinary kid who likes sports 
and hanging out with his friends. I followed him to his home to meet his family and watched 
him learn Karate, do parkour, climb, and skateboard on the streets of 
downtown Prishtina.

Andi
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Bardh Ajeti is a young student, blogger 
and activist living in Prishtina, Kosovo. He 
belongs to the generation of Kosovars that 
were born after the war in Kosovo in 1999; 
a generation that spent their childhood 
playing hide and seek in the debris of 
burned houses. Bardh grew up in Kosovo, a 
state that had to start from zero and is still 
struggling with its stability. 

Bardh is also struggling. He says that for 
students, there are no opportunities for 
further development and growth. In spite 
of the difficulties Bardh and his generation 
are facing, he keeps moving forward. 
In his blog, he writes for the youth of 
Kosovo and tries to help them develop a 

Bardh

more critical thinking about subjects that 
concern Kosovars. As a youth activist of 
the movement “My Initiative” for Human 
rights in Prishtina, Bardh tries to make a 
difference in a state that is stuck between 
the post-war crisis and the modern world. 
However, on Sundays, despite all these 
activities he finds time for his passion--
photography.
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In what has become known as the Colorful Revolution, the people of Macedonia display their anger towards the government in an artistic 
way. What started as a protest over leaked conversations revealing government corruption has come to represent a variety of problems 
facing their society. One of the bigger issues is trying to create fair elections and hold those who took part in governmental scandal 
accountable under the law.

These statues endure the brunt of the anger because they represent the government failing to act in the interest of its people. The 
enormous public works project initiated by the government rebuilt the center of the city and cost millions in tax payer money. The citizens 
were shown a digital version of what the city would look like after the building, but were angry as they felt the statues were unnecessary 
and overly expensive. Without consent of the people, the government began building. Now, the people stand in solidarity to show that they 
have a voice that needs to be heard.

Skopje
Emily Hunt
Malinda Ruit
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This weekend was hard. There is no other 
way that I can describe it. Malinda and I 
went to Skopje, Macedonia to tell the story 
of protests through the eyes of the main 
protestors. In these protests, the people 
use paint as a way to show their defiance 
towards the government. We thought this 
was interesting and were hoping to focus 
our story on this aspect. But that’s not 
what happened. After contacting many 
people and not having a solid “yes” from 
anyone, the weekend came and we had 
already made arrangements to get to 
Skopje. Our plan was to target someone in 
the protest and talk to them. Little did we 
know that even protesters take a vacation. 
After talking to Branimir Jovanovic, a 
34-year-old economics professor and 
avid protestor, we learned that the effort 
of daily protests had been too difficult to 
maintain. With the summer here, many 
students went home or on holiday. The 
protests were taking place maybe once 
a week and that was when something 
provoked them. Our story slipped through 
our fingers faster than we could get a 
grasp on it. We had a solid interview from 

Branimir about his experience getting 
arrested during a protest. His view towards 
protests was that they should not be violent, 
which is the reason for using the paint. We 
have many images of what the buildings 
look like with the paint splattered on them, 
some people we talked to even thought it 
looked better that way. Admittedly we were 
not as prepared as we could have been 
before going, but we felt the pressure of 
time closing in fast. We didn’t have any 
other ideas. We thought that if we cared 
enough about the story then magically it 
would all work out. It didn’t work out and 
we failed. But that’s all part of life no matter 
what profession you are in. So when, not if, 
you fail, it is important to remember that 
nothing is a mistake if you can take away 
a lesson learned. I know now to be more 
prepared and to really think through the 
story before I start it. I need to have better 
contacts in place before starting the story. 
I still had fun seeing the city and getting to 
“live” there for a few days. The paint looks 
oddly beautiful against the vibrant white 
statues. But today is a new day and I am 
going to walk away from this experience 

with my head held high and not let it get me 
down. I have too much to do to be bogged 
down by this mistake, and I’ll only move 
forward from here.

Even Protesters Get a Vacation
Emily Hunt 
July 18, 2016
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About 10 years ago, my mom and dad decided to start a business together. This decision came from the financial problems that we were 
experiencing at the time. My mom just finished undergraduate studies for fashion design, so they decided to start a fashion business. 
Today, we do have a fashion company which produces and sells dresses in Gjilan, Kosovo. 

