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A few days ago, I was talking with a friend about how I'm
writing an article on “bridges” and women journalists. She
laughed and said: “Jelena, how much longer with those
bridges?” And I understood her. The word has been used so
often for political purposes — in speeches, on news portals —
that it has almost lost its meaning, like a slogan floating in the
air, never quite touching the ground.

But this time, I wasn’t thinking of a metaphor. I was thinking of the
actual bridge I cross almost every day — the real, cold one beneath my
fingers, the same bridge others describe as a line of division.

For me, it's simply the way home, the road to the shop where they
know me by name, the path to my friend’s café where I take a short
break.

A bridge as part of daily life, not a stage for geopolitics. That's where
this story begins. I live in the North, in one of the four municipalities
with a Serb majority.

[ know what people often imagine when they hear that: tension,
uncertainty, “the situation” — a word repeated so often it's come to
mean everything and nothing at once. [ grew up in that constant “state
of emergency.”

But there are quieter scenes here that no one talks about:

the smell of fresh bread from a nearby bakery at seven in the morning,
people hurriedly unlocking their shops before their first coffee,

the market slowly waking up — first softly, then louder as the stalls fill
up and high schoolers rush to make it before the first bell.

Yes, there are moments when the heaviness is palpable. But there’s also
something that never makes the news — the humanity that endures
despite everything. And it is within those ordinary spaces of everyday
life that women journalists do their work.



They are the ones who know the names of the streets, the fears of the
neighbors, the mood of the city before anything is published. They
understand that every word carries extra weight when spoken here.
Over the years, 've had the privilege to work with women journalists
from across Kosovo — and beyond.

Most of the time, these aren’t large, official collaborations. They are
meetings, workshops, seminars: one table, two coffees, recorders,
notebooks, and a quiet honesty between us.

[ remember one young journalist from Prishtina who asked me, quite
simply:

“So how do you even report from the North?”

[t wasn’t an accusation — it was a question born of curiosity and the
desire to understand.

[ told her: Slowly.

First, you listen. You watch people as they speak. And you learn that
silence can sometimes mean more than words.

You write in a way that lets you return the next day to the same place,
without having to avoid anyone'’s gaze. In that, slowly, there’s a great
deal of courage.

Sometimes [ think — [ wish someone had told me that earlier:
that you don’t have to know everything right away.

Maybe that’s why the deepest lessons come from small, unassuming
encounters.



[ have a colleague from a small town in Kosovo. We don'’t speak each
other’s language as well as we'd like, but we understand each other
without much explanation. Sometimes she sends me a message:

“I need a source, can you help?”

And [ do the same.

They're short messages, but there’s a lot of trust in them. Not because
we are the same, but because we both know how easy it is to make a
mistake — and how important it is not to.

Maybe that’'s why the most meaningful lessons aren’'t learned in
newsroom meetings, but in moments that happen along the way —
over coffee, during a seminar, or on a trip.

With colleagues from different communities in Kosovo, 1 traveled to
Northern Ireland.

We didn'’t go there to draw conclusions, but to exchange experiences
— to see what it’s like to live in a place that also carries memories of
division.

We walked through Belfast and Derry/Londonderry — cities where the
past still lingers in the walls, but life goes on. Nothing was fully explained
in a single sentence or conversation. It felt more like walking beside
something whose meaning would only reveal itself later.

During one of those informal talks over coffee, a journalist from Belfast
said:

“Peace isn’t an event — it’s a daily choice.”



To me, that didn’t sound like theory. I think that’s the sentence I carried
home with me.

[ see the most hope in young people — those who don’t accept “That’s
just how it is” as an answer. Those who dare to ask, “Why?”, “How do
you know?”, “Who said that?” — that’s how critical thinking begins.

If they learn today to seek the source, tomorrow they’ll know how to

tell the story — maybe without fear, and maybe more easily than we
did.

Collaboration among women journalists rarely looks grand. There are
no big statements or conferences. It happens in those short, quiet
messages that need no explanation:

“How are you?”,
“Here’s the contact for your quote.”
“I checked — that's the correct information.”

It's a network that doesn’t resemble politics — yet, I must admit, it often
does what politics cannot: it keeps people connected.

So when [ say that women journalists build bridges, this is what [ mean
— the attention, the responsibility, and the decision never to write
anyone as “the other.”

Bridges connect and divide us. The difference lies in whether we
choose to cross them.

