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“Be My Voice”

Stories from Slovenia

Introduction

These narratives emerged from the Be My Voice workshops in Slovenia, a pioneering
initiative managed by Povod under the auspices of the Anna Lindh Foundation. Over the
course of several months, diverse participants came together in a series of collaborative
sessions designed to empower individual expression and intercultural dialogue. Guided by
lead trainer Samar Zughool, Founder of RekaSi - a diasporic intersectional feminist
research & art institution - a bespoke methodology wove participatory-arts practices with

time-honored storytelling techniques.

Within this supportive environment, each participant explored personal and collective
experiences, translating them into compelling stories that reflect the richness of their
identities. The creative process combined hands-on writing exercises, group improvisations,
visual prompts, and reflective discussions. As a result, these stories not only embody

individual journeys but also illuminate shared themes of belonging, resilience, and solidarity.

To ensure these voices resonate beyond the workshop space, every story was meticulously
documented in two formats: detailed written accounts, hand-crafted by their authors, and
dynamic video testimonials, capturing the storytellers’ own performances. Together, these
records stand as a vibrant testament to the power of participatory arts to foster connection,

amplify marginalized perspectives, and inspire ongoing dialogue across cultures.



Restoring Faith

I am 39 years old; I grew up without a father. I never admitted how growing up without a
father affected me until I became a father myself just recently. For many years I lived with
feelings of guilt, shame and disbelieving in humanity and love. For many years, I used to
drink my pain away and I became alcoholic. Alcoholism made me dropout from school, it
almost made me enter prison two times due to fights under alcohol effect, and I lost my
driving license because of alcoholism. Now, I am trying to put myself together, I have to
admit, I am trying to do this mainly for my baby girl, who is now two months old. It is a hard
journey, specially that I am not part of any public support. I am afraid to shame my wife if |
declare publicly that I am alcoholic. Even though, sometimes I feel that everyone knows and
they talk about it, but not in front of my face. Now I am having more sober days because of

my baby girl, I want to be present for her.

One of the moments that I like to recall, whenever I need to restore my faith in humanity is a
moment where I was standing meters away from “Ljubljanica” river in Ljubljana. I suddenly
saw people running down the river, I saw people jumping in the river, strangers jumping in
the river and others throwing a rob. When I looked closer, I saw a woman in the river, she is a
woman who jumped intentionally in the river. She tried to kill herself, but strangers from the
street rushed after her, without any fear, those people risked their lives to save the life of a

stranger.

I cry each time I remember this story. I think “maybe my father turned his back on me, yes
maybe he abandoned me without even explaining why, but love and humanity are still
existing, and I shall stay sober for love, humanity and most importantly for my wife and

daughter” This is how I think in my good days.



I hope

I remember the moment when I learned the news that we obtained a residency in Slovenia
and that we will travel there. It was after a lot of efforts and determination from our father
who was afraid for our safety. At that moment, I was very happy that I would come to
Europe. I thought when I came here everything would change for the better, but when I came,
I realised that I was wrong. I realised that migration might gave you safety but it strips you
from many other things. I used to think that in Europe there is no racism, but on the contrary,
there is a lot of racism and discrimination. Discrimination stripped me from a lot of my social

rights, it stripped me from my dreams for professional and educational development.

I remember one time when I went to a job interview. Once I entered the interview, even
before sitting down and even before the interviewer asked me about my name, she asked me:
Are you going to remove the headscarf? When I told her no, she said to me, "You cannot
work with us, you must remove it, if you do not remove it and adapt to the situation here and
be like us, you will never get a job or a study." The interview is over, you can get out from

here and you can leave from this country.”

I hope the world will change her view, I hope people can see me for who I am, I hope the
world will not judge people based on labels and false news. Sometimes I look to myself in the
mirror and I wonder what some people see? I hope they can give us a chance to see our

goodness and to see us for who we really are.



A woman like her

“A woman like her with a woman like me?” This is how I verbalize my journey with self-
reflection. It was a rainy day, she sat on the other side of the table with her blue trousers. The
trousers I said once that I like very much. I sometimes wonder what was her first impression
about me. I even wonder why I never asked her this question before our story came to its end.
I think that I was cheesy, even though I tried so hard not to be. On that rainy day, I heard her
talking about one event. I saw it as a chance, I said “Oh what kind of event is it? I would love
to attend, but I have to leave home, it is a pity [ am not living in Ljubljana”. I had my fantasy
that she may offer me to stay at her place. I was very surprised when my fantasy came true,
yes, she just looked at me with a very sweet smile “If you have no place to stay, you can stay
at my place”. I felt so excited until my self-confident got shaken, with my typical inner
dialogue “a woman like her with a woman like me?” does she even knows about me? She is

out there fearing nothing, I am living in secrets, I have double lives since I ever remember”.

First night, I came to her lovely apartment, it was as magical and as cozy as I fantasized it.
She had an arrogant and cute cat. I felt that the cat knows what is going on in my mind and he
did not quite approve it. It was a moment of butterflies and excitement. She showed me her
bed and told me that I can sleep there or on the couch. She told me that she does not mind to
share her bed with me if I would feel more comfortable to sleep in a bed rather than on couch.
I just smiled and said “Yes, I would love to share the bed with you, if you do not mind”. We
kept talking from around 10 pm till morning. We watched movies we talked and chatted until
we fall asleep. I would usually be open and kiss the woman I like as fast as I feel it, I have to
say it was my self-confident that hindered me from doing so. I was feeling that I am not good
enough as I am not out there like her. I just thought I am not good enough to be with such a
woman. However, I kept finding excuses to sleep over at her place. I enjoyed the feelings
looking to her lovely angelic smile, warm face and soft skin. At one night as I was so close to
her, and getting closer to enjoy her soft breath as she talks, she asked me if she may kiss me,
my heart beats became faster. She smiled as she gets me. I immediately got so close to her
and I kissed her very passionately. It was a great feeling. It became a memory that I will keep
to remember whenever I need a smile. Yes, a memory because a woman like her can be with
a woman like me only in memories. Because the truth of the sun and the lies of the moon can

align once or twice every few years in a form of a sweet-sour memories.