The name of the company is MINNA, and the name of my mom is Vjollca Salihu. She, along with around 20 women get together to create 
the dresses. Between these 20 women, many of them work on sewing machines, but they work also on the cutting process and the 
detailing process, which are a very important part of producing the dress. It is important to mention that we actually have one woman with 
a disability who works on the sewing machine and one woman who is a minority here in Kosovo. Hiring minorities is very important to us 
because it creates the diversity between the workers and this helps them to do their job with passion and pleasure.

It was tough for both of my parents to start from scrap, they always remember it. But the willpower and the passion for a better life kept 
them working and working without stop. Today we can welcome you and our clients in our new shop with around 500 square feet in the 
center of the capital city of Kosovo, Prishtina.

Family Business
Taulant Salihu
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Ismail Fazliu is about 60 years old and he is a black belt karate master in Kosovo. He lost 
his arm at about age 30 because of an industrial accident. Ismail worked at a coal mine. 
He was fixing the cable on one of the machines and the power went on. He received a very 
strong electrical shock. He was hospitalized for a year and lost his job at the coal mine. 
Karate became the central force in his life and he started to coaching karate full time. After 
the the war with Serbia he got his job back at the coal mine and he is currently in charge of 
the logistics. He continues to teach karate in Prishtina.

Ismail
Wentian Chen
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Every Thursday Night at 8 pm one can 
experience magic in Prishtina’s National 
Theatre, when the National Ballet Troupe of 
Kosovo performs classic pieces in front of a 
crowd.  The National Ballet of Kosovo was 
founded in 1972. However, during the war in 
1999, there was no magic left in the Theater 
of Prishtina. Ahmet Brahimaj, the Director 

of the Ballet troupe  shares his story. After 
the war, the former ballet dancer returned 
to the stage accompanied by 20 new young 
dancers. He talks about the war, the 
difficulties to build everything up again, and 
the hope in today’s beautiful Troupe having 
a lot of success all over Europe.

Kosovo Ballet
Besiana Kajtazi
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Kino Bosna provides a look into the importance of culture and art in Sarajevo as a means to find beauty and comfort from conflict. Kino 
Bosna is home to native Sarajevans across three generations. By providing a glimpse at the life inside this historic cinema club that dates 
back to World War II, this project provides snippets of perspective ranging from those who go on the occasional Monday night (when 
parties are thrown), to those who essentially live in the retro building and know it as a sanctuary where ethnicity and age have no limiting 
boundaries.

Kino Bosna 
Lauren Peace & 
Brittainy Newman
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I was born in Vitina, Kosovo. Growing up I remember my only concern was finishing my homework in time to go outside to play sports with 
my friends. That was until the war started. All of the sudden my neighbors were leaving their homes and my mother became very sick and 
eventually died. I believe that her death was caused by the stress of the war and the chemicals she was exposed to from the bombings 
of our town. My home was destroyed several times by bombs during the war. After the war I was able to go back to school and eventually 
enroll in college. I teach physics in my local high school. But things are not the same in Vitrina. 

My Serb neighbors have mostly fled the town and my father must work abroad for three months at a time to support his family.

Vitina
Jovan Zivkovic
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The Citakus are a Kosovar family who lives in the former Dubrava Correctional Center, 
a prison that was shut down 17 years ago after NATO bombing during the Kosovo War. 
Being their only option for shelter, the Citakus, and several other families, have made their 
homes within the prison walls. For 14 years Mr. and Mrs. Citakus have been living in the 
abandoned prison where they are raising their four children. The Peç District municipality 
is aware of the situation there but only provide free water and electricity to the families as 
aid. Unfortunately, many people in Kosovo who live outside the prison struggle with poverty 
in similar ways.

The Prison 
Daniel Vasta
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I’m sitting here trying to get myself to finally 
cut this audio and start to stitch it together. 
But the later it gets, and the closer I get to 
the next day, the more my nerves tighten.

Weeks ago, I found this article that briefly 
touched on the lives of a number of families 
who were living in an abandoned prison in 
Istog, Kosovo. The old Dubrava Prison. This 
struck me and seemed to be the sort of 
social issues story I’d really want to work 
on. I had one goal this whole trip, and it 
was to make this story come to fruition. 
Weeks went by where I hadn’t thought I 
was making any progress, and there were 
times where it looked like things were 
falling through. I was fairly ready to give it 
up, and move on to plan B. However, there 
were lingering questions that I had to have 
answered before I gave it up. So I kept going 
on with it.

