How Marija Jurié¢ Zagorka
became the woman she 1s
today

LLana, Marija i Tomislava (2.D)



Marija stood by the
narrow window as the
first light broke over
the cold hills of
Krapina. Her fingers
were stained with ink,
her nails bitten short.
The house behind her was
silent now, but the
night had not been.
Andrija’ s rage had once
again thundered through
the walls, fueled by
wine and wounded pride.
She had not cried. She
had learned not to.




e The world had long tried
to keep her quiet—priests,
politicians, even her own
family. They had married
her off to a man whose
love was a chain, whose
anger struck faster than
words. But Marija had her
own weapons: her mind, her
pen, and her voice.




She had spent weeks
preparing in secret.
Letters smuggled
under firewood. A bag
hidden beneath
floorboards. And now,
the final piece—the
courage to leave.




That morning, she
moved through the
house like a ghost.
Andrija was still
asleep, his snores
thick with drink. She
took only what she
needed: her coat, her
journal, and the
small satchel holding
her writing and the
letter from a friend
in Zagreb—a woman who
had promised shelter
and a job at the
paper.




e The front door creaked
open, and Marija slipped
out into the dawn. The
frost bit at her skin, but
she welcomed 1t. It
reminded her she was still
alive.




e Andrija told everyone she
was mentally 1l1l. And just
like that, her fate was
sealed in ink and shadows —
she was sent to a mental
hospital in Vrapce.

e [nside the asylum, among
the truly broken and the
unjustly imprisoned, Mari ja
found clarity. The nurses
thought her too quiet, her
eyes too knowing. They
didn’ t trust her mind,
because they couldn’ t
control 1it.




* One night, as storms broke over
Zagreb, Marija slipped from the
ward. A sympathetic doctor—
perhaps one who had seen her
truth behind Andrija’s forged
story—had left the door
unlocked. Or maybe she had
picked the lock with the sharp

edge of her will. She never said.




e She ran barefoot through the
wet streets, hiding in
alleyways and barns, until
she reached the city center.
There, under a borrowed name,
she found work at a
newspaper. Her hands inked
articles that challenged the
men who had once claimed she
had no mind of her own. She
wrote of i1njustice, of
women s rights, of
corruption—and signed them
/agorka, the woman from the
Zagorje hills who no longer

Z AGORK A T B R




Why did we choose this story?

* We chose this story because it
inspired her to start writing
about women as heroes.
Women still experience violence
in marriages and relationships,
and this should encourage them
and show them that they are not
alone and that there is always a
way out of such situations.



The end.