My moments of pride

My moments of pride are connected to the person who makes me happy and means the most
to me in the world, he is my son. He is two and a half years old. He is playful, happy and full
of energy. We first met in January 2018 when I heard his heartbeats on the ultrasound. It was
love at first sight and I could hardly wait for the 9 months to end so I can meet him. It was the
longest and most exhausting 9 months, but still the most beautiful times. When I first got him
in my arms in October 2018, it was the most beautiful and the happiest day of my life. Before
his birth, I was relaxed, carefree, full of energy, I loved going to parties, watching TV late at
night or chatting and hanging out with friends, and staying in bed longer in the morning. With
his birth, all that changed. Suddenly, I was given the greatest responsibility in the world.
Caring for the child and his needs came first. There were no more parties, no more watching
TV nor hanging out late into the night. I woke up in the morning when he woke up. I also
woke up at night and fed him. The old me, the relaxed girl full of energy became the most
exhausted and tired girl overnight. But that is what all moms are like. Tired, without energy,
but still the happiest and the proudest of their little treasures.

I was very proud when he first uttered the word mom and smiled at me. It was Sunday and
lunch time. I will never forget that. I think I shed a tear of happiness. The kitchen smelled of
beef soup and fried steaks. We ate and as a thank you for lunch I got the most beautiful word
in the world '"Mom'. From that moment on, I worked even harder for him, giving him even
more attention and talking to him a lot. Of course, we mothers are always proud of our
children. We are proud of the moments when they take their first steps, when they put
together the first puzzle, when they hold a spoon in their hand for the first time, when they eat
lunch on their own, when they put on a shoes on their own for the first time, and of course
when they know how to say thank you, and be grateful even for the smallest details.

However, things don’t always go the way you might want. There come days when kids are
fluent and looking for a lot of more attention. Maybe something hurts them and you think
about how you can help them. There come days when they get sick but you can’t help it.
When he was 4 months old, we rushed to the hospital. There was nothing seriously bad, just
some virus, but he had to receive infusions due to dehydration. I was very depressed and sad.
You watch a child tied to an infusion and you can’t help it. If it was possible, I would take all
the pain upon myself without hesitation. When I fed him, I took him in my arms. At that
moment, despite his exhaustion and pain, he smiled at me. It was the most beautiful, yet the
saddest smile. However, I was very proud of him, as he probably thanked me with a smile for
being by his side in those moments. Sometimes, I hope that everyone can know that there are
no unemployed moms, because being a mom is the hardest full time job, yet with the most
rewarding returns.



Am I living for myself?

For many people bag is an object, for me a bag can be my life, an essential part of identity
and being. I arrived to Ljubljana 10 years ago, with no people with nothing but just with one
bag. My way to Ljubljana was not an actual thought, my way to Ljubljana was not an actual
plan, my way to Ljubljana was an outcome of a moment of realization. An actual moment of
discovering how becoming me can be as hurtful as a bullet. I had an experience of how being
me, made me discover how words may hurt, how words may shatter the sense of safety,
stability and belonging. How words can be as powerful as a bullet, with its amplified sound

shattering a dream of a little child. A child who grew with the smell of a Farm.

My journey started in a calm and peaceful village, seeing the colourful world through my
mother and dad. I had my own doubts when family friends were asking if [ am boy or a girl.
For me I was “simply me”. I was comfortable with my own skin, a little girl with a short hair.
A little girl who enjoyed shorts more than skirts, soccer more than barbies and definitely

enjoyed being the little girl who is out of social boxes.

As a child I never minded the words that questioned my being and existence, not even that
time when a woman looked at me and said “you supposed to be born as a boy, you are a
mistake of god”. I remember the echo of these words, tackling my deep thoughts, but as a
bright child who is surrounded by father’s and mother’s love, I just let them go. I remember
that specific time staring at myself in the mirror, recalling this statement “You are a mistake
of God”, I looked deep in my eyes, I looked close enough trying to reach for God, I learned
that God is perfectionist how come it did a mistake? How come am I a mistake? Am I a

mistake? I laughed it away and moved on.

As the years passed, I changed my outlook trying to fit in, trying to avoid the hurtful words. I
got a boyfriend I drew on a smile surrounded by parent’s love, avoiding the rough words of
people’s unjustified doubts. But life is a dream, and death is our wakeup call. The moment I
lost my father was a stressful moment, a moment that I would never forget, it happened out of
sudden stripping me from all of the illusions I surrounded myself with. For the first time I
started to question the concept of life. Am I living for myself or for the people around? Who
am I and what I want from my life? My essential nature spoke out for itself; I broke up with
my boyfriend, I cut the tuft of my hair, the tuft that I felt they were tying me to boxes, of
whom I shall be and how shall I look. Tufts that were tying me to somewhere where I do not

belong. By doing so, I liberated myself, but I had to pay for this liberation, I had to leave my



village where people stigmatized me because I am not the typical woman that they wish to
see. I left from my village to Ljubljana with only one bag. One bag at that time, meant the

world to me.