Now here I am a day after I had been there, 
and I have seen the families living there. 
And I will be very honest: I don’t know why 

I thought this story would be easy, and I 
don’t mean easy getting there, making 
contacts, and all the normal journalistic 
work. Rather, I mean, why did I not expect 
that I might see something there that 
would really strike me with fear, and a form 
of sorrow?

I spoke with my mom tonight and I tried to 
hold back what I saw. I didn’t want her to be 
scared for me (She wasn’t. She trusts God 
too much to worry), but I knew I needed 
to talk it out so that I could be ready to go 
back. She asked me, “What is your motive 
in going there?” I have to be frank--I’ve 
been asking myself that same question. 
I would never want to be so shallow as to 
enter these people’s lives and record their 
poverty just so I could have a good story for 
my portfolio. If that is my motive, then sorry 
Meredith, I don’t think I am going to finish 
this. But I know that’s not the reason.
I’m still searching for my purpose in this 
project. I won’t pretend to know exactly 
what got me here, but I’m here, and I’m 

going to do the work. Hopefully, I will find 
the reason why I came. I just feel like I have 
nothing to offer these people. Sure, I can 
bring them some fruit, and maybe print 
them some family photos, but they’ll eat 
once and be hungry again. They might have 
a photo to cherish for a moment but who’s 
to say the elements won’t seep through the 
ceiling, walls, come up through the floor, 
and destroy the images.

The image below is what really has stricken 
me. I don’t really have much to say about 
it. At this point, I’m just as confused, 
disgusted, and sorry as you might be.

So, I’m here preparing to go back and 
spend two full days with the family. I asked 
my mom to pray. She’ll be sending some 
bible verses in the morning.

In the Prison
Daniel Vasta
July 15, 2016
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With my honey project I was able to explore the lives of Kosovars involved in the world 
of beekeeping and honey production. Homemade honey has become a staple in everyday 
cuisine in much of the region due to its magnificent taste, exceptional ‘healing powers,’ and 
health benefits that come along with it. I visited a total of five families throughout Kosovo 
for this series, each of which generously invited me into their homes and let me visit with 
their bees. I collected a recipe from each family containing their favorite honey treat for 
me to recreate at home. I brought those recipes back to the States with me, along with 
homemade honey from Prizren and spent time making each recipe and photographing it, 
hoping to get a sense of the appreciation and love those five families had for their bees.

Bee Keeper
Beki Tomasello
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The idea of walking up to a stranger’s house 
unannounced and asking to interview and 
photograph them is something that gives 
me a great deal of anxiety. I imagine the 
scenario often. I always picture myself 
knocking on the door, explaining my 
project and politely asking permission to 
photograph, but getting rejected and told 
to go away and ending up with nothing to 
shoot. However, my experiences today were 
quite the opposite.I visited three families 
today and was greeted with open arms the 
minute I rang the doorbell. They were all 
very eager to help with my project. They 
answered all my questions and told me 
loads of stories about their bees and the 
process of beekeeping and honey making. 

They even were kind enough to bring me 
snacks and give me tours of their properties 
before letting me roam free around their 
yards. I was amazed that people here are 
so kind and generous, because I honestly 
feel like back home almost no one would 
have been as open and friendly to me as the 
people I met today.

Generosity of Strangers
Beki Tomasello
July 15, 2016

94









It’s two weeks after I left Kosovo and here 
are my honest impressions of the time I 
spent there.

You are a beautifully strong, intelligent, and 
honest young nation. I’ve seen a mindset, 
a place of heart in you all that demands a 
change for your county. I’ve seen you take 
the initiative and, bit by bit, step forward in 
the direction you want to see the country 
move for the better. You guys really do 
have a lot to offer. It makes me sad that 
sometimes you might not realize the power 
you have, and the difference, maybe small, 
but all together big, you are making for your 
country.

As my last week in Kosovo rolled up I began 
receiving the question: “Are you excited to 
go home?” The only thing that I could think 
to say was “Why would I be excited?” I was 
not excited to leave people who have really 
had an impact on me, whether you realize 

this or not. Everyone I met, from all the 
Balkan region, have had an impact on me 
in their own way.

