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Alija Izetbegović (1925-2003) the first Chairman of the Presidency of Bosnia and Herzegovina (1990-2000).
Perhaps more than any other person he is considered as the national founder of modern Bosniaks and the
person most instrumental in the revival of their true identity.
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257.1a “Camdzi Mujo i lijepa Umma”\fn{by Umihana Cuvidina (1794-1870)} Sarajevo, Bosnia & Herzegovina (F) 1
"Vino piju age Sarajlije,
vino piju Zasavicu biju,
ranjenici mladi podvikuju.
Svaki veli: "Jallah moja majko,
Camdzi Mujo: "Jallah moja Ummo!"
Camdzi Mujo druzini govori:
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"Ah, druzino, moja braco draga!
Kada meni sudjen danak dodje,
sudjen danak i umrli sahat,
ufat'te mi konja lastavicu,
i na konju zelenu dolamu!
U dolami, u dzepu desnome,
u njemu je prsten i jabuka,
u zadzepku mrko ogledalo,
podajte ga mojoj Umihani,
nek' se ogleda, a mene ne gleda,
nek' se udaje, a mene ne ceka!
A ja cu se junak ozeniti,
crnom zemljom i zelenom travom.
Ako bude roda gospodskoga,
zalit ce me tri godine dana;
Ako bude roda hojratskoga,
nece zalit' ni tri b'jela dana!"
To izusti, pa dusicu ispusti,
i umrije zalosna mu majka!
Ufatise konja lastavicu,
i na konju zelenu dolamu.
Kad su dosli seher Sarajevu,
uzimaju prsten i jabuku,
dadose ga dilber Umihani.
Desila se roda gospodskoga,
zalila ga tri godine dana:
Za godinu lice ne umila,
a za drugu se ne nasmijala,
a za trecu kosu ne oplela.
Kad nastala cetvrta godina,
rusu kosu rukom odrezala,
pa je salje daji na kapiju.
Dajo joj je kosu pozlatio,
dajinica biserom okitila,
pa je mece gradu na kapiju:
"Ova kosa u devletu rasla,
u golemu jadu odrezana:
Il' je majka ukopala sina,
il' sestrica brata jedinoga?
Il' djevojka svoga sudjenika?
Nit' je majka ukopala sina,
ni sestrica brata jedinoga,
vec djevojka svoga sudjenika,
sto ga nece steci dovijeka!"
Govori joj ostarjela majka:
"Sto ti zalis tudjina junaka,
Nije ti ga majcica rodila?"
"Luda ti si, moja mila majko!
Da si mi ga i triput rodila,
ja ga ne bih ovol'ko zalila,
ko sto zalim tudjina junaka,
ja ga necu steci dovijeka!"
1819
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209.15 The Vizier’s Elephant\fn{by Ivo Andric (1892-1975)} Docu, Bosnia, Bosnia & Herzegovina (M) 18
1
When the news reached Travnik of the impending transfer of their Vizier, Mehmed Ruzhdi Pasha, the
Travnichani were full of concern, and not without reason. Ruzhdi Pasha was a jovial fellow, not given to
worrying; lighthearted by nature and sloppy in business, he was so good that neither Travnik nor Bosnia felt his
presence. But wise and shrewd people had been uneasy for some time now, instinctively feeling that this situation
could not last. Now they were really upset, and on two counts: because of the good Vizier who was leaving, and
because of the unknown one who was to replace him. And immediately they sought to discover as much as they
could about their new ruler.
Many a stranger wondered why the Travnichani made so many inquiries about every new vizier, and ridiculed
them for it, attributing their curiosity to conceit and their habit of getting involved in important state affairs. But it
was neither curiosity nor pride that led the Travnichani to inquire about the most minute physical and moral traits
and eccentricities of every new vizier, but, rather, their long experience and dire need.
In the long line of viziers, there had been many types, wise and humane, careless and indifferent, amusing and
sinful. But there were also the evil ones, about whom stories were later told which concealed the worst and the
most important details, just as people out of superstitious fear do not mention illnesses and evil things by name.
An ill-tempered vizier was a burden to all of Bosnia, but especially to Travnik, its capital; for elsewhere in Bosnia
he ruled with a stranger’s hand, whereas here he ruled personally, with his own hand, his unknown disposition, his
retinue, and his servants.
The Travnichani would inquire right and left, spend money, stand people to drinks, simply in order to learn
some little thing about the man who was to be their vizier. Sometimes they would pay large sums to allegedly
well-informed people, only to realize later that they were all frauds and liars. But they never considered the
money wasted, for the lies told about a man are sometimes as revealing as the truth. Experienced and shrewd as
they were, the Travnichani were frequently able to extract from the lies grains of truth of which the deceivers
themselves had been unaware. If nothing else, a lie could serve as a point of departure for further speculation; and
once the truth was known, the lies could be set aside easily enough.
The old Travnichani say, and not without good reason, that there are three towns in Bosnia in which wise
people live. And they hasten to add that one town, the wisest of all three, is Travnik. As a rule, however, they
neglect to mention what the other two are.
This time, too, the Travnichani had managed to gather quite a bit of information about the new Vizier.
For one thing, his name was Sayid Ali Jelaludin Pasha. Born in Adrianople, he was an educated man; on
completing his schooling he was to become an imam among the poor of Adrianople; but he left suddenly, went to
Stambul, and joined the military administration. In Stambul he gained a reputation by skillfully tracking down
thieves and dishonest merchants, punishing them severely and mercilessly. The story went that on one occasion he
caught a Jew selling diluted and unusable tar to a military shipyard. Having investigated the matter and having
received the professional opinion of two army quartermasters, he ordered that the Jew be drowned in his own tar.
However, it did not happen that way. The Jew had been caught in the fraud, it is true, and had been asked to
appear before a commission which was to examine on the spot the quality of the tar. The merchant hopped about a
wooden basin filled with tar, trying to explain his innocence, while Jelaludin Effendi sat motionless, glaring at
him. Unable to remove himself from Jelaludin’s gaze or to turn his own eyes away from him, no longer knowing
what he was saying or where he was putting his feet, the unfortunate merchant slipped, fell into the basin, and
disappeared quickly, proving the tar indeed too watery.
That was the way it actually happened. But Jelaludin Effendi had no objection to the more fantastic and
horrible version of the story, nor to the circulation of so many other tales about his cruelty. He wisely calculated
that he would gain the reputation of a “strong-willed man,” and thus attract the attention of the Grand Vizier. And
he was not mistaken.
All reasonable people, observing his work in the army quickly realized that Jelaludin Effendi was not, in fact,
ever much concerned with justice, or with the inviolability of the state treasury, but that what he did was done out
of an irresistible impulse and an inborn urge to judge, punish, torture and kill, and that law and state interests
served only as a pretext and a welcome excuse. The Grand Vizier in Stambul was doubtless aware of this trait in
Jelaludin’s character, but crumbling institutions and authorities, lacking new blood and inner strength, need
exactly such people.
This was the beginning of Jelaludin’s rise. From then on things took their own course, following the necessities
of a weak and feeble society, in decline because of the very forces that had brought about Jelaludin’s success in
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the world. His rise culminated in his appointment as the vizier of Bitol.
In Bitol a group of noble Turkish families had gained power, and governed there quite independently, each
ruling its own territory; they warred among themselves and recognized no higher authority. It would seem that
Jelaludin accomplished his task in Bitol to his superior’s satisfaction, for a year later he was appointed vizier of
Bosnia, where the decaying and downtrodden nobility had long since lost both the power to rule and the ability to
obey. This proud but rebellious breed had to be subdued and conquered. Jelaludin Pasha was appointed to do just
that.
“A sharp saber in a fast and unmerciful hand is about to descend on you,” was the message sent to the Travnik
nobles by a friend and informant in Stambul. He also described how Jelaludin Pasha had dealt with the Bitol
nobles.
“As soon as he had arrived in Bitol, Jelaludin summoned the leading men and ordered that each cut an oak
stake at least three feet long, write his name on it, and bring it to his quarters, the konak. As though spellbound,
the nobles obeyed the humiliating order. Only one of them did not respond, determined to run away into the forest
with several of his men rather than do such a shameful thing. But the Vizier’s soldiers cut him to pieces before
any of his relatives could come to the rescue. Then the Pasha had the stakes driven into the earth in his yard, until
it looked like a little forest. Once again he assembled all the nobles in his yard and told them that now each one of
them ‘knew his place,’ and that in case of even the slightest resistance in the district, he would impale them all on
the stakes—which were arranged in alphabetical order.”
The Travnichani accepted this story and yet again did not. In the past thirty years they had heard a great many
black and strange reports and had seen even blacker and stranger things, so that for them even the strongest words
had lost clarity and the power of conviction. To believe anything, they had to see it with their own eyes. They
were full of these thoughts when, at last, the new Vizier reached Travnik.
There was nothing about the manner of his arrival that would justify the stories spread about him. Other
horrible viziers had entered the town boisterously, sumptuously, intending to frighten people to death by their
mere appearance; but Jelaludin Pasha had entered the city at night, unnoticed, and was simply there in Travnik
one morning in February. Everyone knew he was there, though no one had seen him as yet.
But when the Vizier received the town nobility and when they saw and heard him, there was yet another
surprise. Contrary to reports, the Vizier was still a young man, between thirty-five and forty, with reddish-brown
hair, pale skin, and a small head on a tall, thin body. His face was shaven, oval, and somehow childlike, with an
inconspicuous reddish-brown mustache and rounded cheeks which evenly reflected light, like those of a porcelain
doll. And in that light-skinned, fair-haired face, there were two brown, almost black, and somewhat uneven eyes,
frequently shadowed by long, very light and reddish lashes, which gave his whole face a strange, stiff expression,
as if it were breaking into a smile. But as soon as the lashes were raised it was clear from his dark eyes that the
impression was deceptive and that there was no trace of a smile on that face. A tiny, pale mouth, a doll’s mouth,
opened only a trifle as he spoke, and the upper lip never moved, suggesting a row of bad and chipped teeth behind
it.
When the Turkish nobles, the begs, gathered to exchange impressions and opinions after the first visit with the
Vizier, many were inclined to judge this man (whom fate would not make an imam) a little less harshly; they
underrated him and concluded that the advance warnings had been much exaggerated. But several more
experienced and subtle men, who “knew the times well,” kept silent, with a fixed look in their eyes, not daring,
even in their own minds, to come to any full or final judgment, but sensing that into their midst there had come an
unusual man and a villain of a very special kind.
*
Jelaludin Pasha arrived in Travnik at the beginning of February, and the slaughter of the begs took place in the
middle of March. By proclamation of the Sultan, Jelaludin summoned all the Turkish begs and all the
distinguished leaders and town officials from all over Bosnia to an important gathering in Travnik. Exactly forty
were asked to come. Thirteen did not show up, some out of shrewdness and because they sensed trouble, others
out of traditional family pride, which proved this time to be as valuable as shrewdness.
Of the twenty-seven, seventeen were executed on the spot, right there in the konak yard; the remaining ten
were sent to Stambul the following day, linked together by a chain attached to iron bands round their necks.