[ choose to cross — and to return again — for the story, for the people,
and for hope.
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Para disa ditésh po bisedoja me njé shoqge rreth faktit gé po
shkruaja njé tekst pér “urat” dhe graté gazetare. Ajo geshi dhe
tha: “Jelena, deri kur me kéto ura?”. Dhe uné e kuptoj. Kjo
fjalé éshté pérdorur aq shumeé né qéllime ditore-politike, né
portale, né fjalime, sa pothuajse eéshté zbrazur nga kuptimi, si
njé slogan gé varet né ajér, por kurré nuk prek token.

Por kétu nuk kam fjalén pér metaforé. Kam menduar pikérisht pér até
uré gé e kaloj pothuajse cdo dité. Pér até uré reale, té ftohté nén gishta,
pér té cilén té tjerét thoné se éshté vijé ndarjeje.

Pér mua, ajo éshté rruga drejt shtépisé, drejt shitoreve ku mé njohin,
drejt shoges me té cilén ulem pér kafe dhe pushoj pak.

Ura si pjesé e pérditshmérisé, e jo si skené e gjeopolitikés. Dhe aty fillon
kjo histori. Jeto] né Veri, né njérén nga katér komunat me shumicé
serbe.

E di cfaré shumékush imagjinon kur e dégjon kété: tension, pasiguri,
“situaté” — njé flalé gé pérmendet aq shpesh, sikur té thoté gjithcka,
por né fakt nuk thoté asgjé. Né njé “gjendje té tillé té jashtézakonshme”
jam rritur.

Por kétu ka shumé skena té geta gé askush nuk 1 pérmend: aroma e
furrés afér né shtaté té€ méngjesit, njeréz qé nxitimisht hapin dyganet
para kafesé sé par€, tregu g€ zgjohet ngadalé, fillimisht me heshtje,
pasta] gjithnjé e mé gjallé teksa mbushen tezgét, dhe nxénésit e
shkollave té€ mesme gé nxitohen té arrijné para zileve té orés sé paré.

Po, ka momente kur e ndjen réndesén. Por ekziston edhe ajo gé kurré
nuk béhet lajm, ajo njerézorja qé vazhdon pavarésisht gjithckaje.
Pikérisht né kéto hapésira té€ pérditshme punojné edhe graté gazetare.
Ato jané ato gé 1 diné emrat e rrugéve, frikérat e fginjéve, disponimin e
gytetit para se t€ publikohet dicka.
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Ato gé e kuptojné se cdo flalé ka peshé mé té madhe kur thuhet “kétu”.
Gjaté viteve t€ punés kam pasur mundésiné té bashképunoj me
gazetare nga pjesé té ndryshme té€ Kosovés dhe mé gjeré.

Shpesh kéto nuk jané bashképunime t€ médha, zyrtare. Jané takime,
punétori, seminare: njé tavoliné, dy kafe, diktafoné, fletore dhe njé
singeritet 1 heshtur mes nesh.

MEé kujtohet njé gazetare e re nga Prishtina gé mé€ pyeti, krejt thjesht:
“E si raportohet nga Veriu?”
Jo si akuzé. Por si pyetje pér té kuptuar.

[ thashé: Ngadalé. Sé pari dégjon, 1 vézhgon njerézit kur flasin dhe
méson se ndoshta heshtja éshté mé e réndésishme se veté flalét.

Shkruan né ményré gé nesér té mund té€ shkosh sérish né té njéjtin
vend dhe té€ mos ia hegésh shikimin askujt. Né até “ngadalé” ka shumé
guxim.

Ndonjéheré mendoj: do té kisha dashur gé dikush ma kishte théné mé
herét.

Se s’ke nevojé t'i dish té gjitha menjéheré.

Dhe ndoshta pikérisht pér kété, mésimet mé té€ thella vijné nga takimet
e vogla, té thjeshta.

Kam njé kolege nga njé gytet i vogél né Kosové. Nuk e flasim gjuhén e
njéra-tjetrés aq sa do té€ donim, por e kuptojmé njéra-tjetrén pa shumé
shpjegime. Ndonjéheré mé dérgon njé mesazh: “Mé duhet njé
bashkébisedues, a mund té€ mé ndihmosh?” Ashtu edhe uné asaj.

Kéto jané mesazhe té€ shkurtra, por pérplot besim. Jo sepse jemi té
njéjta, por sepse té€ dyja e dimé sa lehté éshté té€ gabosh dhe sa me
réndési éshté té mos gabosh.
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Ndoshta pikérisht pér kété, gjérat mé té réndésishme nuk 1 mésojmé né
tavolinat e redaksive, por né takimet gé ndodhin diku rrugés, né njé
kafe, né ndonjé seminar apo gjaté ndonjé udhétimi.

