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in the dark of 9-11 and 12-21-01
[image: image2.jpg]


Every year at this time my thoughts return

to a small village in far off Macedonia

where I once met Saint Nicholas.

Every year on the twenty first of December

[image: image3.wmf]the people have, for as long as anyone can remember,

celebrated in the name of the Wonderworker.

But I ask myself, how can it be a day

for feast and for friendship again this year?

My Macedonian cousins in the village of Neproshteno

lived the slow-paced peasant farmer's life

taught to them by their mothers and fathers

and their grandparents before them.

[image: image4.jpg]


Tending their milk cows, goats, pigs and chickens,

minding the chores of the seasons,

the sowing, the cultivating, the harvesting,

minding their own business in their own home place,

for who knows how many millennia,
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until that day in July

in the year of Our Lord two thousand and one.

They came from over the mountain,

grim-faced Kosovo Albanian men all clad in black

and brandishing guns that sent the poorly

armed local policemen scurrying for cover.

What did the young Albanian neighbor say,

the son of a village teacher, in answer to their call,

that they should lead him up into the high chestnut grove,

the cool green shade, and with a bullet,

they ended young Ali's life

and hundreds of years of the shared life

of Albanian Moslem families

and Macedonian Orthodox Christian folk of Neproshteno.

It was then that they announced that all of the Macedonians must go,
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that this was now Ilirida, Albanian land,

no longer part of the "pathetic little Macedonia of the Slavs."

So most of the 500 Macedonians who lived there

gathered up what little they could

and began the long walk of the refugee,

that long, dark bitter road filled with tears and shame

and with such sorrow for those deep-rooted farming folk,

tied by bonds of great love to ancestral

hearth and home and the fertile ground of the Tetovo Polog.
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Never mind that Neproshteno had been the site two years before

of a camp where ten thousand Kosovar old people,

women and children had found refuge

after fleeing war-torn Kosovo.

Nor did it deter these "liberators of Neproshteno"

that one of the earliest written documents of this place,

the Turkish census of 1468 describes a small Macedonian village,

and that the first Albanian family settled there
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a hundred and fifty years ago, and even the Turkish census of 1900

lists 80 Macedonian families and only 20 Albanian households.

Large families finally led to near equal numbers 

a hundred years later.

Some of the decent folk from among their Albanian neighbors

tried to hide some of their Macedonian friends of a lifetime

from the monsters masquerading as freedom fighters,
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but after a while they urged them to leave

for fear of the consequences.

A few people though, couldn't bear to leave.

"Better risk death" they said "than to lose everything,

a lifetime's labor."

And it would only be many months later

that we would learn that the dozen who disappeared that day

weren't being held somewhere for future ransom,

but that they had been battered and torn

until there was so little life left in them

that their tormenters decided finally

to slaughter them like so many cattle,

and like so many dead animals
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they were dumped into an unmarked pit,

and the evil deed was hidden away by layers of

refuse and trash-laden earth.

And those martyred dead were kept secret for months,

while most of the Western European

and American journalists in Macedonia 

scorned the mothers and the wives and the brothers

and sisters of the disappeared.

Vasko's new bride, Angelina, frantically went the rounds

day after day to army and police and Red Cross

officials in search of some shred of news of her beloved,

along with so many other distraught wives,

sisters, brothers and parents of the missing.

But they were of little or no interest to the foreign journalists
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who knew that the real story lay with the

fierce-looking rebel commanders with the bold

black poses and their tales of brave battle

for freedom from the "Slavs" in the majority in Macedonia.

Carlotta Gall, foreign correspondent

for the New York Times, now in Afghanistan,

do you ever pause in your work to wonder

whatever happened to those nice, polite young Albanian

men, all decked out in black, that you gave such good press

in their daring struggle against the government

troops of Macedonia?

It has been left to local tv and newspapers

to follow the shattered lives of the 500 Macedonian

refugees of Neproshteno, and the thousands

from other western Macedonian villages

who were "ethnically cleansed" this past year.

To report the news that their homes have been looted

and burned along with their churches and their

bakeries and small textile factories,

and land mines laid in the fields.

All had been turned to ashes so that there would be

no returning, no turning back from the hard,

empty road of the refugee.

In the cheerless dormitory or the cheap hotel room

that they must now call home,

they sit and listen to the daily news reports

of the continued destruction of all that they held dear,

the homes built over many years with money

slowly earned at modest wages,

the fruit trees and grape vines and the fifty year

old walnut and chestnut trees,

all consumed by flames or by the greedy hands

of profiteers who turned them into firewood or lumber.

And finally it came,

some word of the fate of their missing neighbors, friends,

and family members.

A few brave souls from among their

Albanian neighbors had finally stepped forward.

They told what they knew,

of torture and then death and the disposal

of the bodies in mass graves

on the edge of the village.

Again it barely made the foreign press reports,

After all, it didn’t come out until after

The infamous September eleventh,

And after the launch of the great

NATO military campaign against Arab and Afghani

friends of the Albanian guerillas

of Macedonia and Kosovo,

all those bosom buddies from the AlQaeda camps

of the mad muslim brotherhood.