There were no witnesses, and it is impossible to determine how so many experienced and distinguished people
fell into a trap of this kind, to be slaughtered, like sheep, in the middle of Travnik, without any resistance or
protest. The slaughter of the begs, carried out with deliberation and in cold blood before the Vizier’s own eyes,
with no respect for form, and in a manner never before employed by a vizier, appeared in the eyes of the people as
an ugly dream and a form of black magic.
From that time on, opinion of Jelaludin Pasha, who had become popularly known as the Jelaliya among the
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Travnichani, was uniform, a rare occurrence indeed. Prior to that, every evil vizier had been described as the
worst of them all (which applied even to those who were not quite so bad). But of the present one they no longer
said anything. For between the worst and this Jelaliya there was a long and horrible road, and along that road, out
of fear, people lost their power of speech and memory, and the ability to compare and come up with a word that
would best define Jelaliya, who he was and what he was.
*
The month of April passed in cold astonishment and mute anticipation of what would happen next, if anything
could happen after this debacle.
Then, in the first days of May, the Vizier acquired an elephant.
When people in Turkey reached high positions and gained power and wealth, they often developed an interest
in unusual animals, an interest resembling the passion for hunting, but a perverted passion that precludes physical
effort. Thus, in the past, viziers had brought to Travnik a number of beasts never before seen here: a monkey, a
parrot, a Persian cat. One of them even had a young panther, but it seems that the Travnik climate was not suitable
to this kind of tiger. After the panther’s initial outburst and a brief demonstration of his bloodthirsty nature, the
beast stopped growing altogether. It is also true, of course, that the Vizier’s retainers, who had nothing better to
do, were in the habit of watering the animal with powerful rakiya and stuffing it with sweets of esran and afion.
As time went on, the panther, by now a sickly beast, lost all his teeth. His fur lost its sheen and began shedding.
Fattened and stunted, he lay in the yard unguarded and harmless, purring in the sun, while roosters pecked at him
and unruly puppies abused him. And the following winter the animal died the natural and disreputable death of an
ordinary Travnik tomcat.
Yes, in the past, too, fierce, eccentric viziers had brought with them strange animals, but judging by
eccentricity and fierceness, this particular Jelaliya should have brought a whole herd of fearful beasts, such as are
seen only in pictures or described in stories. Therefore, the Travnichani were little surprised when it was learned
that the Vizier was expecting an elephant.
The elephant came from Africa. Young, snappy, and not yet fully grown, he was but two years old. These
details, as well as other information, had preceded the elephant into Travnik. Indeed, in Travnik everything was
known: how he traveled, how he was looked after by his numerous escort, how he was transported and fed, and
how he was received by the authorities along the way. And the Travnichani referred to him by the Turkish word
fil, which means elephant.
The fil was on his way, lumbering along at a slow pace, even though he was still a young fil, no bigger than a
good Bosnian ox. This whimsical baby elephant was causing a peck of trouble to his escort. Sometimes the fil
refused to eat and simply lay in the grass, closing his eyes, hiccupping and belching, while his entourage was in a
state of frenzy lest something happen to the Vizier’s elephant; then he slyly opened one eye, glanced around him,
leaped up, and, furiously wagging his short tail, broke into a run, going so fast that the guards could hardly keep
up with him.
And then again he would refuse to move. The guards pushed and pulled him; they tried to persuade him to
move in all the languages under the sun, they baby-talked to him, they cursed him discreetly. Some even secretly
pinched him in the soft area under the tail, but all in vain. Then they harnessed some oxen commandeered from
the peasants to a special low cart called a tehtervan, and ended up by carrying the elephant in this manner through
Bosnia.
No one could decipher his moods. And the Bosnians among the guards kept their jaws clenched tight lest they
give away their thoughts about all the elephants and all the viziers of this world, and cursed the day they had been
assigned to the bodyguard of this creature that Bosnia had never seen.
Every member of the elephant’s party, from the highest ranking to the lowest, was worried and ill-humored.
The thought of the Vizier’s reaction to failure made them shudder with fright; their only comfort was in the
confusion and fear they themselves spread wherever they passed, as well as the booty to which they were entitled
in the name of the Vizier’s pet.
The scene was much the same in each town and village through which they passed. When the procession
entered a. Bosnian kasaba, which is to say a small town, the children would run out to meet it, laughing and gaily
calling to one another. Older people would assemble in the square to see this miracle of miracles, but as soon as
they spotted the somber faces of the guards and heard the name of Jelaludin Vizier, voices died down, faces froze,
and everyone sought the quickest path home, trying to convince themselves that they had been nowhere and seen
nothing. Local officials, army officers, muhtars, and police, whose duty compelled them not to do otherwise, paid
their respects to the Vizier’s pet with fear and awe. Not daring to ask why or what for, they ruthlessly and quickly
extracted from the townspeople whatever the entourage demanded. Some of them approached the party with
flattering smiles, not the guards alone, but also the young elephant; affably observing the young animal and not
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quite knowing what to say to him, they stroked their beards and murmured, but so the guards could hear them:
“Mashallah, mashallah! Knock on wood”
But deep down in their hearts they feared lest something happen to the elephant while on their territory, and
waited impatiently for the hour when this whole assemblage, together with the monster, would cross into the
neighboring district, under someone else’s jurisdiction. And after the procession had left, they heaved a mute sigh
of relief and of long-accumulated disgust for everything, a sigh that the “sultan’s men” occasionally heave, but in
such a fashion that not even the black earth could hear it, let alone a live man.
And the people, too, the little men and women who were nothing and had nothing, could not speak publicly
and freely about what they had seen. It was only behind the closed doors of their homes that they made fun of the
elephant and sneered at the expense and care with which, like a relic, the Vizier’s animal was being transported.
Only the children, ignoring every warning and propriety, talked freely, made bets about the length of the
elephant’s trunk, the thickness of his legs, and the size of his ears. On playgrounds, spotted with grass that was
just beginning to show, the children played “the fil and his escort.” One child is the elephant; he walks on four
legs, swaying his head, on which a trunk and big floppy ears are to be imagined. The others are his escort, illnatured and boorish servants and guards. One of the boys plays the role of the local judge, and with a great deal of
true fear and false charm approaches the would-be elephant and, stroking his beard, murmurs:
“Mashallah, mashallah! What a pretty animal! Yá, yá, God’s own gift!” And he acted so well that all the
children roared with laughter, including the would-be elephant.
When the fil and his party approached Sarajevo, they were received according to the venerable customs
applied to traveling viziers, who, on their way to Travnik, did not enter the town itself, but stopped at nearby
Goritsa for two nights at the most, while the city of Sarajevo sent up everything that was desired, food and drink,
candles and fuel. The fil and his party spent one night at Goritsa. But the citizens of Sarajevo showed very little
interest in this strange beast. (Many of their families were in mourning following the recent slaughter carried out
by the Vizier.) The proud and rich Sarajevo citizens, who were suspicious of the Vizier and of everything
connected with him, sent a messenger up to inquire how large the party was so that they might deliver whatever
was needed. Nothing for the elephant, however, for this was what they said:
“We know what the firs Vizier eats, but we do not know what is fed to the Vizier’s fil, and if we knew his
nature we would send what is necessary.”
*
So from town to town the fil crossed half of Bosnia and finally arrived in Travnik without major mishaps. The
elephant’s reception by the town fittingly demonstrated the people’s feelings about the Vizier. Some turned their
backs and appeared as though they knew nothing and noticed nothing; some hesitated between fear and curiosity;
others tried to devise ways of showing such esteem for the Vizier’s elephant that an impression would be made on
the right people. And lastly, there were the poor, who did not care much about viziers or elephants, and who
viewed this as they did everything else, from only one standpoint: how they could acquire, at least once in a
lifetime, if even for a short time, everything they or those close to them most needed.
The few exceptionally eager citizens who wanted to please the Vizier by greeting his elephant hesitated to do
so, and most of them ended up by staying discreetly at home. For one never knows what turn things may take,
they thought, and what harm and disaster may come of it. Who can anticipate and guess the disposition and
willfulness of the Sultan’s men? This may explain the absence of large crowds and the emptiness of the streets the
day the fil entered Travnik.
In the narrow Travnik charshiya, the town’s market street, the fil looked much larger than he really was, and
much more awesome and outlandish, for as people watched the animal, they were thinking not of him but of the
Vizier. And many of those who merely caught a glimpse of the fil in the procession, adorned with fresh green
branches, afterward vied with each other, at coffeehouses and at home among the women at their spinning, in
telling lies about the fearful appearance and unusual qualities of this creature of the Vizier’s.
Now this is surprising, for here, as elsewhere in the world, the eye easily sees what the mind imagines. And
then again our people cherish more and like better their own stories about reality than the reality about which the
stories are told.
No one could gather any information as to how the fil was accommodated at the Vizier’s quarters, the konak, or
how he spent his first few days in Travnik, for even if there had been someone with the courage to ask, there was
certainly no one with the courage to answer.
But what the Travnichani cannot learn legitimately, they know how to make up, and what they are not allowed
to say, they whisper bravely and with persistence. The fil grew in the people’s fancy, acquired nicknames that
sounded neither pretty nor polite, even when whispered, let alone when written down. Even so, the fil was not
only talked about, but written about too.
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The priest of Dolats, Fra Mato Mikich, wrote to his friend Father Superior of the Guchegorski Monastery,
informing of the elephant’s arrival, but mysteriously, and partly in Latin, using quotations from the Apocalypse
about the great beastt. (“Et vidi bestiam …”) At the same time he sent his regular report on the situation at the
konak, in Travnik, and in Bosnia.
“As you know,” Fra Mato wrote, “some of our people, witnessing the slaughter of the Turkish begs, believed
that some good might come of it for the rayah, for our fools think that someonelse’s misfortune must necessarily
mean their good. You can freely tell your people—so they will know now, since they had not known before—that
nothing will come of it. The only news is that ‘a beast has acquired a beast’ and that idle people tell tales about it
and talk nonsense. As for reforms and improvements, there are none and there never shall be any.”
And, carefully mixing Latin words with ours, as in a code, Fra Mato ended his letter:
“Et sic Bosna ut antea neuregiena sine lege vagatur et vagabitur forte until the day of judgment.” (And thus
Bosnia, disorganized and lawless as ever, wanders and will wander until the day of judgment.)
*
And indeed, days went by, but there was not a word from the konak on any subject, not even the elephant. Ever
since the gates closed behind the fil—that monster of the Travnik tales—he sank into the great konak, vanished
without a trace, as though he had become one with the invisible Vizier.
The Vizier hardly ever left the konak. The Travnichani saw him only on rare occasions; this simple fact was in
itself frightening, gave rise to various conjectures, and became another means of spreading fear. From the very
start, the charshiya had been extremely anxious to learn a few more details about the Vizier, anything about his
way of life, his habits, his passions, his likes and dislikes, so as to gain access to some door through which he
could be approached.
The only information a well-paid informant from the konak could give them about the reserved, silent Vizier
was that so far as the passions were concerned he had none. He lived modestly, smoked a little, drank even less,
ate with moderation, dressed simply; he sought neither money nor fame and was neither lecherous nor avaricious.
Like most truths, this, too, was difficult to believe. On hearing the report, impatient Travnichani mockingly
asked: If the man who lives at the konak is such a. lamb, who was it then that slaughtered so many people in our
Bosnia?
Even so, the report was correct. The Vizier’s only passion, if it can be called that, was collecting pencils, fine
paper, and ink stands.
