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HAPPY YEARS

“I don’t know how your little one can
sleep through this noise!” Sara remarked
to her friend Drana as the two women ar-
ranged pastries on a platter.

“It seems my Agnes can sleep through
anything,” Drana Bojaxhiu laughed. She
had put the two-year-old to bed as their
large house began to fill with visitors. La-
zar, her four-year-old son and Aga, who
was eight, were allowed to stay up later
than usual for the occasion. “It isn’t every
night that we can celebrate our country’s
independence,” Mrs. Bojaxhiu explained to
them.

The year was 1912, and Albania, the
native country of Drana and her husband
Nicholas, had finally won independence
from Serbia. The family’s home in the near-
by city of Skopje, Yugoslavia (today part of
the Republic of Macedonia) had often been
a meeting place for Albanian rebels. Mr. Bo-
jaxhiu also supported them financially.



“Did you notice, Drana? Even our best
tighter Curri is here. Imagine how he feels
today,” Sara mused.

“I don’t have to imagine,” said Drana.
“Just listen.”

The sounds of laughter, singing, and the
mandolin poured into the kitchen. Lazar
burst into the room. “Mom,” he called ex-
citedly, “they’ve built a fire!”

The women rushed to see. The jubilant
men had gathered matchboxes in the center
of the room. A blazing fire reached to the
ceiling, a symbol of their triumph and joy.
The victory party lasted all night. Nicholas
Bojaxhiu had seen his dream of a free Alba-
nia fulfilled.

Mrs. Bojaxhiu went to check on Agnes
and found her still asleep. “Gonxha,” she
whispered, using the family nickname, “so
pink and plump, you are just what your
name means, a rosebud.” The mother gen-
tly pushed dark tendrils away from the
girl’s forehead and kissed it. “You have a
very happy father today,” she said. Drana,
married at sixteen to thirty-four-year-old
Nicholas, called Kole for short, was deeply
in love with her husband.

Kole had more interests than politics.
He was in turn business assistant to a phar-
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macist, a building contractor, and finally
a merchant. Knowing several languages
helped make him a success in the market-
place. Business trips to other countries of-
ten took him away from home.

When Agnes was five, she and her bro-
ther and sister were sitting with their moth-
er one evening, talking.

“Mom, when is Dad coming home?”
Agnes asked. “I miss him.”

Mrs. Bojaxhiu sighed. “We all do,” she
answered. “I expect him this week.”

“Good!” said Lazar. “He always brings
great gifts. Who knows what he’ll find for
us in Egypt!”

“Lazar, is that why you want Father
home—for his gifts?” teased Aga.

“Of course not!” Lazar shook his head
vigorously. “But you know you like his
gifts as much as I do.”

“What I like even better are his stories,”
Aga retorted.

“Yes,” Mrs. Bojaxhiu smiled, “your fa-
ther always manages to have adventures
and meet the most interesting people.”



“Listen,” said Agnes. “Someone’s com-
ing.” Suddenly the door swung open and
in strode Mr. Bojaxhiu, his arms laden with
packages. “Dad!” the three children cried
as they rushed toward him. Mrs. Bojaxhiu
smiled as she helped her husband set the
packages down. He embraced her and then
hugged each child in turn.

“Aga, how’s my right hand? Have you
been a help to your mom?” Mr. Bojaxhiu
asked.

“I tried, Dad,” Aga said.

“She’s been a great help, Kole,” assured
Mrs. Bojaxhiu. “They’ve all been good.”

“I would hope so,” Mr. Bojaxhiu went
on, wagging a finger and trying to look
serious. “Like I always say, ‘Never forget
whose children you are!””

“Lazar!” boomed Mr. Bojaxhiu, clapping
his son on the shoulder, “I think you've
grown another inch.”

He turned and picked up Agnes. “And
you, Gonxha—you look a tad pale. How do
you feel?”

“I've been sick again, Papa,” Agnes ad-
mitted.

“Yes, Kole,” explained Mrs. Bojaxhiu,
“she had the whooping cough.”
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“Well, we'll just have to make you stron-
ger, now won’t we,” Mr. Bojaxhiu said, giv-
ing his youngest a kiss on the cheek.

“Before I forget, Drana,” he went on, “I
met the new priest on my way home and
invited him to dinner tomorrow. I hope
that’s all right.”

“Of course, Kole. We always have room
for one more,” his wife replied. She was
used to hosting archbishops, politicians,
and strangers.

“What about that old woman?” Mr. Bo-
jaxhiu asked. “Has she been coming to din-
ner? And have you all welcomed her with
love?” Mr. Bojaxhiu looked around at his
children.

“Yes, Father.” Three heads bobbed up
and down.

“That’s good.” Mr. Bojaxhiu looked
pleased.

“Now, children, let your father unpack
and freshen up,” Mrs. Bojaxhiu instructed.
“You can open your presents and listen to
his stories after evening prayers.”

“Yes. Wait until you hear what hap-
pened to me on this trip!” Mr. Bojaxhiu
rolled his eyes. His family laughed. “I’ll
tell you all about it later. I also want to
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hear what you’ve been learning at school.
I'm not sending all three of you to Sacred
Heart’s for nothing.”

Mr. Bojaxhiu looked over the children’s
heads at his wife. “It's good to be home
again,” he sighed.

But such happy homecomings were
soon to end. . ..
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