I am really humbled to have met people, 
around my age, who have more history in 
their few years than I could imagine. People 
who, as just kids, had to rebuild their 
homes time after time, after they had been 
set fire. People who have had to stand in a 
line with others from their village at risk 
of being executed with their entire family. 
I am amazed by the strength it takes to 
grow up after all that. The only dead bodies 
I have seen were of those who were old and 
ready to go. It was not the same for you. 
And things like that don’t have many words 
to describe the depths and expanses that 
form in the soul of such a person.

I’ve had more hospitality and help in Kosovo 
than I have had anywhere else. If I needed 
to get something done, but didn’t have the 

means to do it, you would pull the strings 
and make it happen. I’ve learned the raw 
power of an optimistic phone call to a few 
friends in order to reach a goal. It seemed 
intrinsic for you to extend a hand (at least, 
speaking as an American) to help in any 
way possible. Complete strangers went out 
of their way to help me reach my goals.

Thank you all for what you have offered 
me in friendship and hospitality. As I got 
close to the end of my time in Kosovo I 
thought about how I hated that there is that 
possibility I might not see some of you ever 
again. I hate that, and really don’t want that 
to be.

So if any of you ever find yourselves on the 
East Coast in the States, let me know!

Miss you guys. Hope to see you all again 
sometime soon.

Two Weeks Later
Daniel Vasta
August 8, 2016

98





The Generosity of Strangers is the collective work of a group of American 
and Kosovar students in Documentary Projects in Kosovo, taught by 
Meredith Davenport and Jeta Abazi-Gashi in RIT-Kosovo’s Peace and 
Conflict Summer Program in 2016.  It is a remarkable document from a 
course that has become a central element in our summer program.  Let 
me explain. 

Kosovo and the Balkans have long been subjected to official 
documentation by international agencies, individual governments, 
nongovernmental organizations, and regional governments and media. 
Among other things, such documentation records dimensions and 
trends in political and social inequality, numbers, types, and narratives 
of war crimes and restitution, damages committed in villages, cities, 
and institutions, progress in rebuilding communities after wars, and the 
good, the bad and the ugly performance of governing agencies. 

Official documentaries are guided by practical agendas of social, political 
and economic progress.  They aim, for example, to assist newborn 
Kosovo grow into a peaceful and prosperous country whose government 
is meant to be democratically accountable and a full-fledged member 
of the international community.  In other words, official documentaries 
treat the Balkans as ‘objects’ of analysis with a goal of prescribing 
ameliorative policies and programs that would keep Kosovo and other 
governments in the region ‘on track’.  

The Generosity of Strangers is a different kind of documentary, one 

that seeks to appreciate people and cultures in the region and one that 
explores different corners, edges and terrains of life following painful 
wars. It presents essays on beekeepers, on squatters in an abandoned 
prison, on celebrations of Albania’s football victory in Tirana, on life 
in the divided city of Vitina, on a classic cinema in Sarajevo, on young 
people in newborn Kosovo, on the celebration of Bajram, on a visit to 
the Srebrenica memorial in Bosnia-Herzegovina. It speaks in the voice 
of discovery. It explores continuities and changes. It pronounces the 
eternal wisdom of the young who struggle to make sense of the world in 
which they find themselves.   

Most importantly, this collection provides a perfect complement to 
the other courses in the Peace and Conflict Summer Program.  Since 
its inception, over 350 students have acquainted themselves with 
broader context for the post-cold war conflicts in the Balkans and 
elsewhere.  They have explored ethical issues around human rights, 
humanitarian intervention and reconstruction. They have studied post-
conflict economic development and been mentored in practical issues 
of managing a ‘peace process’. Documentary Projects in Kosovo looks 
at the world as it was in Summer 2016--at how ordinary people and 
institutions have reconstituted their lives at the end of wars.  In producing 
this exhibition, these American and European students have helped RIT-
Kosovo fulfill its mission of developing critical thinking essential to the 
“development of the region and its integration into Europe” that is at the 
core of what we are trying to achieve in Kosovo and throughout the RIT 
community.