In his collection was paper from all over the world—China, Venice, France, Holland, Germany. There were
inkstands in different sizes, made of metal, jade, and of specially treated leather. The Vizier himself did not do
much writing, since he was not particularly skilled in the art of calligraphy, but he passionately collected samples
of beautiful writing and kept them folded in leather cases or in round boxes made of fine wood.
The Vizier was particularly proud of his collection of kaléms, those pencils used in the East in place of a quill.
They were made of reed grass, most often of bamboo, pointed and split at the top in the shape of a pen. Sitting
there, absent-minded and still, the Vizier would roll the pencils gently from one hand into another—pencils of all
kinds, colors, and sizes. There were pale-yellow pencils, almost white, reddish and purple pencils, and others
black and shiny like tempered steel, all of them in natural hues; some were slim and completely smooth, like
metal strips, others were thick as thumbs with knotty joints. Many reflected the strange play of nature; a kalem
would end in a shoot shaped like a human skull, while the knots at the bamboo joints resembled human eyes. The
whole Turkish Empire, Persia, and Egypt were represented with at least one sample in this collection of over eight
hundred kalems, of which not one looked like any other. None of them were of the ordinary kind bought by the
dozen, and some were wholly unique in color and shape; the Vizier kept those wrapped in special elongated boxes
of Chinese lacquer.
In a large room, enveloped in a deep silence, one could hear nothing for hours but the shuffling of paper and
the tinkling of the kalems in the Vizier’s hands. He measured them and compared them to one another; he wrote
stylized letters using oversized initials in different colored inks; then he would wipe and clean the pencils with
special sponges and put them back in their places in the large collection.
It was in this manner that Sayid Ali Jelaludin Pasha passed the long hours in Travnik. And while the Vizier
spent whole days over his pencils, completely immersed in this innocent occupation, the whole of Bosnia was
asking with hidden fear and unacknowledged concern: What is the Vizier doing and planning? Everyone was
inclined to believe the worst and to see in the Vizier’s constraint and silence a vague danger aimed at their
families and themselves. And since everyone had a different picture of the Vizier, everyone imagined him at a
different job, and it was always huge and bloody.
But the kalems were not the Vizier’s only entertainment. Every day he paid a visit to the elephant, examining
him carefully from all sides, tossing some grass or fruit to him, quietly calling him funny names, but never
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touching the animal with his hand.
Such was the information the charshiya had about its invisible Vizier; too little for the charshiya. His passion
for pencils and paper was neither credible nor quite comprehensible. His possession of the elephant was more
understandable and somehow more familiar. Especially since the elephant soon began to appear before their
amazed eyes.
2
Before long the fil was indeed taken out; this had to happen because once the elephant had recovered from the
effects of the long journey and had begun to eat well again, the konak became too small for him. Everyone had
known that it would be impossible to keep a young elephant in a stable like a calf, but no one had realized that the
animal would be so restless and moody.
It was easy to get the fil to take a walk, since he craved open space and greenery, but it was difficult to look
after him and restrain him. On his second outing he suddenly started running across the shallow river Lashva,
lifting his trunk high up for joy, splashing water around him on all sides. And then later, running along the garden
fences, he would press his trunk against the pickets as if to determine how well they had been hammered together;
and reaching high up into the trees he would bend and crush the branches. The servants chased after him, but by
this time he had gone back into the Lashva and was playfully sprinkling them as well as himself with water.
A few days later the servants concluded that the fil should be taken out on a leash; of course a pretty one and in
good taste. Around his neck was placed a firm collar made of leather lined with red cloth decorated with glittering
spangles and tinkling bells. Long chains were attached to each side of the collar, which were held by two servants.
A tall, imposing mulatto with slanted eyes strutted in front. He served as a kind of coach or trainer to the young
elephant, and was the only one who, with a movement of his hand, a cry, or a glance, could exercise any influence
over him. The people called him Filfil.
At the start the fil was taken to the hills around the konak, but later these walks were extended until at last he
was led through the town itself. The first time they marched the fil through the charshiya, the townspeople
behaved as they had on the day of his arrival in Travnik; they were reserved, frightened, but seemingly indifferent.
The walks grew more frequent and soon became a regular event. In time the fil familiarized himself with the
charshiya and began to display his real nature.
The moment the fir and his party appeared at one end of the charshiya, there was excitement and alarm. Dogs,
the numerous charshiya dogs, became restless and confused as they sniffed the strange beast, who was outside of
all their experience, and left their positions around the butcher shops. Those which had grown old and fat
withdrew silently, but the younger, thinner, quicker ones barked with venom and violence through the fences or
some hole in the wall, as though to deafen their own fear. The cats, too, were nervous, crossing the street and
crawling against the walls and up the vines, climbing onto the wooden balconies or even up to the roofs. The
hens, which were gathered around the market place, pecking away at their share of the oat sacks spread out for the
village horses, clucking and fluttering, flew across the tall fences. Quacking, the ducks waddled awkwardly,
falling off the walls into the stream.
The peasants’ horses were exceptionally terrified of the fil. Otherwise patient and enduring, these small, brown,
hairy Bosnian ponies, whose soft eyes seemed to peer through their forelocks with quiet joy, simply lost their
senses as soon as they so much as caught a glimpse of the fil or heard the tinkling of his bells. They snapped their
harnesses, threw off their loads and packsaddles, and ran, kicking violently with their hind legs at the invisible
enemy. The desperate peasants ran, too, calling their giddy horses by name, hoping to calm them down and halt
them. (There is something very painful in the image of a peasant who, with his legs and arms outstretched, runs
out and stands in front of his raving horse and, with that little bit of reason he possesses, tries to be wiser than
both his witless animal and those maniacs who had out of sheer insolence taken the monster into the charshiya.
The town children, and in particular the little gypsies, ran from the side streets and, hiding at the corners of the
houses, watched the strange animal with fear and sweet excitement. And with every day the children grew more
daring and more enterprising; they shouted, whistled, and pushed each other, laughing and screaming, out into the
main street and into the path of the elephant.
Concealed behind the wooden grilles of balconies and windows, women and girls watched the fil in his red
adornment, accompanied by the strong well-dressed men of the Vizier’s retinue. Three or four of them would
flock together behind a grille, whispering, making jokes about the unusual animal, tickling one another, and
giggling under their breath. Mothers and mothers-in-law would not let their pregnant daughters near the window
for fear the children they carried might take after the monster.
But it was even worse on a market day. In their panic, horses, cattle, and sheep almost broke their legs. Peasant
women from the nearby villages, in their long white dresses, with white kerchiefs handsomely wound round their
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heads, fled with long strides into side streets, crossing themselves and squealing with fear and excitement.
Swaying and tottering, the fil moved ponderously through all this commotion while his escort pranced around
him, jumping up and down, laughing and shrieking. All this was so new and unusual that at times it seemed as if
everything was moving to the accompaniment of some strange inaudible music and that the fil’s procession was
accompanied not by little bells and laughter and the screeching of his guards and the gypsies, but by drums,
cymbals, and instruments of unknown shape and origin.
The fil stomped with his heavy, strong legs, shifting his weight from one foot to another with a light, quiet
rhythm, like any other young creature which has much more energy than he needs to carry and move his body, so
that all the surplus turns into whimsy and play.
Having already made himself at home in the charshiya, the fil’s insolence daily grew more pronounced, and he
carried out his intentions with all the more cunning and persistence; no one as yet could suspect or anticipate
those caprices, so full of devilish slyness and almost human malice (at least such was the interpretation of the
excited and offended charshiya). Now he would upset some poor devil’s basket full of plums, and then he would
fling his trunk and knock down all the pitchforks and rakes which a peasant had propped against the wall to
display them for sale at the market.
The people got out of his way as though before the inevitable, swallowed their rage, and quietly suffered the
damage to their goods. The pastry cook Veysil tried to defend himself. The fil extended his trunk toward the
circular board on which the cakes were displayed, but Veysil was faster and he threatened the animal with a heavy
rolling pin. The elephant indeed withdrew his trunk. But then that Filfil, who was tough and strong, with long
arms like a monkey’s, ran over and gave Veysil a slap on the face the like of which no one in Travnik could
remember. By the time the pastry cook had regained his senses the fil and his escort had already disappeared, and
Veysil found himself surrounded by men splashing him with water. There were four thick bruises on his cheek as
well as a bloodstained mark from the ring Filfil wore on his middle finger. And everyone said that judging by
what could have happened the pastry cook had fared well.
In fact, the fil’s retinue plagued the charshiya more than the fil himself, senseless and strange animal that he
was. The fil’s chief keeper, that Filfil, whose real name no one knew, with his long arms and his inhuman face,
was always there. Then there were two soldiers as escort, and an idle courtier or two from the konak who came
along to enjoy the spectacle of the frightened crowds, the chaos, the general confusion, the comic scenes and the
laughter they inspired. The charshiya had known well and for a long time the special fury of low-ranking and
subordinate officials in this land of unstable laws and evil masters. Indeed, the old Travnichani used to say: Evil
masters are bad enough, but even worse are their servants and bootlickers.
The animal was not restrained in any way; on the contrary, he was encouraged and incited to disorder. The idle
and the gypsies would get ready early in the morning for the fil’s procession, to enjoy the jokes and the
misadventures that followed. And they were never disappointed.
One day the fil paused, wiggled a little, as though in thought, and then approached the shop of Avdaga
Zlatarevich (a small merchant, but a respected citizen), leaned with the rear of his body against a wooden post on
which the front of the shop rested, and scratched himself violently and for a long time. The wooden shop rocked
and the joints creaked. Avdaga vanished through a little door that led into the storeroom, constructed of stone; the
retinue stood and waited for the fil to finish scratching himself; the townspeople laughed.
The following day, angry and bitter, Avdaga retreated into his storeroom well before the fil arrived. The
elephant went directly to the front of his shop, approached the same wooden post, but instead of scratching
himself, spread his hind legs a little and passed water, loudly and plentifully, in front of Avdaga’s very door. Then
he shook several times, exercising the muscles of his back, raised his ears playfully, and continued on his way
with his slow solemn stride.
The gypsies, following at ten paces, giggled and made rude remarks, and the guards patted the elephant on the
behind.
There were days when the fil went through the charshiya and nothing unusual happened; and there were days
when they took him to another part of town instead. But the people of the charshiya were so accustomed to the
excitement and to the fil’s tantrums that they told stories about him even when nothing happened. The idle ones,
who were there day in and day out to watch the elephant, talked and talked.
“The fil wasn’t around yesterday,” said one of them. “He wasn’t here, but do you know what happened in the
gypsy quarter?” said one Karishik, an alcoholic and a gossip.
“What, what happened?” asked two men, forgetting that Karishik had established for himself the reputation of
being the greatest liar in and around Travnik.
“A pregnant gypsy took one look at the fil and miscarried right then and there, that’s what happened. It doesn’t
matter whether I tell you or not, but that’s what happened! A woman with child in her eighth month stepped out to
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rinse a pot, when for some reason she looked up the alley and saw the fil heading straight toward her. And the
woman dropped the pot, and as she screamed “Ou!” she folded up like a Turkish lantern. And there was a pool of
blood right there. So both she and the premature baby were taken into the house. The woman did not come
around, the child did; it was alive and healthy—but dumb, not a peep out of it. Fear made it dumb! Yá, that was it,
my brother!”