But you'll never hear about any of this in our news,

because NATO commanders, diplomats and politicians

never owe up to their former errors in judgement,

that they armed Osama bin Laden

and his fundamentalist gang of brutes

who have made life such hell for the people

and particularly the women of Afghanistan,

all those who don't share their narrow reading of the Koran.

And then they went and armed the Kosovo Liberation Army,

a gang of drug and gun dealers,

who also make their money off the kidnapping of young women

for the sex slave trade.

No, they'll never owe up to their miscalculations,

such as the 70 day NATO bombing of Serbia,

an overkill that emboldened the KLA to ethnically cleanse a hundred thousand

Serbs and Gypsies from Kosovo,

and eventually encouraged them to take

their campaign across the border

over into Macedonia.

While 6000 U.S. soldiers hide out in their barracks

in the safety of Camp Bondsteel 75 miles away in Kosovo,

the KLA with new initials NLA and later ANA,

rape, pillage, burn and kill their way through

the mixed Albanian and Macedonian border lands.

"Aint got no dog in this fight" I imagine Major Barry Johnson

of the U.S. army headquarters in Macedonia saying

to his pals, who snicker at the licking

that the little Macedonian army is taking,

an army of 10,000 border guards

bolstered by a few thousand reservists and policemen

with antiquated guns, what the Yugoslav army

didn't bother to haul away with them back in 1991

when they withdrew from the newly independent

Vermont-sized Republic of Macedonia.

The silly fools thought that it would be enough

to simply comply with U.S. and Western European

advice to open up their society, privatize

state-run businesses and open a parliament

and fashion a constitution to match

that of their big brothers in the West.

And they had listened and they had tried their best to learn

from the several thousand American advisors,

the economists, the agronomists and the parliamentarians,

and most of all from the NATO military advisors, who must have said,

"You don't need an army, a few border guards will do,

since you've got us to take care of you now, good buddies."

But it didn't work out that way,

when KLA, NLA, and ANA Albanian separatist guerillas

decided to ethnically cleanse my cousins

in the village of Neproshteno,

the village that my grandfather and his father

and his father's father before him had called home,

along with scores of other sleepy little Macedonian villages,

there was no Macedonian army to defend them.

And when they turned to NATO for help, they heard,

"Better let us negotiate your way out of this one, good buddies,

because them Albanians really mean business,

and you ain’t got what it takes to stop em'.

Anyway, they say that they just want

more rights - a fair deal - so we'll

get you a couple of good negotiators

and see about cutting a deal with the guys with all the guns."

And so they negotiated, Macedonian

and Albanian politicians under the wise guidance

of Francois Leotard from France

and James Pardew from the United States of America.

For several months they negotiated

additional use of the Albanian language in public life,

more Albanian policemen, and a constitutional change

that makes theirs a state of all the citizens of

the Republic of Macedonia

instead of the state of the Macedonian people,

and granted amnesty to those

who had taken up arms for the cause.

And today it is with some pride, yes pride,

that I say that my Macedonian cousins

agreed to the changes - in the name of peace

and social justice -

in November of 2001.

And now it is December,

and I say, with anger and a certain bitterness,

that the Albanian separatist guerillas

have continued their campaign of ethnic cleansing,

and only a few elderly folks have dared to return

to ransacked homes in Neproshteno,

and all of their dead have yet to be salvaged

from the mass graves.

When the police tried to secure the site,

they were ambushed.

The killers added three more families

to their growing list of those

who must mourn their dead:

the sons and brothers and fathers and husbands

they will never hold again in this life.

And today the police hunker down in bunkers,

not far from the shelters of NATO observers

who choose not to observe

during the long dark nights

filled with terror for the helpless village and town folk

of western Macedonia,

while the rapes, the robberies,

the kidnappings, the plunder, the burning

and the killing continue.


NATO is busy in Afghanistan.

And there will be no money for the beggars

of this one more broken Eastern European

former socialist state

if they decide to use what little they have

to buy some guns to defend themselves.

And having turned a blind eye

to their earlier blunders,

the leaders of the Great Powers

are slow to notice the ugly consequences,

the collateral damage in Macedonia,

of their operations in Kosovo.

And so my cousins may have lost

their ancestral homes forever,

and the Greater Albania of the racial purists

may soon take shape on the new maps

of Southeastern Europe.

Macedonian poverty and helplessness

stand in such stark contrast

to bloated American superpower,

and yet, their sympathy was sincere

when our people suffered the attacks of September 11.

I ask my American countrymen,

when will we begin to unravel the web of lies,

owe up to the deceits practiced in our name,

overcome our deadly ignorance of the rest of the world,

and so finally take hold of the keys to understanding?

December 21st has always been

a day of great joy and celebration

in my Macedonian cousins' village of Neproshteno,

when St. Nicholas the Wonderworker

is celebrated and honored

with blessings and prayers and with a feast

along with family and friends...


By Michael Seraphinoff
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