Documentaries as Critical Thinking
Mark Baskin, Director
Peace and Conflict Summer Program at RIT-Kosovo
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Page 8
A man walks outside of his home in Turiqec near Skender-
aj, Kosovo on July 6, 2016. Skenderaj is where the Kosovo 
Liberation Army was established and where the Kosovo 
War began in 1998. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Page 11
Denis Bardhi, 16, celebrates after watching their coun-
try win the UEFA European Championship Group A match 
against Romania on a large screen in Tirana, Albania on 
June 19, 2016. Albania defeated Romania 1-0. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Pages 12 - 13
Left to Right
Fans show their support for Albania’s soccer team in Ti-
rana, Albania before their UEFA European Championship 
match against Romania in Lyon, France on June 19, 2016. 
Albania beat Romania 1-0. 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Soccer fans in downtown Tirana, Albania, watch the UEFA 
European Championship match on a large screen on June 
19, 2016. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Pages 14 - 15
Left to Right
Albanian soccer fans celebrate in Tirana, Albania on 
June 19, 2016 after their country won the UEFA European 
Championship Group A match against Romania in Lyon, 
France. Albania defeated Romania 1-0. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

A man waves the Albanian flag in Tirana, Albania on June 
19, 2016 in celebration of Albania’s victory over Romania 
in the Group A match of the UEFA European Champion-
ship in football. Albania defeated Romania 1-0. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Albanian soccer fans celebrate in Tirana, Albania on 
Jun. 19, 2016 after their country won the UEFA European 
Championship Group A match against Romania in Lyon, 
France. Albania defeated Romania 1-0. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Pages 16 - 17
Left to Right
Footprints are seen inside the Srebrenica Genocide Me-
morial in Potcari, Bosnia and Herzegovina. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

The Srebrenica Genocide Memorial is the memorial-cem-
etery complex set up to honor the victims of the 1995 
Srebrenica genocide in Potcari, Bosnia and Herzegovi-
na. 6,836 genocide victims have been identified through 
DNA analysis of body parts that have been recovered from 
mass graves and 6,241 victims have been buried. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Page 21
Left to Right
Fatlinda Rrustemaj, bottom right, play fights with her 
cousins during Bajram celebrations on July 5, 2016 in 
Peja, Kosovo. Bajram marks the end of the Muslim hol-
iday Ramadan and is celebrated with traditional food and 
spending time with family. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Pages 22 - 23
Left to Right
Mr. Zeka picks herbs and vegetables from his rooftop gar-
den to prepare a salad for Bajram festivities. 
Photo by Beki Tomasello

Mrs. Zeka prepares a variety of Balkan desserts to share 
with her family for Bajram. Bajram is a celebration of the 
end of Ramadan, a month of fasting and devotion prac-
ticed by Muslims all over the world. 
Photo by Beki Tomasello

The main dish in the Zeka family’s Bajram celebrations is 
a rice, chicken, and roasted tomato dish called ‘byrjan me 
mish’ that was completely consumed on July 5, 2016. This 
was one of many different dishes made for this religious 
celebration. 
Photo by Malinda Ruit 

Pages 24 - 25
Left to Right
Mirlinda Rrustemaj, left, speaks with her family before 
leaving Bajram celebrations on July 5, 2016 in Peja, Koso-
vo. Bajram is a Muslim holiday that celebrates the end of 
Ramadan. Mirlinda and her sister Fatlinda moved from 
Peja to Pristina, but return to visit family members for Ba-
jram. 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Mirlinda walks on her grandparents’ farm while visiting 
them in Peja, Kosovo. The sisters used to spend summers 
living with their grandparents. 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Page 28
Top to Bottom
Kastriot Xhemajli, 22, takes a moment to pray in his bed-
room following a day of Bajram celebrations on July 6, 
2016 in Prishtina, Kosovo. Bajram marks the end of Ra-
madan, a month of fasting and devotion that is observed 
by Muslims all over the world.  
Photo by Lauren Peace

Pages 30 - 31
Left to Right
People begin to arrive at 4 a.m. at “Mulla Bahtir Majaci 
- Hoxha”, a Mosque just outside of Prishtina, Kosovo on 
July 6, 2016. 
Photo by Lauren Peace

Kastriot Xhemajli sits with friends from his community 
and prays during the Bajram service at his mosque “Mulla 
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Bahtir Majaci - Hoxha” on July 6, 2016. Bajram marks the 
end of Ramadan. 
Photo by Lauren Peace

Page 32
Qendrim Canolli, one of the mosque activists, looks out 
the window of the mosque, as others lay out the carpets 
in preparation for the prayer on July 6, 2016 in Prishtina, 
Kosovo. 
Photos by Lauren Peace