All Karishik’s stories ended with this “yá, my brother,” an expression that served as a kind of trademark for
each one of his stories and lies. The idle dispersed and began to spread the story, most of them neglecting to
mention that it originated with Karishik the gypsy. And the charshiya sizzled, anticipating the next day’s visit by
the fil, or at any rate some new story about him, true or false.
It is not difficult to imagine how Travnik shopkeepers and merchants felt; they were the calmest, most
dignified businessmen in Bosnia, serious, stiff, conceited, and proud of the cleanness and order of the community.
And the troubles with the fil grew; what is more, no one could see an end to them. Who can tell what goes on
in the mind of an animal, even our Bosnian animals, let alone one brought from the alien outside world? Who
could guess just what tortures the fil may have endured? But the charshiya was not in the habit of philosophizing
about the problems of others, but confined its thought to matters concerning its own order and interests. While the
empire creaked, groaned, and was bursting on all sides and Bosnia was living from hand to mouth, slovenly, full
of fear and apprehension, and while the begs were in mourning and devising means of avenging themselves, this
charshiya could think of nothing but the fil, and saw in him its chief enemy.
Out of tradition as well as conviction, these people protected animals, even the harmful ones, fed dogs, cats,
and pigeons, and never even killed vermin. But this rule did not apply to the Vizier’s elephant. They had designs
on his life and hated him as one hates a human enemy.
*
But as the days and weeks went by the fil grew bigger and bigger, ever more frisky and restless. At times he
would race wildly through the Travnik charshiya, just as he had raced, when still a suckling, over the African
plain, through the lush, tough grass that whipped him from all sides and awakened his young blood and boundless
appetite; he raced as though looking for something, and not finding it, he would wheel about and demolish
everything within reach. The fil had a craving for something; perhaps for playmates of his own age and strength.
His molars began to grow, increasing his restlessness and creating an irresistible urge to gnaw at things, bite
whatever he could reach; and the charshiya saw in this behavior the spirit of the Jelaliya as well as hundreds of
other machinations.
At times the fil romped tamely and cheerfully, paying attention to no one, touching nothing, playfully
whacking himself on the head with his own trunk. Then again he would pause in the middle of the charshiya and,
standing still, his trunk hanging limp with sadness, his eyes downcast, he would look lost and discouraged. Even
so, the men standing in front of the shops would nudge one another mischievously.
“Do you know who this fil reminds me of?” asked a silversmith of his neighbor.
“Who?”
“Of the Vizier! His spitting image,” the silversmith went on with conviction, although he himself had never
had the courage to look up when the Vizier rode past his shop. And the neighbor, without looking at the animal,
concluded that this was indeed possible, and, spitting to one side, mumbled something ugly about the Vizier and
the fil’s mother.
Such was their hatred! And when the charshiya’s hatred is centered on one object it never abandons it, but
concentrates on it with increasing intensity, and as time goes on the hatred changes its form and shape, outgrows
its origins entirely, and develops a life of its own. The original object becomes secondary, leaving only its name;
the hatred crystallizes, feeds on itself according to its own laws and needs, and becomes powerful, cunning, and
passionate, like some evil love, finding new food and encouragement in everything, creating sources of ever
greater hatred. And once the charshiya begins to hate someone, he has to fall, sooner or later, under the invisible
and malicious burden of the hatred; there is no salvation for him, unless he were to raze the charshiya to the
ground and destroy the charshiya people root and branch.
Their hatred is blind and deaf, but it is not dumb. They do not say much while in the charshiya, for a Jelaliya is
a Jelaliya, but in the evening when they get together in front of their houses, the tongues loosen, the imaginations
surge. And the weather helped it along. Autumn was advancing. The nights were still beautiful. The dark skies
were rich with low stars which were constantly breaking off and falling, and meteors streaked the horizon, each
one shaking the whole sky like a sheet.
On the steep hillsides fires were burning. The last of the preserves were being put up for the winter. People
moved around and sat by the fires, working or talking. And everywhere there were jokes and storytelling, and fruit
and nuts, coffee and tobacco, and almost everywhere—rakiya. But there was no fire and no gathering at which the
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talk did not come around to the Vizier and his elephant.
“Look, we’ve had enough of this!”
Most of their conversations began with these words. Many a time over the years and centuries had these words
been heard in the Travnik charshiya. There was no generation that had not had enough, and several times in a
lifetime at that. One could not determine with certainty at what point, indeed, they had had enough and at what
point they had the right to utter these words, which are like a deep sigh or a silent cry forced through the teeth,
always relentless and true for those who utter them.
The same problem was discussed in different ways around different fires. There were some fires around which
young men sat, talking chiefly about girls and courting, games and tavern exploits. There were other fires around
which the petty craftsmen and merchants of the charshiya were gathered. And, lastly, there were the small groups
of big landowners, rich businessmen, and those of good family.
Two young men were sitting around one of the fires. The host was Shecheragich, and his guest, Gluhbegovich.
The host was a youth of about twenty, hunchbacked and sickly, the only son in his family. His guest was of the
same age, but tall, strong, and straight as an arrow, with sharp, blue eyes, above which met straight, thin brows
like metal strips bent and sharpened at either end. The young men, although different in so many ways, were
inseparable friends and liked to get away from others to talk alone and freely about all the things that delighted
and tormented people of their age.
Today was Friday. The rest of their friends had gone to town to whisper with girls across a fence or through a
crack in the gate.
While the two young men were sitting, quietly talking and smoking, several little girls were moving around by
the cauldron in which the preserves were boiling. A servant was busy stirring it. Gazing at the fire and somehow
all immersed in himself, the hunchbacked youth was saying to his friend:
“They talk of nothing but the Vizier and his fil.”
“Well, people have had enough!”
“It bores me though to listen to the same thing over and over again: the Vizier-the fil; the fil-the Vizier. And
when I think about it, I somehow feel sorry for the beast. What harm has he really done? They caught him
somewhere, across the seas, tied him up and sold him, and the Vizier brought him here to suffer in a foreign land
all alone. And then again, I think: the Vizier, too, came by force; he, too, was sent here by others, who never asked
him whether he liked it or not. And whoever sent him had to send someone to calm down Bosnia and to put it in
order. And so it seems to me everyone is being pushed around according to some kind of need and somebody
else’s will; nobody is where he would like to be and where he is liked.” Gluhbegovich interrupted him:
“You’ve gone too far, my friend! It’s no good your thinking. By the time you find out who sent whom where,
the fil will be sitting on top of your head. So don’t try to find out anything, just defend yourself and strike when
you can and whom you may.”
“Eh,” sighed the hunchbacked youth, “if everyone were to strike whomever was in his way and whomever is
closest at hand, then there would be no end of it; the fight would go on forever.”
“Let it! What do I care about eternity?”
Shecheragich said nothing, but withdrew ever farther into himself and gazed at the fire even more intently. The
talk around the fire bore no consequences for either the town or the fil, nor could it, for talk does not get anything
done.
At a nearby fire there was a different crowd and different talk. This was a big gathering. About a dozen small
merchants were sitting around drinking rakiya, some passionately and quietly, others prudently and protesting all
the while. The talk went on, evolved, turned into jokes, into biting waspishness, formal monologues, long
boasting, and complex lies, into short lightning-fast truths. Rakiya stirs in people unprecedented feelings and all
kinds of thoughts, devises new words, engenders bold decisions, which here, between the gay fire and the
darkness enveloping the sleeping and hushed world, seem natural and easily realized.
“Well, friends, my cheeks burn from that monster of the Vizier’s, my own and those of all the charshiya. I’m
sick of this life,” Avdaga Zlatarevich was bitterly saying under his breath.
And instantly an almost inaudible but lively talk began, with everyone participating, everyone expressing his
anger in his own way, according to his own temper, income, and the degree to which the rakiya had influenced
him. Some were quarrelsome and aggressive, bold in word and fearless in proposal, others cautious in speech and
more inclined to indirect means of achieving their aim, without noise and fanfare.
A short aga, red-haired, bony, sharp, and belligerent, with a bristling, short mustache, agreed with everything
that was said, trembling with shame at the thought of what they had to endure in their own town and on this earth.
And he cursed Travnik and whoever put it on that spot.
“One should set fire to it,” he said, “so that even a mouse in the wall will burn up.” He cursed all of Bosnia up
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and down.
“In truth, it is not like other countries,” he said, crimson with rage. “There is no one who has not trampled on
it; only an elephant was missing, and now here he is. They brought him over so this wonder, too, could be seen.
Ah,” he said, “I’ll take a gun, and when he approaches my shop, I’ll empty twenty drams of lead into his
forehead, and afterward let them impale me in the market place.”
Except for one hoarse mumble of approval, offered by a man who was not sober when he arrived, the small
aga’s outburst was met with complete silence. They knew well both the man and his threats. He had already
emptied the same twenty drams of lead many times, and those at whom he aimed his fire were still healthy and
alive, eating bread and being warmed by the sun. They also knew that the Travnik guns do not trigger lightly, but
when they strike home, they do it discreetly.
But this did not stop the little aga, who went on making threats. Others joined him, abusing Bosnia and the
Vizier, but more quietly and with less precision, until at last the time came for hatching plots. Many proposals
were put forward. Some favored immediate and violent action, although they were not always sure what they had
in mind. Others advocated a moderate, cautious approach, to be followed at some future date; in the meantime,
Travnik must wait and endure.
“How long are we to wait?” someone broke in belligerently. “Until the fil grows big and starts entering our
houses and attacking our women? Do you know that an elephant lives to be over a hundred? Ah?”
“Maybe an elephant will,” said an elderly, pale merchant calmly, “but his master won’t.”
Some of the merchants greeted this remark with significant nods, while others, the quarrelsome ones, were
silenced for an instant, and the talk again turned to plotting.
But no serious or worthwhile solutions could be reached, not even at a gathering such as this, with its loud
boasting and whispered threats. All that came forth were bold proposals, which delighted their authors and
sometimes those to whom they were addressed. On the morrow, in the clear light of day, no one would ever think
of carrying them out. The following evening the game of fancy and tale-telling would start all over again. If
someone were by chance to call attention to last night’s proposals he was never taken too seriously; his reminders
served only as the basis for fresh stories.
This is how the story of Alyo and the fil evolved.
One September night it was particularly warm and clear. The women were stirring the preserves, the men were
sitting by the fire with their coffee, rakiya and tobacco. Each word they pronounced was sweet to them, all they
could see with their eyes and touch with their fingers was dear to them. Life was neither easy nor free and
certainly not secure, but one could embellish it richly, talk about it wisely and so cleverly.
It was unusually noisy around one of the fires. A dozen or so shopkeepers had gathered there, petty businessmen, and, for that very reason, the most belligerent.
Alyo kept a small but well-known silk-goods store in the charshiya, in which he wove cords, knitted ribbons,
and sold silk bags and sashes. Alyo’s family, the Kazazi, goes back. To a big and powerful, now extinct, family of
the Shahbegovich. But through various circumstances, they became landless, turned to handicraft and trade, and
for more than fifty years have been members of the silk, or kazazi, guild. Thus they acquired the name Kazazi.
They were known as good men and skilled craftsmen.