Me kolege dhe kolegé nga komunitete té ndryshme né Kosové
udhétuam né Irlandén Veriore.

Nuk shkuam pér té nxjerré pérfundime, por pér t€ shkémbyer pérvoja.
Pér t€ paré si duket té€ jetosh né njé vend gé gjithashtu mban kujtimet e
ndarjes.

Shetuam népér Belfast dhe Derry/Londonderry, qytete ku e kaluara
ende géndron né mure, por jeta vazhdon. Asgjé s'u shpjegua né njé
flali apo né njé bisedé t€ vetme. Mé shumé i ngjante ecjes prané dickaje
ku kuptimi vien mé voné.

Né njé nga ato biseda joformale, me kafe, njé gazetare nga Belfasti tha:
“Paqgja nuk éshté njé ngjarje, €shté njé zgjedhje e pérditshme.”

Nuk m'u duk si teori. Mendoj se pikérisht até fljali € mora me vete né
shtépi.

Shpresén mé té madhe e shoh te té€ rinjté. Tek ata g€ nuk e pranojné
pérgjigien: “Ashtu éshté.” Tek ata gé diné té pyesin: “Pse?”, “Si e di?”,
“Kush e ka théné?”. Ja késhtu ndértohet mendimi kritik.

Nése sot mésojné t€ kérkojné burimin, nesér do té diné té tregojné njé
histori. Ndoshta pa friké, ndoshta mé lehté sesa kemi pasur ne.

Bashképunimi mes gazetareve nuk duket si dicka e madhe. Nuk ka
deklarata t€¢ médha. Nuk ka konferenca. Ai ndodh né ato mesazhe té
shkurtra dhe t€ geta gé s'’kané nevojé té shpjegojné asgjeé:

Sije?,
Po ta pércjell numrin pér deklaraté,
E verifikova, kjo éshté informata...
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Kjo éshté njé rrjet gé nuk i ngjan politikés, por duhet ta pranoj se bén
até gé politika shpesh nuk di ta béjé — i mban njerézit bashkeé.

Dhe prandaj, kur them se graté gazetare ndértojné ura, € kam fjalén
pér kété. Pér kujdesin, pérgjegjésiné dhe vendimin gé askush t€ mos
shkruhet si “tjetri”.

Urat na bashkojné dhe na ndajné. Dallimi éshté nése i1 kalojmé apo jo.
Uné zgjedh t'1 kaloj dhe té kthehem sérish — pér historiné, pér njerézit
dhe pér shpresén.
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Pre neki dan sam pricala sa prijateljicom o tome kako pisem
tekst o ,mostovima“ i zenama novinarkama. Nasmejala se i
rekla: ,,Jelena, dokle vise ti mostovi?“ I razumem je. Ta rec je
toliko puta upotrebljavana u dnevno-politicke svrhe, na
portalima, u govorima, da je postala skoro prazna — kao slogan
koji visi u vazduhu, a nikako da dotakne zemlju.

Ali ovde ne mislim na metaforu. Mislila sam na upravo onaj most koji
prelazim skoro svaki dan. Na onaj stvarni, hladan pod prstima, isti onaj
za koji drugi kazu da je linija podele.

Za mene, to je put do doma, do prodavnice gde me prepoznaju, do
prijateljice sa kojom sednem na kafu i nakratko odmorim.

Most kao deo svakodnevice, a ne kao pozornica geopolitike. I tu
pocinje ova prica.

Zivim na Severu, u jednoj od &etiri opétine u kojima vedéinski Zivi srpsko
stanovnistvo. Znam Sta mnogi zamiSljaju kada to cCuju: napetost,
neizvesnost, ,situacija® — reC koja se tako cCesto izgovara kao da
oznacava sve, a u stvari ne kaze nista. U takvom ,vanrednom stanju”
sam odrasla.

Ali ovde ima mnogo tisih prizora koje niko ne spominje: miris iz obliznje
pekare u sedam wujutru, ljudi koji uzurbano otkljuCavaju svoje
prodavnice pre prve kafe, pijaca koja se polako budi — najpre tiho, pa
onda sve Zivlje kako se tezge pune, srednjoskolci koji zure da stighu pre
zZvona za prvi cas.