Page 31
Community members embrace as the Bajram prayer con-
cludes, signifying the end of Ramadan on July 6, 2016. 
Ramadan is a month of fasting and devotion observed by 
Muslims worldwide. 
Photo by Lauren Peace

Page 34
Kastriot Xhemajli sits with his family following the Bajram 
service. Bajram marks the end of a month long period of 
fasting and devotion known as Ramadan.  In celebration, 
they spend the day together eating, laughing, and enjoy-
ing the company of family and friends on July 6, 2016 in 
Prishtina, Kosovo. 
Photo by Lauren Peace

Page 35
Top to Bottom
Kastriot Xhemajli holds the phone for his mother, Fatime 
Xhemajli, while she prepares Mantije, a traditional Alba-
nian dish. The dish takes time to make, so Fatime pre-
pares it only for special occasions, like Bajram, on July 6, 
2016 in Prishtina, Kosovo. 
Photo by Lauren Peace

Kastriot Xhemajli stands by his Quran while reciting a 
prayer in his bedroom in Shkabaj village, located just out-
side of central Prishtina, Kosovo on July 6, 2016. 
Photo by Lauren Peace

Page 36
Kaltrina Selmanaj exercises in a park in Prishtina, Kosovo 
on July 9, 2016. Kaltrina is a personal trainer and is study-
ing to get a masters degree in physical education. 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Pages 38
Kaltrina helps young children learn how to swim at Zenit 
School in Prishtina, Kosovo on July 9, 2016. She teaches 
the children three times a week. 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Page 39
Top to Bottom
Kaltrina and Agnesa Vuthaj exercise in the park on July 9, 
2016 in Prishtina, Kosovo. 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Kaltrina instructs the young children how to kick in the 
pool during their practice in Prishtina, Kosovo. “It is easi-
er for [kids] to understand the technique,” she said. 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Children look on as they wait to go in the pool in Prishtina, 
Kosovo. “They aren’t afraid of water,” said Kaltrina. “They 
all love water.” 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Page 40
Flaka Fazlija travels around two hours by bus from her 
home in Pristina, Kosovo to her family village in Turiqec 
near Skenderaj on July. 6, 2016. “One of the biggest differ-
ences I feel about the people [on the bus] when I go to the 
village, to the people in the city is in the village everyone 
knows me. They know my family and they have a portrait 
of me already. In the city they could care less about your 
family,” says Flaka.  
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Page 42 - 43
Left to Right
A full view of Flaka Fazlija’s home. Flaka’s home got 
burned and shot at during the war while Flaka’s mother 
was pregnant with her inside. Some furniture, wall deco-
rations and articles of clothing are scattered around, sur-
viving the fire. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

“This was mine when I was little,” says Flaka Fazlija, 18,  
as she holds an old shoe of hers covered in dust and rub-
ble in her old family home in Turiqec, Kosovo on July. 6, 
2016. Boxes full of baby shoes fill entryway of the home. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Page 44
Flaka Fazlija, 18, holds the only picture she has of her fa-
ther, Fatmir Fazliu, since he was identified as missing af-
ter the war in Kosovo in 1999 on July 6, 2016. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Page 46
Andi Bajgora likes sports, and climbing and spends most 
of the day playing in the streets of Prishtina, Kosovo. Andi 
was a main character in the film Shok about two young 
boys during the war in Kosovo that was nominated for an 
Academy Award.
Photo by Wentian Chen

Page 48
Top to Bottom
Andi Bajgora and his co-star Lum Veseli in Shok were 
nominated for an Oscar in 2015. They were featured in a 
local magazine. He went to LA to the Award ceremony, but 
they didn’t get the award. They brought home an Oscar 
statuette as a souvenir. 
Photo by Wentian Chen
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Andi Bajgora is just a ordinary kid and likes to play hide 
and seek in his neighborhood in downtown Prishtina, 
Kosovo. 
Photo by Wentian Chen

Page 49
Andi Bajgora does parkour in downtown Prishtina, Koso-
vo. Andi is a young actor in Kosovo and was a co-star in the 
critically acclaimed film Shok that was nominated for an 
Academy Award in 2015. Photo by Wentian Chen

Pages 50 - 51
Left to Right
Bardh Ajeti,  a young student, blogger and activist, sits in 
a cafe in Prishtina, Kosovo in July 2016. 
Photo by Dijar Mehmeti