Our Alyo also enjoyed this reputation, but he was a little eccentric and a law unto himself. Tall and husky, he
had a ruddy face with black eyes and a thin uneven beard. He was known to be a great joker, naïve and simple,
clever and resolute, a man who dared say what others would never say, and do what others would never dare do,
and no one ever quite knew when he was jesting or when he would allow others to jest with him, when he used
his wit to express a truth or when he played with the truth simply to be witty. A long time ago, as a young man, he
served under Suleyman Pasha during the Montenegrin campaign. He was as well known for his wit as for his
courage.
Alyo had hardly sat down when they greeted him with questions.
“Alyo, here we are arguing as to what is the worst and most terrible thing in the world, what is the best and the
sweetest.
’The worst thing is to be in the Montenegrin mountains on a windy night, with a unit of Montenegrins in front
of you and another in back of you.
Alyo said this off-handedly, without thinking, as something he knew by heart, but then suddenly he paused,
grew silent, and looked pensive. They insisted that he answer the second question too, but he gave them a roguish
look with his black, shiny eyes, and then said quietly:
“What’s the sweetest thing? … What’s the sweetest thing? … Tell me: what is the sweetest thing? Only a fool
can ask such a question; every sensible person knows what the sweetest thing is. That’s known; you don’t ask
what it is. Come on, don’t be silly.”
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But after these first few innocent jests, the talk again turned to the fil. The usual complaints, threats, boasting.
Someone proposed that five charshiya men be chosen to go before the Vizier to complain openly of the fil and his
retinue. Tosun Aga, a small, sickly tailor, gulped down his cup of rakiya and, breathing violently (the rakiya
breath inspires strong words), said:
“Here, I shall be the first to go!”
He was a shadow of a man, a sinful soul and of doubtful reputation, possessed by a vanity that dominated
every feeling, including fear. In the strong light of the fire, he looked even more pale, worn, and weak, with very
little life in him.
“Come on! If you are the first to go, let me be the third at the very least,” said Alyo laughing.
Others gulped down their rakiya and began vying with one another.
“Count on me!”
“Me too!”
Thus they showed off for quite a while and competed with sharp words. They dispersed late that night with
definite plans and solemn oaths that the five chosen men meet the next day in front of Tosun Aga’s shop to go to
the konak and ask permission to see the Vizier, to tell him the whole truth, the real feelings of the charshiya
concerning the fil and his ruthless keepers, and to ask him kindly to remove this burden from their backs.
That same night many a boaster lay awake, wondering with fear whether it was possible that he, while drinking
and talking, had promised to face the Jelaliya, or whether it was just a mad dream.
3
When dawn broke the next morning and the appointed hour came, only three of the five men showed up in
front of Tosun Aga’s shop. The other two were not to be found anywhere. On the way to the konak, one of the
three got such cramps in his intestines that he turned aside into one of the dense gardens along the route and
vanished without a trace. Only Alyo remained, and with him Tosun Aga.
They walked slowly, each with the same thought in his head: that they should turn back from this dangerous
and senseless journey. But since neither was willing to give expression to this thought, they went on. So, full of
suspicion about one another, they reached the bridge on the Lashva, on the other side of which stood the konak.
Tosun Aga hesitated and stopped, while Alyo went on toward the bridge, where he had planned to pause, leaving
them free to reconsider a decision that might well cost them their heads.
Loud voices awakened him from his meditations. The two sentries standing at the other end of the bridge
yelled something in chorus. At first Alyo thought they were telling him to clear away from the bridge. Very
pleased, he was about to turn back when he saw them waving their arms and calling to him:
“Hey you!”
“Come here!”
The guards had been reinforced, as though someone had been expected. The two clean-shaven sentries walked
over to meet him. Alyo was terrified, but he had no choice: and since he had no choice, he quickly and amiably
started toward them.
Harshly, they asked him where he was going and what he was looking for. Alyo replied in a natural and
innocent tone that he was on his way to see his friends, the Halovichi, concerning some plums, but he had been
talking with a neighbor, whom he met along the way, and thus talking, he reached the konak without knowing it.
And he smiled at himself and his absent-mindedness with a broad and ridiculously good-natured smile. The
sentries looked at him dubiously for a moment or so, and the elder of the two said in a milder tone:
“Go on your way!”
Relieved of his initial fear, quite calm by now, Alyo felt a curious desire to talk with these good youths, to jest
in the face of the danger that had passed him by.
“Well, well, boys, you take good care, and be obedient! God give long life to your master!”
The Jelaliya’s soldiers, hardened and veteran killers that they were, looked at him with a smile on their dull
faces.
Going up the hillside, by the outside wall of the Vizier’s garden, Alyo turned back once again to smile at the
soldiers, who were no longer looking in his direction. At the same time he cast a glance toward the other bank of
the Lashva, from where Tosun Aga had vanished, abandoning his friend and betraying all the oaths of the night
before.
Climbing along a bumpy path bordered with fences, he reached the top of the hill, where he found some flat
ground under a tall pear tree whose leaves had already turned. There he sat down, took out his tobacco, and rolled
himself a cigarette. Beneath him, the konak was hidden in the valley, on the right bank of the Lashva. Travnik
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appeared as a crowded heap of black and gray roofs above which deep blue and white smoke writhed from the
chimneys, two or three joining into one, expanding, shrinking, and disappearing under the heavens.
It was only then, after the first puffs of his cigarette, that he calmed down a little and realized how he had been
deceived that morning and how badly the charshiya had treated him, exposing him alone to that terrible place.
They had left him to attack that which, all things considered, bothered him the least, and to defend what they
themselves could not defend.
From the small clearing, in this odd, slanted perspective, he saw his native town with new eyes. It was many
years since he had been anywhere else but in his shop at this hour of the day, and just as many years since he had
climbed this hill or been in these parts. They looked remote and unfamiliar, and thoughts continuously surged into
his head, new and unusual, and so powerful that they dominated all his feelings. Time passed swiftly and
imperceptibly. He sat there through lunch and for the rest of the afternoon. Who could tell what thoughts swarmed
on this mild September day in that Kazazi head in which customarily jest and reality replaced one another like
flood and ebb, wiping out one another, leaving no trace. He thought intensively, as never before: about what had
happened that morning, about the fil, the charshiya, Bosnia, and the Empire. His was not a head accustomed to
clear thinking, but today, here, a flash penetrated his brain, a weak and short flash of insight into the nature of the
town, the country, and the Empire in which he, Alyo, lived, as well as thousands of others like him, a little crazier
or a little cleverer, a little richer and a lot poorer.
What lives they lived! Thin, undignified lives lived madly and paid for dearly, and when one comes to grips
with it, it isn’t worth it, brother, it isn’t worth it. And these thoughts reduced themselves to one proposition: Men
have neither courage nor spirit.
The human being is cursed with fear, and is therefore weak. Everyone in the charshiya is frightened, some
more, some less. But there are hundreds of different ways in which people conceal their fear, justify it before
themselves and before others. And a man shouldn’t be that way, shouldn’t! He should be proud, fearless, and
aware of his strength at all times, not allowing anyone to take advantage of him. For if he accepts the most minor
insults, just once, and does not flare up (because there is no fire in him) he is finished; everyone will bully him,
not merely the Sultan and the Vizier, but the Vizier’s servants, elephants, and every animal down to the nit.
Nothing can come of this Bosnia so long as it is ruled by a Jelaludin.
Today it is Jelaludin and tomorrow someone else, worse and blacker than he. But one ought to strike the evil
against the ground, stand upright and not let anyone get anywhere near you. Anyone! But can this be done? In this
charshiya, in which you cannot assemble five men who will say one straight word to the Vizier’s face? Nothing,
nothing can be done! And that’s the way it has been for a long time: those who are hardy and proud quickly lose
their bread and freedom, and those who lower their heads and give themselves up to fear lose so much of
themselves, fear eats them so that life loses its value. And those who chance to live in Jelaliya’s times have to
choose one of the two. That is to say, those who are able to choose.
And who can? There you are: and he who has such thoughts, he, too, what can he say for himself? He has
always stressed his courage, and boasted that he was fearless enough for three men, for ten, for half of Travnik,
and the brave half of it too. Others also praised him.
So? Last night by the fire he was fearless, and now he thinks he is just as fearless. But where was his courage
when he was talking to the sentries, when everything deserted him except for his mad fear, and his legs just barely
carried his behind up the hill? Had not the truth remained the truth, and right remained the right, in spite of the
four miserable effendis who deserted him?
No, no, there is neither blood nor strength left in Travnik, or in its charshiya, and the little breath that remains
to them is wasted in jests and mockery, and the cunning required to outfox one’s neighbor, cheat the peasant, and
make two pennies out of one. That’s why they live in such a way and that’s why their life is no good, no good at
all.
Alyo considered these thoughts and many others for a long time, and left them all unresolved, in their own
blind alleys.
He was awakened from his thoughts by the sound of sheep bells. Shepherds were taking their flocks down the
hill and back into town. In the twilight he slowly walked down into town himself. As he descended the hill, the
surge of his confused thoughts subsided, and he was again the old Alyo, a charshiya man who liked to jest and
mock, and with each stride a desire was crystallizing in his mind: to return insult for injury, to make fools of the
charshiya men, as their empty praise and great cowardice warranted. At this thought his face lit up with his old
roguish smile. Making his way through side alleys in an effort to reach his house unnoticed, he was busy devising
a joke with which to avenge himself and make fools of everyone.
At home his wife and children met him with the tearful joy that follows great distress. He ate well, slept even
better, and when he left the house the following morning there was not a trace of yesterday’s grievous thoughts in
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his head; instead, he carried with him a complete story, worked out in every detail, describing his trip to the konak
and his encounter with the Vizier.
Alyo Kazaz’s absence from his shop the day before had been immediately noticed by the charshiya merchants
as they opened their doors for business. A little later they learned that Tosun Aga had come back more dead than
alive from the Lashva bridge, and that Alyo himself had disappeared among the konak sentries. In a state of great
agitation, Alyo’s neighbors kept glancing over at his shop, while others sent their apprentices to find out what was
what.
The charshiya closed down that evening full of apprehension about Alyo. Their relief was therefore considerable when, the following morning, Alyo passed by, healthy and smiling, opened his door as usual, and calmly
began unrolling a length of yellow silk across the store. And whereas yesterday they had been full of foreboding
about Alyo’s fate (that is, about their own too), today they claimed they had known all along that it would end
well, since, as a rule, crazy heads stay safely on crazy shoulders. Curious, idle men walked up and down in front
of Alyo’s store. He cheerfully exchanged pleasantries with them all, but they got nothing from him except his
innocent, sly smile. And so the whole day passed. The charshiya was dying of curiosity, but Alyo kept quiet. It
was only in the evening that he told one of his neighbors, softly and in confidence, his story of the day before.
“I can tell you everything,” whispered Alyo, “because I know you won’t repeat it. To tell you the truth, I was
uneasy when I tangled with the sentries and saw that Tosun Aga had slipped around the corner. But I saw that
there was no way out. I pretended that I was minding my own business and was on my way to see my friends, the
Halovichi, but they wouldn’t hear of it. We know everything, they said: you were on your way to the konak, so the
gates of the konak have been opened for you. And they took me to the konak, through one gate, and then through
another, and then into a large dark room. I looked around and around, and would have given a lot to have been
elsewhere. There I was left alone. I waited and waited; all kinds of thoughts came to my mind, and I kept asking
myself whether I would ever see my house again. I saw two or three doors, but they were all closed; a light, as
strong as the sun, broke through the keyhole of one of them. I tiptoed toward this door and bent down to peep
through; I had hardly fixed my eyes against the keyhole when the door opened, and I staggered on all fours into a
bright spacious chamber.
