
 

 

A part of the project “OUT OF THE WALLS” 
 

The Unwritten Law (Lek Dugagjini) 
To be assured for everyone in each section of their life’s the possibility of even 

coexistence a legal border was created. 

The Albanian lived isolated and the communication was difficult and dangerous. So 

every community had her own laws and she wasn’t subjected to the legislation of 

another area. It was accepted that a man could represent his home to a general 

assembly and he could vote for the laws that had power to his area.  

 

Vendetta 

In order to be understood the substance of Albanian vendetta, is important to be 

mentioned that till the war of 1914 – 18 the communications were too bad, there 

wasn’t government and the police was so badly organized that communities were 

totally self administrated. They were based in the closest meaning of the family and in 

the wider meaning of tribe.  

If a man was wounded, everyone of his family or his tribe was able to take revenge. 

When all the members of the tribe were implicated, everyone could take vengeance. 

To take the blood back (that is the blood of a man was killed and not of the man that 

he was to be killed for expiation) it meant to take revenge. The criminal was called 

stained, the avenger considered the criminal enemy and the opposite.  

Many things have been said and written about the vendetta in Albania. Here are some 

stories as have been told by our students in prison. 

(1)  In Berati of Albania in the year of 1997 somebody killed 165 people – a pregnant 

woman was among them – and he did that out of revenge for the killing of his father. 

(2)  This is another story that an 18-year-old boy experienced in Tirana of Albania in 

1995. The mayor of the town killed his brothers. Also, the mayor’s people took his 

last brother’s body out of this grave and burnt it. The father then called his son and 

reminded him of his duty to take revenge for the killing of his brothers. When the boy 

turned 20 he killed the mayor’s whole family.  

3) In 2003, in Greece an Albanian guy walked into the house of another Albanian and 

threatened him with a knife in order to rob him. However, the Albanian who was in 

defence and happened to be stronger and bigger than the robber, killed him. Later on, 

while he was on his way back to Albania, the Greek police arrested him and put him 

in prison. A year later the dead guy’s brothers found out who the killer of their brother 

was, went to Tirana and killed his little brother. The guy who killed the Albanian 

robber is still in prison today under the sentence of death. He hopes though that 

someday he will be able to take revenge for his brother’s death. 

 

The wall of the castle 
 I give you here the ballad of  “The wall of the castle” as it has been passed us from 

the Albanian tradition. It’s based on the ancient belief that in order for a building to be 

raised someone has to be built in its basis foundation. 

  

“The wall of the castle” 
Fog felt 

and stayed for three days and three nights, 

after 3 days and 3 nights 

a fresh quiet breeze blew 

as far as Valdanu 



 

 

where the brothers worked….. 

All day they were building the castle 

and all night it was being thrown down. 

An old man went down there and wishes: 

-     Good work, you 3 brothers! 

Good luck to you too old man! 

Really, where did you see our good work? 

We work all day and 

all night the castle is thrown down. 

-   Tell us your wish old man 

if  you know something to tell us! 

-   I know, but I am afraid that I’ll sign, 

the three of you are married? 

All three of you have wives? 

-   Yes, all three of us are married 

and yes, we have wives. 

Tell us what to do. 

How to built this castle. 

-   Well, if you really want to work 

don’t discuss this at home 

and keep it secret from your wives. 

Tomorrow morning when it’s dawn 

whoever of the three women brings you the food 

the one will be built in the wall of the castle 

and this time you will see what you have done 

and why the castle always falls. 

The oldest brother went home 

and talked about it 

he told the secret to his wife! 

So did the second brother. 

He forgot what the old man had said to him. 

He went home and revealed the secret, 

he told her about it. 

But the youngest and the best 

didn’t talk about it at home. 

He didn’t tell his wife about it. 

They wake up too early in the morning. 

The stones were being broken 

and the hearts were beating. 

Mother calls the three brides. 

Bride, big bride 

the craftsmen want food 

they want food and water. 

Really, mother I don’t go there 

because I don’t feel well today. 

Bride, second pride 

the craftsmen want food 

they want food and water. 

Really, mother I don’t go there 

because I will visit my family. 



 

 

Bride, third bride. 

Yes mother, lady mother. 

The craftsmen want food 

they want food and water. 

Really mother I will go there 

but I have my little son. 

Go my bride 

and we take care of our son, 

and we won’t let him cry. 

She took food, she took water 

and went there. 

When she was near to the castle 

the hammers stopped 

the hearts didn’t beat 

and the faces was pale. 

It was bad fortune for you 

to built you in the wall. 

 

Be well you brothers in law 

but I have one wish only: 

When you built me in the castle I want 

my right eye out 

my right hand out 

my right foot out 

my right breast out 

because I left my little son 

and when the boy starts to cry I want 

with my one eye to watch him 

with my one hand to stroke him 

with my one foot to swing his bed 

with my one breast to feed him. 

Let me my breast harden 

and let the castle strengthen. 

 