[ da, postoje trenuci kada se oseca tezina. Ali postoji 1 ono S$to nikad ne
postane vest — ona ljudskost koja opstaje uprkos svemu. Upravo u
takvim prostorima svakodnevice rade i zene novinarke.
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To su one koje znaju imena ulica, strahove komsSija, raspolozenje grada
pre nego Sto se iSta objavi. One koje razumeju da je svaka rec teza kada
se izgovori ,ovde”.

Kroz godine rada imala sam priliku da saradujem sa novinarkama iz
razliCitih delova Kosova, ali i Sire. Veoma Cesto to nisu velike, zvaniCne
saradnje. To su susreti, radionice, seminari: jedan sto, dve kafe,
diktafoni, beleznice 1 tiha iskrenost izmedu nas.

Secam se jedne mlade novinarke iz PriStine koja me je, sasvim obicno,
pitala:

A kako se uopste izvesStava sa Severa?”
Ne kao optuzbu, nego kao pitanje razumevanja.

Rekla sam joj: Polako. Najpre slusas, gledas ljude kada govore 1 ucis da
je mozda tiSina vaznija od reci. PiSeS tako da sutra mozeS opet da se
pojavis na istom mestu i da nikome ne okreces pogled.

U tom polako ima mnogo hrabrosti.

Ponekad pomislim: volela bih da je 1 meni neko to rekao ranije. Da ne
mora$ da znas sve odmah. I mozda bas zato najdublje lekcije dolaze iz
malih, nenametljivih susreta.

Imam koleginicu iz jednog manjeg mesta na Kosovu. Ne govorimo jezik
jedna druge onoliko koliko bismo volele, ali se razumemo bez mnogo
objasSnjenja. Neko put mi posalje poruku: , Treba mi sagovornik, mozes
li da pomognes?” Isto tako 1 ja njoj.

To su kratke poruke, ali u njima ima mnogo poverenja. Ne zato Sto smo
iste, ve€ zato Sto obe znamo koliko je lako pogresiti 1 koliko je vazno ne
pogresiti.
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Mozda ba$ zato najdublje stvari ne u¢imo za stolom u redakcijama,
nego u susretima koji se dogode negde usput — na kafi, na seminaru ili
na putovanju.

Sa koleginicama i kolegama iz razliCitih zajednica na Kosovu putovala
sam u Severnu Irsku.

Nismo i8li da donosimo zakljucke, ve€¢ da razmenjujemo iskustva. Da
vidimo kako izgleda Ziveti u mestu koje takode nosi seCanje na podelu.
Setale smo kroz Belfast 1 Derry/Londonderry, gradove gde proslost joS
stoji u zidovima, ali se zivot nastavlja. NiSta nije bilo objasSnjeno u jednoj
recenicl niti u jednom razgovoru. Vise je licllo na hodanje pored
necega Cije Ce znacCenje tek kasnije doci.

Na jednom od tih neformalnih razgovora, uz kafu, novinarka iz Belfasta
je rekla:

,Mir nije dogadaj, to je svakodnevni izbor."

Meni to nije zvucalo kao teorija. Mislim da sam upravo tu reCenicu
ponela sa sobom kudi.

NajvisSe nade vidim u mladima. U onima koji ne prihvataju odgovor:
,Pa tako je.” U onima koji umeju da pitaju: ,Zasto?”, ,Kako znas?“ i1 ,Ko
je to rekao?”

Tako se gradi kritiCko miSljenje.

Ako danas nauce da traze izvor, sutra Ce znati da ispricaju pricu. Mozda
bez straha, a mozda lakSe nego Sto je nama bilo.
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Saradnja medu novinarkama ne izgleda kao nesto veliko. Nema velikih
izjava. Nema konferencija. Ona se deSava u onim kratkim, tihim
porukama koje ne moraju nista da objasnjavaju:

Kako si?
Javljam ti broj za izjavu.
Proverila sam, to je ta informacija.

To je mreza koja ne li¢i na politiku, ali moram da priznam da radi ono
Sto politika Cesto ne ume — odrzava ljude zajedno.

[ zato, kada kazem da Zene novinarke grade mostove, mislim na ovo:
na paznju, odgovornost i odluku da se niko ne piSe kao ,drugi”.

Mostovi nas spajaju 1 razdvajaju. Razlika je u tome da li ih prelazimo.

Ja biram da predem — i1 da se opet vratim. Zbog priCe, zbog ljudi i
zbog nade.