“Once I was up again there was a sight to see. A rich spread and every comfort! The whole place smelled of
amber. There were two men in cloth dolmans and heavy armor, and, between them, a little farther back, the
Jelaludin himself. I recognized him instantly. He asked me something. But, confused as 1 was, 1 listened but
didn’t hear a word. Again he asked me who I was and what I wanted, his voice soft as silk. 1 started stammering
something, as though with someone else’s tongue:
“That, you see, because of the fil, you see, we had agreed to come, you see, to plead—
“‘Who else is with you?’ asked the Vizier with that same voice, as if speaking from a distance, and yet looking
me straight in the eye.
“I froze, the blood inside of me growing numb. I turned around to see if at least that stinking Tosun was behind
me, although I knew well that there was no one, that they had all betrayed me and left me in that terrible place,
and that I had to account for everything myself.
“And something happened inside of me. I pulled myself together, looked straight at the Vizier, and then,
bending my head and with a hand on my chest (as though I had rehearsed it for a long time!), I began to speak
openly:
“‘I have, noble Pasha, been sent by the whole charshiya, not to disturb you (who would even dare think of
such a thing?), but to ask your minister to communicate to you our wish and our entreaty: this fil of yours is the
pride and ornament of our town, and our charshiya would be happy if you obtained one more of the same, so that
we could be proud before all of Bosnia, and the beast would no longer be alone like this, and without a
companion. And we have already become so fond of him that we do not love our own pets as much as we love
him. You see, that’s what they sent me to tell you and ask you in the name of the whole charshiya, and you know
best what can be done and how it should be done. But as for us, the charshiya men, I can say that it would be no
burden to us if you were to get three or … four of them. And we beg of you not to believe other words which you
may hear, for they are spread only by false and evil people, with whom we from the charshiya have nothing to do,
and will have nothing to do. And forgive me, noble Pasha, for having unintentionally appeared before your eyes.’
“Thus I talked, not knowing where it all came from. When I was through, I fell to the ground, kissed the
Vizier’s sleeve and hand, and he said something to one of the retinue, I didn’t hear what, and disappeared
somewhere. But he must have said something good, for those two could not have treated me more courteously as
they escorted me back into the dark room and into the yard. There I saw all of the Vizier’s retinue gathered, ten or
twelve in all, smiling at me, as though I were a judge. Two men approached me and put a half-peck of good
tobacco into one hand and a bagful of sweets into the other, and so they took me to the gate like a bride.
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“Ah, my man, when I saw the bridge and the Lashva it was as though I had been born a second time. That was
how I saved my head. Ah, man, if it had been up to the charshiya and those who had started out with me, the door
of my shop would never again have opened, nor would the sun have been warming me this morning. Only don’t
tell anyone about this, not on your life … you know how it is.”
“Of course I know; don’t worry. But what do you think, do you think the Vizier will really get another
elephant?”
Alyo shrugged and spread his arms.
“Well …! God only knows, and let the charshiya worry about it. After this experience I don’t think I’ll occupy
myself with either viziers or elephants for the rest of my life.”
“Ay, ay,” sighed the neighbor as he tried hard to drag another word or two out of Alyo, but Alyo only smiled
and lapsed into silence.
When he had finished his story and parted company with his confidant, Alyo knew that it was as good as
having let loose a public crier down the charshiya. And indeed, before twilight there was no shop in which the
story of Alyo’s visit to the konak, down to the minutest detail, was not known.
During those autumn days Alyo’s story was told and retold many a time in shops and around the fires. Some
upbraided him as a crazy and spiteful man who had made fools of the whole charshiya; others expressed their
admiration for him and blamed those who initiated the plot and then deserted Alyo at the last moment; and still
others kept an aloof silence, asserting that such conduct was hardly surprising when tailors and other such people
mix themselves in public affairs and even lay petitions before the Vizier.
The Kazaz story spread quickly and, going from mouth to mouth, was changing in both form and content. And
Alyo himself would say nothing, neither black nor white, yes nor no. In the evening, when he stopped by a fire, he
would respond to questions with only a smile, stroke his beard, and say:
“The charshiya taught me a lesson, and I thank her this way.”
And he would bow deeply with a hand on his chest. Men were indignant, believing Alyo to be a buffoon with
whom one could not talk seriously, and they said this bluntly when he was not around. While the small merchants
of Travnik sat around the fire arguing about Alyo and his adventure, a richer and more distinguished group sat
nearby, around another fire, debating these issues in their own way. These were the charshiya leaders.
Here there was no rakiya, no laughter, no mirth, but, rather, measured talk in which pauses, meaningful looks,
and the mute tightening of the lips told more, much more, than words. These men were older, gray-haired, calm,
and, without exception, rich. They, too, were preoccupied with the fil, but they talked in general terms, using
gentle words which in themselves meant nothing and which gained significance only with the expressions and
glances that accompanied them. These gestures were the real language of the upper rank of the charshiya men.
These were the people among whom, without threats or oaths, the real decisions would be made regarding the
charshiya’s defense against the fil. Only here, among the old and the rich charshiya men, could this question be
solved, if there were a solution. For this problem could be solved only through cunning, and cunning goes with
wealth; it precedes it and accompanies it forever.
4
Thus the people of the charshiya, gathering in their shops, in their gardens and around their fires, jested and
made up stories, cursed the fil and the man who brought him to Travnik, brooded and complained, went on
dreaming up plans of murderous action.
Curses, complaints, and whispered plans cannot be confined to words for long anywhere, let alone in Bosnia.
For some time all this talk seemed empty and vain; words and words and the helpless waving of arms and the
twitching of jaw muscles from invisibly clenched teeth. Even so, one day, no one knows when or where, all this
condenses, takes shape, and becomes a deed. It is frequently the young who possess the energy and the daring to
give expression to the more careful plans and thoughts of their sober elders.
Walnuts began to ripen, and it turned out that the fil was very partial to the fresh, juicy Travnik walnuts. He
shook the branches, and the walnuts, on striking the ground, freed themselves from the dry, cracked deep-green
rind; then he would pick them up with his trunk, crack them in his large, hidden mouth, masterfully spit out the
shell with some saliva, and, with delight, chew up and finally swallow the milky kernel.
Young boys would throw walnuts in the street; the fil would carefully pick them up, comically bending that
large head of his. And then an unusual thing happened. One of the children split the walnut shell, took out one half
of the kernel, and placed in the shell a live bee instead. Then he glued the two halves together so that the nut
looked whole, and threw it in front of the fil. The elephant cracked the nut and at that instant began swinging his
head, producing strange sounds, and tearing himself away from his escort. It was only after he had reached the
Lashva and had relentlessly lapped up a great deal of water that he calmed down a little. His retinue believed that
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a horsefly had stung him.
This cunning, cruel trick proved ineffective. More often than not, the fil would crush both the nut and the bee
and swallow them without batting an eyelash. But this was only the beginning. In hatred men become persistent,
evil, and inventive.
The adults took a keen interest in the children’s games, but did so carefully and inconspicuously. They started
throwing apples into the alleys through which the elephant passed, not just any old apples, but beautiful, big
golden and green apples. However, out of some of them the Travnichani had cut a piece, scooped out the core,
poured powdered glass and arsenic into it, and then fitted the piece back into the apple so that it looked whole.
The glass had been ground into a fine powder, and the arsenic was used in small quantities. From their shop doors
and closed windows the people kept an eye on the fil, watching for the effects of the poison, which, they were
told, was slow but so potent that it could do away even with large animals.
But the Travnichani found out how difficult it was to poison an elephant; his ability to withstand any kind of
poison was phenomenal. Despite the constant exposure to poison, the fil continued for some time longer to enjoy
himself in the Travnik charshiya. However, when the winter came, he began to lose weight and to experience
various disturbances of his stomach and intestines.
The Travnichani were no longer allowed to throw fruit and nuts to the fil, and after some time his walks
through the charshiya stopped altogether. He was taken out briefly onto the slopes around the konak. There he
would cheer up a little. He trampled the snow carefully and solemnly, felt it with his trunk, lifted it to his mouth,
and then threw it angrily high up into the air. Even these outings grew shorter, for the fil would return to the stable
well before his escort was ready to take him back. There he lay in the straw, wailing softly, lapping up increasing
amounts of water.
The charshiya was more anxious than ever to find out what was happening at the konak. They were unable to
learn much directly, but after paying huge sums of money to a reliable informant they were told the following:
first, that the fil lies flat on his back at all times and that he “flows both from the front and from the back”; second,
that servants at the konak were debating “how much an elephant’s skin was worth”; some claimed that it would
fetch a thousand groschen, but others noted that it would take at least a year to tan it. The charshiya, which had a
sharp sense of what really mattered, quickly grasped the meaning of these details; they gladly paid for this good
news, went on waiting quietly, exchanging hopeful glances. And they did not have long to wait. One day a rumor
spread through the charshiya that the fil had passed away.
“The fil’s dead.”
Inquire as you may, you will never be able to discover who first uttered these words. When I describe this
announcement, you will, I am afraid, immediately picture a scene of clear and animated talk, full of victorious
exultation. But the charshiya people have never expressed themselves in this manner, and certainly not at the time
of the fil and the Jelaliya. They are incapable of such expression, would not even know how to go about it. Born
and reared in dampness and in drafts, in this town enclosed by mountains, over which a vizier had presided with
his power and retinue for as long as the people could remember, forced to live with a dread whose origin and title
changed but whose nature remained constant, they were burdened by heredity with the hundreds of charshiya
proprieties, which never yield to time. And when it happens that there is a feeling of triumphant fervor in their
hearts, it rises to a certain height, in some even up to their throats, and then it returns to where it came from, to lie
down forever, next to so many enthusiasms, protests, which some time ago had also risen and, unexpressed and
unheard, had fallen into that same graveyard.
It was in this manner and in this tone of voice that someone somewhere whispered that the fil was dead, and
like underground water from an unknown spring, which can be detected only by its sound, these words began
flowing through the charshiya, from throat to throat, from mouth to mouth. It was in this way that the news broke,
and these permanently clogged Bosnian throats and permanently restrained lips spread the news through the
whole town.
“The fil’s dead!
“Dead?”
“Dead, dead!”
And so this word sizzles through the charshiya, like a drop of water falling on red-hot tiles, and everyone
knows everything and asks and says no more. One evil had gone underground.
But while the charshiya was speculating as to where the fil might be buried, and nervously anticipating the
Vizier’s reaction to it all, another informant, more reliable than the reliable one and much less expensive, sold the
charshiya a second report on the fil’s health, this time the true one: the fil was alive and recovering rapidly.
Several days before, the elephant had indeed reached the point of succumbing, and then one of the Vizier’s
servants had cured him with a concoction of horse basil, bran, and oil. And now the animal was better, and was on
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his feet again. At the konak, servants and officials were rejoicing, for if the fil had been dying of poison, they had
been dying of fear. And it was this news—the news of the rejoicing at the konak—that was given to the charshiya
by the man whose truth was cheaper than lies.