Bardh Ajeti visits an abandoned home in downtown Pr-
ishtina, Kosovo that was damaged by bombs during the 
war in 1998-1999. Ajeti remembers playing in the dam-
aged house as a child. 
Photo by Besiana Kajtazi

Page 54
Paint on the Porta Macedonia in Skopje, Macedonia. This 
arc was built by the city to look like the Arc de Triomphe in 
Paris. Several building projects are still underway as part 
of Skopje 2014, a plan that would spend billions of dollars 
on large statues and new facades of buildings. 
Photo by Emily Hunt

Page 56 - 57
Left to Right
For the past two months in Skopje, Macedonia, statues 
and government buildings have been covered with paint 
by protesters. This revolution, referred to as ‘The Color-
ful Revolution’ began with a wiretapping scandal that ex-
posed corruption by the government and is continuing to 
escalate today. 
Photo by Malinda Ruit

Construction is still underway for some buildings that are 
part of the Skopje 2014 project. This massive construction 
project in downtown Skopje was projected to be finished 
in 2014 and has spent billions of dollars on the replication 
of statues and buildings inspired from the original monu-
ments all over the world. 
Photo by Malinda Ruit

Pages 58 - 59
Left to Right
Paint remains on a Parliament building after protesters 
had used slingshots to throw paint at the statue and build-
ing. The paint is part of the ‘Colorful Revolution’ in Skopje 
that began in protest to a government corruption scandal. 
Photo by Malinda Ruit

Streaks of dried paint color the head of one of the stat-
ues on The Bridge of Art in Skopje, Macedonia. The Bridge 
of Art is decorated with thirty-five statues of some of the 
most distinguished and significant Macedonian educators, 
artists, writers, composers and actors from Macedonia. 
Photo by Malinda Ruit

Streaks of dried paint are illuminated on the Porta Mace-
donia from protests occurring in Skopje, Macedonia. 
Photo by Malinda Ruit

Page 60
Workers at the MINNA shop and dress factory design and 
sew dresses in Prishtina, Kosovo in July 2016. Twenty 
women work in the factory designing, sewing and putting 
delicate details on the dresses which are worn in wed-
dings and other celebrations. 
Photo by Taulant Salihu

Pages 62 - 63
Left to Right
A detail of the dress made in the family dress business 
MINNA in Prishtina, Kosovo July 2016. Twenty women 
work in the factory cutting, sewing and adding the details 

to fine dresses sold for weddings and other celebrations 
in Kosovo. 
Photo by Taulant Salihu.

Vjolica Salihu designs dressed to be made in her fami-
ly dress business MINNA in Prishtina, Kosovo July 2016. 
Photo by Taulant Salihu

Women sew dresses in MINNA, a family owned dress 
business, in Prishtina Kosovo in July 2016. The business 
employs 20 women who fabricate the dresses. 
Photo by Taulant Salihu

Page 64
Ismail Fazliu is a black belt karate master.  He teaches 
karate at a school in Prishtina, Kosovo. Karate has been 
a very important part of his life. He has only one arm, and 
he loves karate. 
Photo by Wentian Chen

Page 66
Ismail Fazliu teaches karate to kids at a school in Prishti-
na, Kosovo in July 2016. Fazuliu is a black belt in karate. 
He lost his arm in an industrial accident. 
Photo by Wentian Chen

Page 67
Top to Bottom
Ismail Fazliu’s students respect him and they bow to each 
other after the class in their karate school in downtown 
Prishtina, Kosovo in July 2016. 
Photo by Wentian Chen

Ismail Fazliu has a lots of photos of his karate team in his 
office, karate has been a very important part of his life 
since he lost his arm in an industrial accident. 
Photo by Wentian Chen

Page 68
Ismail Fazliu talks to his colleague at the coal mine where 
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he works outside of Prishtina, Kosovo. He lost his arm 
about 30 years ago in an industrial accident. He was fix-
ing an electrical cable at the mining site and was shocked. 
Photo by Wentian Chen

Page 69
Top to Bottom
Ismail Fazliu’s students love him. One of his old students 
drew this picture of him to show how much she appreci-
ates him. 
Photo by Wentian Chen

Ismail Fazliu lives in a small apartment in downtown Pr-
ishtina by himself. 
Photo by Wentian Chen

Pages 70 - 71
Left to Right
Dancers from the Kosovo ballet rehearse in Prishtina, 
Kosovo. The national Ballet of Kosovo was founded in 
1972.  
Photo by Yll Selmani

Besiana Kajtazi (Left) speaks with the Director of the 
Kosovo Ballet Troupe Ahmet Brahimaj in his office in July 
2016.