It can happen, of course, that the charshiya is fooled. The bad news spread through the town almost as rapidly
as had the good news, without a word, without a whisper. People looked at one another, lowered their eyes and
pouted their lips slightly.
“Alive?” some of the younger men asked in bitter astonishment, and the only response they received was a
peevish and reproachful gesture of the hand, with heads turned the other way.
*
Indeed, the elephant was alive. Around the beginning of March he left his spacious stable for the first time in
several months. The charshiya delegated an emissary, a man of seeming innocence but reliable and sharp, to go to
the konak to appraise the situation. And he saw the elephant and discovered that he had lost weight, had shrunk
almost in half, his head had become smaller and more angular, his bones could be seen beneath his skin; his eyes
had withdrawn into their enormous sockets so that they seemed even larger than usual; his skin looked like an
oversized dress; his thin hair seemed even thinner and in places had turned a yellowish gray. Servants circled
around him excitedly, but he lay as if unaware of their bustle, turning his back to the already warm spring sun,
swaying his head constantly and slowly, sniffing the pale yellow grass among the scattered patches of the fastmelting snow.
As spring came to Travnik, the fil’s outings grew more extended. He was recovering slowly but visibly.
Quivering with a redoubled hatred, the disappointed charshiya was awaiting the day of the fil’s complete recovery
and the resumption of his walks with God knows what new madness and mischief.
The elephant’s guards, and in particular his mulatto trainer, had assumed from the very start that the charshiya
people had systematically and maliciously poisoned the fil. It was with an air of triumph that they took the
elephant on walks again, and they cast bloody glances at the charshiya, devising their own methods of revenge.
During the winter, while the fil was still ailing, the mulatto had tried to persuade the Vizier to punish the
charshiya, if for no other reason than to forestall punishment of his own servants. But this was of little concern to
the Vizier. His thoughts had for some time been quite elsewhere, on the other side of the Empire, for it was not the
fil’s life that was now at stake, but his own.
Jelaludin had fulfilled his irresistible desire to rule, to judge, to punish, and to kill. And if all of the complex
problems of Bosnia and of the Ottoman Empire could have been solved through force, blood, and intimidation,
his reign would have been a successful one. But for the solution of the Empire’s problems, other qualities were
needed, qualities that would not be found anywhere in the Empire, and particularly not in Jelaludin.
And when force turns out to be helpless, and is incapable of solving the tasks set for it, then the force itself
must turn against the tyrant. This has always been the case in the Ottoman Empire, especially in 1820, when
Jelaludin was the Vizier of Travnik, and when the Empire was breathing with only one third of a lung and was
under attack by a hundred enemies, inside and outside.
These complex forces were now at work on the Jelaliya himself. He was one of those tyrants who, at bottom,
are nothing more than paid assassins, and can therefore be employed but once; if that one job does not work out
properly they themselves are destroyed by it.
The Jelaliya had understood none of this at the start of his career; and even now it was not altogether clear to
him. It was, however, obvious that his tactics had not destroyed the power of the Turkish nobility, nor had they
pacified Bosnia, and that he himself, after having exhausted the only resources at his command, had no other
means to deal with the situation. A new plan of action and, with it, a new vizier would have to be found to rule
Bosnia. And it followed that if a new vizier was to be appointed, there was not much room left on earth for this
one, and that a grave, or an exile equivalent to it, was awaiting him. This much the Jelaliya could see, for such
was the information he had. Without roots, without special connections in Stambul, self-centered and eccentric,
Jelaludin could not entertain hopes of a return from exile and a re-establishment of his position, as had sometimes
happened in the case of other viziers. In his situation, exile meant the end of everything, a slow, ugly, undignified
dying away.
There was no doubt in his mind that a sudden and voluntary death would be preferable. By nature a tyrant and
tormentor of men, he could not live without the power to do violence to others, nor did he have the strength to
endure violence himself.
In March a special emissary arrived from Stambul with an edict announcing that a new vizier had been
appointed to Bosnia, and ordering the Jelaludin Pasha to hand over his authority to Chehay Pasha, to withdraw to
Adrianople, where he was to await further orders.
The emissary told Jelaludin privately, and with an air of certainty, that he would in time be appointed the new
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governor of Rumelia and that in the meantime he would be sent to put down a rebellion on the island of Morea.
He congratulated Jelaludin on these appointments. He said all of this quickly and mechanically, as if it were a
lesson he had learned. It was not difficult for the Jelaludin to elicit, through liquor and bribery, a confession from
the emissary that he had been specifically ordered to offer the Vizier these confidences. In fact, another man with
a “strong hand” had already been appointed governor of Rumelia.
So it was a trap. The Jelaliya realized that the decisive moment had come, and that Travnik was the last point
in this world to which his subconscious urges were to bring him. Then it became clear how close the thought of
death had always been to Jelaludin; not only other men’s deaths but his own as well.
Carefully and conscientiously he recorded his will, dividing his possessions among his associates and
assistants, all murderers like himself. He put aside a considerable sum of money for a mausoleum to be built
above his grave, and provided for even the most minute expenses of his burial. He even specified the inscription
to be engraved on his tombstone, the bashik, which began with the words from the Koran “He is alive and
eternal.”
With his own hands he burned his rich collection of kalems, the pencils made of reed grass, placing them one
by one in the fire which had been blazing in his chambers during the past few March days as if it were the middle
of winter. No one in town knew of these events, just as no one had known or could have anticipated that he had
left a volume of verses, a valuable calligraphic work, to his secretary, Omar Effendi. The collection contained
thirty-two of the most beautiful songs of Persian and Arabian poets, and these songs shone and resounded with
roses, hyacinths, wine, maidens, fountains, flutes, and nightingales, glorifying the black earth and the burning sun
“which generously offer all these things to a man, and then takes them away from him, only to give them to
another man.”
After he had accomplished all of this the Vizier withdrew into his bedchamber, ordering his servants to awaken
him an hour later, in time for the midday meal. Then he took a spoonful of white powder in a glass of cold
Travnik water, drank it as one would bitter medicine, and faded away from this world just as quietly and
unobtrusively as he had entered Travnik some time ago.
Just before noon, the muezzins began intoning the midday prayer from the minarets of the Travnik mosques.
The townspeople quickly gathered that they were not hearing the usual noontime prayer, but a jeneza, a prayer for
the deceased. And, judging by the length of the prayer and the ardor of the muezzin, they concluded that the
deceased was some powerful and rich man.
The news of the Vizier’s death spread quickly—the first news about the Jelaliya which provoked no comment
from the charshiya. He was buried in this atmosphere of silence on the same day. All the charshiya men attended
the funeral, silently and piously, saying neither good nor bad about the Vizier at that time or thereafter. (This was
a victory that needed no exultation.)
It did not trouble them that Jelaludin would be buried in Travnik; he would rest in peace in their city, two yards
under ground, immovable and helpless, becoming smaller every day, slowly losing all resemblance to a live man.
The new Vizier, Chehaya, arrived at the konak on the day of the funeral, as Jelaliya’s retinue was rapidly
dispersing in all directions, fearful of punishment and anxious to cover their traces.
In his will the Jelaliya had left the fil to the mulatto who had taken care of him all these months, that very Filfil
whom the charshiya hated more than the elephant himself. The Vizier had proposed that Filfil take the elephant
back to Stambul, and had left the funds needed for such a journey. But it was not easy for Filfil to carry out this
mandate, since it was difficult enough for him to devise a plan to save his own skin. In times like these it was not
easy to smuggle a needle out of Bosnia, to say nothing of an elephant that no longer belonged to a vizier. So it
happened that the hated Filfil fled from Travnik the very night of his master’s death, and the charshiya men had
no trouble breaking into the konak, where they slipped the fil a dose of poison far stronger and more reliable than
the powdered glass that had been buried in the apples.
Four days after the Jelaliya’s funeral the fil, too, died. He had abandoned his straw resting place by the door,
and had withdrawn into the most remote corner of the stable, where he was found the following morning curled
up and dead. And they buried him immediately, but how and where no one inquired, for when the charshiya was
rid of an evil they did not mention it for some time. Only later, when it has been transformed into a tale, do they
start talking about it again, but as of something long since passed and distant that can be told with jests and
pleasure in the midst of fresh misfortunes.
Thus the fil lay underground along with the Vizier. There is room here for everyone underground.
*
The spring came, the first one without Jelaliya. Fear changes its shape and worry its name. The viziers replace
one another. Life goes on. The Empire approaches its end. Travnik was withering, but the charshiya lived on like
a worm in a windfall apple. The news had it that Ornosbeg Zade Sherif Siri Selim Pasha had been appointed the
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new vizier over Bosnia. The first rumor that reached them had it that he was a good and learned man, a Bosnian
by birth. But some people in the charshiya shake their heads worriedly:
“If he is good, why such a long name?”
“Ah, brother, who knows what’s on his mind, what he’ll bring with him?”
So the charshiya lives in anticipation of fresh news and reliable information. The people suffer, whisper,
protect themselves, and if they cannot do it any other way, they do it through stories in which their unclear and
indestructible desire for justice is perpetuated, for a different life and better times. The masons are constructing a
mausoleum over Jelaludin’s grave. And the stonecutter is engraving the inscription on the Vizier’s bashik, made of
soft stone. He has already completed the first sentence of the inscription. And the story of Alyo and the fil has
spread all over Bosnia, and has grown in the course of it.
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29.93 A Picture Without Father\fn{by Radoslav Bratic (1948- )} Brestica, Herzegovina, Bosnia & Herzegovina (M)
5
We all stare at the lump on Father’s throat, as it saps and drains his body, shriveling it before our very eyes—
and no one knows what to say to him.. The wound has torn open and turned outward. Inside, there’s a gaping
black hole. It presses on his windpipe and releases fiendish pain. It makes a caricature of him. You only have to
look at the nerve strapping his face—throbbing and stabbing as if it were full of poison and venom. It warns him
that life is short. We all stand there, as if we’ve forgotten how to talk, and he stares straight through us, out at the
orchard. Who knows what pictures he sees out there amid the trees? It’s as if he’s praying for salvation, but we
don’t hear it. He got that wound in the last war, and now it has jettisoned him back into the trenches, to remember
all the suffering and pain.
Life weaves its circle. You can see him clench his sweaty fists and in his mind he’s charging. (Do his ears ring
with the order: “Full attack on the enemy-fire!”?) But the muscle in his neck tightens; he flinches, grits his teeth,
and lifts himself up against the headboard of the bed as if he were surrounded by layers of darkness, and calls for
surrender. Then he turns to look at the photographs on the wall, to grab some last vestiges of life from them.
That’s why they were made. One shows his father standing among the children, his hand raised in a victorious
salute, strong and healthy. It’s as if that picture has long since become phony to him. What a gulf between what he
sees and what he feels!
Father’s face is moist, but it isn’t from tears, it’s from sweat and pain. Perhaps he’s just remembered something. A shadow of bitterness creeps across his lips. They are dry and hard. Swollen both inside and out. Like a
bomb about to explode in everyone’s face. It reminds me of the time when he scolded us and told us not to poke
around the walls of the house and fence because bombs and munitions from two wars still lay hidden there: who
knows who planted them? We laughed at these stories until one day a bomb claimed both hands of Djordjije’s son.