Page 72
A poster of Marilyn Monroe is folded over inside Kino Bos-
na, an old cinema club hidden in the backstreets of Sara-
jevo which attracts local artists and city dwellers across a 
variety of generations.  
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Page 74
Top to Bottom
A projector that is no longer in use is located next to club 
owner Sena Mujanovic’s bedroom which is located above 
the bar inside Kino Bosna. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

A patron holds a beer at the bar in Kino Bosna in Sarajevo. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Page 75
Native Sarajevans dance and sing along to traditional Bos-
nian music on a monday night when parties are thrown. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Pages 76 - 77
Left to Right
Owner of Kino Bosna, Sena Mujanovic, looks at her reflec-
tion in the bathroom. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

“I feel safe here,” said Edo Pecanin, a regular at Kino Bos-
na in Sarajevo, Bosnia on Jul. 16, 2016. Kino Bosna is an 
old cinema club hidden in the backstreets of Sarajevo 
which attracts local artists and city dwellers across a va-
riety of generations. Kino Bosna first opened in the 1940s, 
surviving the Siege of Sarajevo that took place from 1992-
1996. 
Photo by Brittainy Newman

Page 78
Jovan Zivkovic, age 25, teaches primary school at Mladen 
Markovic, in his home town of Vitina, a north-western city 
in Kosovo in July 2016.

Page 80
A photo of the Zivkovic family home in Vitina, Kosovo. The 
home was destroyed several times by bombing of the town 
during the war in Kosovo between 1998-1999. 

Page 81
Top to Bottom
A view of Vitina, Kosovo in July 2016. Vitina used to be a 
primarily Serbian city in the north-western part of the 
country until the war in 1998-1999 when many Serbs fled. 
Photo by Jovan Zivkovic

Nenand Zivkovic, Jovan’s father, leaves Vitina to work 
in Germany in July 2016. Nenand will work abroad for 3 
months before returning home again to his family. 
Photo By Jovan Zivkovic

Page 82
Kadri Citaku, 53, walks his son, Durimi, 4, through a se-
curity gate that leads to their living quarters inside the for
mer Dubrava Correctional Center, on July 18, 2016 in Gur-
rakoc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Page 84-85
Left to Right
Kadri Citaku, 53, sleeps in his bedroom inside the former 
Dubrava Correctional Center, on July 18, 2016 in Gurra-
koc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Lumnije Citaku, 43, sits with her daughters, Ilirjana, 1, 
and Njomza, 12,  in their home inside the former Dubrava 
Correctional Center on July 16, 2016, in Gurrakoc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Page 86
Top to Bottom
Durimi Citaku, 4, in the family’s living quarters inside the 
former Dubrava Correctional Center, on July 16, 2016 in 
Gurrakoc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

(Left to Right) Shpetim Citaku, 11, Durimi Citaku, 4, Njom-
za Citaku, 12, and their mother, Lumnije Citaku, 43, out of 
frame, gather around a bowl of canned raviolis and cured 
meat for dinner in their home on July 16, 2016, in Gurra-
koc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta
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Page 87
Njomza Citaku, 12, the oldest of her three siblings, sweeps 
the rug after having a meal in her home inside the former 
Dubrava Correctional Center on July 18, 2016, in Gurra-
koc, Kosovo. The family’s home consists of three cramped 
rooms within the prison. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Pages 88 -  89
Shpetim Citaku, 11, plays in a courtyard outside the fam-
ily’s living quarters, at the former Dubrava Correctional 
Center, on July 16, 2016, in Gurrakoc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Shpetim Citaku, 11, plays with his toy cars outside the 
family’s living quarters, at the former Dubrava Correc-
tional Center, on July 16, 2016, in Gurrakoc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Page 91
As their day comes to a close, the Citaku family gather the 
two youngest children to be soon put to bed, at the former 
Dubrava Correctional Center, on July 16, 2016, in Gurra-
koc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta

Page 92 - 97
Photos by Beki Tomasello

Page 99
Lumnije Citaku holds her 1-year-old daughter, Ilirjana, in 
their home on July 16, 2016, in Gurrakoc, Kosovo. 
Photo by Daniel Vasta
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