Lame and crippled though he is, he still waves around what’s left of his arms. But Gospava says it was meant to
be and that she saw the signs before the child was even born.
“Where are you, son?” Father keeps calling to me, staring at me and sizing me up to see whether I look like
him.
I see his lips move, he’s whispering something. Outside, we hear voices saying the disease is incurable. But
who can believe that? I lean my face close to his, but my father-creator doesn’t see me, his eyes are glazed. And
like the karst caves, they send out a whirl of smoke and mist. It envelops everyone, making everything hazy. We
must look like ghosts to him. And yet there was such goodness in that man.
No one looks in on the house, the pain is not theirs. They’re afraid of sudden illness; they’re all up on the
mountain looking for grapevines to plant as borders for their animal stalls and houses. There’s no one to scream
and drive away the illness, which can spread. Life accumulates, is torn asunder by some inner force, and then
suddenly collapses. It is with this fear that one should embark on life’s journey.
There’s no Mijat to come and swear like a madman at his creator, then clap himself over the mouth in horror
and remorse. There’s no Bosiljka to beg Father to burn the droppings in the beehive while she takes out the honey.
She loved Father’s hand, which had touched her breasts, too. There’s no Kosa to tell us about what’s going on in
nearby Italy, who’s fighting with whom, how the horse trading with them is flourishing. She knows yesterday’s
news as well as tomorrow’s.
Father holds on to the doorpost, fingering it: a picture of collision between everything and its creator. It’s as if
he isn’t standing on his legs, as if there’s a rupture somewhere inside him, a chasm making him crazy and shaky.
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As if there’s an ambush lying in wait behind the walls and trees, as if everything has conspired together and is
waiting for the sound of the cowbells and sheep bells to herald death. That’s the sign for Ugljesa to take out the
yellow boards and start making a good coffin.
Whispers mold Father into a hero of the first order, and then into a doubtful character in the Curd Cooperative
fraud. But we know all he did was finger the crooks and that he was opposed to creating a lake in the middle of
the village and flooding the area for the sake of the future dam.
Mother rushed around, she sapped her strength digging up the garden, planting the vegetable bed with onions
and beets. She labored under a load that was more than she could or should carry. She would burst into the house,
grasp the medicine bottle, and thrust it into Father’s mouth. This was some sign of hope, especially when that
gentle smile appeared on his face as the pain receded! Then she would spray into his mouth a yellowish liquid
With a pungent and unpleasant smell. It drugged and numbed him to both pain and life, which still assaulted him
from all sides.
And here, within reach, is the unfinished water barrel. It still needs to be shaved down and have the hoops
drawn over it. The sight of it pains his eyes (and his liver). He had laid out the tools neatly with his own hands, so
that he could always find what he needed. But there is always something hidden or missing. You can feel the
sweat from Father’s hands in the wood and metal of the adz and cutting tools hanging above the door. Even Spiro
Mastilovic didn’t know how to fix the mill dike or get the right stroke on the water wheel, until Father showed
him. Here, too, is the rakija barrel that he had started to make, with its nine big hoops. We’re going to fill it with
the Konavlje rakija bought for Patron Saint’s Day and for all the other saints in the year. At least then you can be
sure people will make the sign of the cross. Everything torments and taunts him, but we don’t see it.
Maybe he wanted to tell us something important. A secret from the war, from the prison camp. He pursed his
lips and grimaced, but only a soft moan came out.
Mother rushed to repair the worn fence, to weed the dandelions around the spring lettuce and pull up the
nettles. Instead of opening her mouth, listening and remembering. All that work in vain, because the weeds only
grow again, inundating everything.
The smell of new grass in want of a good mowing comes through the windows. Nature is cruel, spitting on
everyone and humiliating the helpless. The shed in front of the house looks ramshackle and angry to his eyes. It’s
probably mad at him for having done the wall so badly. It’s crooked and yellow. His army boots hang from a thick
cord held up by a nail on the wall above his bed. Hanging next to them are his World War I cartridge belt and
knapsack, full of living memories. All the things he smuggled in it through Herzegovina and Dalmatia, from
tobacco to dried figs and all kinds of medicinal herbs.
The gold-plated chain watch lies there on the chest. It worked on its own, showing nothing to anyone. It ticked
without winding. Grandfather was the only one who ever wore it. He would pull it out from the depths of his
pocket to see how far the day had progressed and stand In awe of those strange moving hands. In the evening, he
would look mistrustfully at the numbers, feel the pulse-like ticking, until sleep got the better of him. As if he
couldn’t understand how the day had passed so quickly!
Does no one remember the sermon given by our dear and slightly inebriated priest Zimonjic, who forever
called on the people to do good, because you only get as good as you give. But who can believe in that? Tanasije,
sitting under the pear tree (he spent his entire boyhood in its shade) tosses pebbles into the chimney stack of
Poparina’s house, but only as long as no one sees him. And here’s Dimitrije, soaked in sweat and sorry that he
hadn’t come much earlier so that he could put his own two cents in and relate what he had seen and heard since
this morning. But it’s never too late. Even the rain can’t fall unless he announces it first. I know, he’ll start off by
grumbling and complaining about his brother, with whom he hasn’t been on speaking terms for well onto twenty
years. Two brothers nursed at the same breast. It’s enough to strike fear in your heart; who’d ever believe it?
The drought was getting worse as we waited and Father’s torment grew. Dry blades of grass jutted from the
cracked, thirsty soil. The torrid wind was as parching in the shade as the sun. As if this summer had escaped all
control and everything was again plunging into chaos. The seared wooden trough has become deformed, and you
no longer know what to use it for. The bees alight languidly on what was once a pool; we see it in our mind’s eye
and just for a second live in our imagination. Lizards and frogs mingle together in this hell on earth, they touch
and drool over each other. If Tanasije looks a little closer, he’ll realize that he has already seen this picture. And
that means having spent his whole life in one spot. If he looks up at the treetops, he’ll see Nikodije stuck between
the branches. As if he were somewhat mad.
“There’s so much water in the sea and we’re going thirsty … this place is burning as if we’ve committed some
terrible sin!” says a voice from the trees.
Tanasije talks about the great flood he dreamed of the night before. He dreamed how the water had rolled away
the trees and stones. And then some reptiles had appeared. And then desolation everywhere. In the evening a
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flood, next morning parched land!
“Can we expect rain again?” asks someone we can’t see. A young girl runs down the road and off to Stamena.
She holds out her white breast and shows it to the woman, whose hands are deep in dough, kneading bread.
“This mole appears in two days … I dreamt that it gushed blood … What can that mean? Then light issued
forth from the wound and illuminated us all! There’s a deafening in my ears.”
Maybe she caught fire and is looking for the touch of a man’s hand. The lizards and dying bumblebees are the
best proof of this story. You can’t help feeling sorry for them. The cattle are dying, they are herded down to the
river to water. By the time they come back, they’re thirsty again. What a pointless exercise! The common water
pails stand forlornly, eaten away by rust; they’re afraid that the disease will spread. And no one asks us anymore
for the brandy container that the settlers had brought from Banat, the one we use for roasting coffee. At the crack
of dawn, there’s the sound of song from the road in front of the house. Someone is bursting with health and joy.
The smell of tobacco from the coffin makes you want to smoke. Father’s pipe is lying there on the table: inside
it are ashes and poison. Surely he remembers Stojan, who brought it to him from Dubrovnik.
Father flinches and looks at Mother.
“Could you find some snow for me to put on my wound … to cool the burning heat …” The words come out
with difficulty.
Mother slips off her opanke\fn{A note reads: A type of peasant footwear.} so she can run faster. She runs off to the
mountains with a wooden trough on her back. This is a battle for life, for everything that gives her a reason to
live. She manages to descend into a cave and bring out a handful of snow. She comes racing back. Father reaches
for the ball of snow as if it were a lifesaver. He opens his mouth to let out the fire, swallows the snow, and presses
it against his wound. As if his intestines are tied in a knot and sinking.
Oh, martyr! The pain starts again and tears at his throat. Mother hovers over him. She’d give him her life if she
could. She pulls out her left breast and milks the wound as if it were a child. The pus-laced blood of the wound
mixes with the white liquid of Mother’s breast. She puts a mixture of honey, wormwood, and shallots on it and
finally an herb sent by an herbalist named Salatic from Bogdasic. He brought it back with him from America.
But there was no cure. In the secrets he left and placed in the chests and boxes around the house, Father found
peace without a word or a sound. Who could put those two different pictures together: Father getting up from bed,
so tall and strong, as things were moved out of his way, and now, lying there so still, his face distorted and sickly
yellow. Now I understand why Sakot says that “life is a dream.”
Jelisaveta mourns and wails, she evokes the dead (whose names she sometimes gets wrong) and warns them to
take care of themselves in the other world. Then she sends them a message: to her Djuradj that she has been
faithful to him, to Grandma Jesna that she still has the blouse and a vest with the gold plates and to somebody
named Grkovic that she loved him more than anybody else in the world. She stands at the front door, all in black,
and won’t let anyone pass.
It is only after they bathe Father, wrap him in a sheet, and lower him into Ugljesa’s coffin (Ugljesa is already
drunk and doesn’t understand what’s going on), that the women start rummaging through the old chests and
drawers, looking for Father’s picture. Gospava takes a box from under the bed and starts rummaging through it.
(So many people together in a split second. There are some to whom Father never even said “God be with you.”
They hide in the crowd.) Everyone could have sworn that Father was there in the family picture hanging above
the bed. Now, they cross themselves in astonishment, because his face isn’t in the photograph anymore. Others
say, “Maybe the picture has faded and his face disappeared when he passed away.” It followed him into
nothingness. It’s as if he’d never had his picture taken, even for his army ID.
How can we mourn him, how can the dirges be sung when there’s no picture? The mourners have nothing to
look at. In these parts, a dead man is immediately nailed down in his coffin and forgotten. Out of fear the disease
may spread.
In the middle of all this chaos, turning the house upside down, Baldy lets out a bellow, as if to say even a cow
can feel pain. Once again they dig through the chests and boxes stowed away from the human eye, and once again
they see there is no picture. After they’ve gone through everything and found no photograph, Gospava (pointing
straight at my forehead) cries:
“We’ll put Jakov next to the coffin—it’s his father, and he’s his spitting image! They can look at him while
they lament the dead man.”
Everyone breathes a sigh of relief. These words seem to still the panic. They grab me, dirty and tear-stained as
I am, and start undressing me. Gospava yanks the sweater off me; she doesn’t care that my head won’t go through
and that the collar cuts like a knife. They pull at me from all sides, as if they want to crucify me. I know what it is.
Gospava is paying me back for that window of hers I broke. They strip me naked as the day I was born, and
Gospava looks as if this is the moment she’s been waiting for. They take my things out of the house and throw
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them in a heap where they can’t be seen. Then they grab me and hoist me into a tub of hot water, the same one
they just bathed my father in. I can feel the cold of the metal, it feels as if death had touched it just a few minutes
before. My cries are drowned in all the sobbing and crying. They scrub me down with a hard brush and wash me
as if I haven’t had a bath since the day I was born. Jelisaveta grabs me between the legs and washes me there, too.
“At least he’ll be clean for the other world!” says Gospava with fervor, as if I’m the one who’s dead. Jelisaveta
rubs me down with alcohol, “to keep the worms away.”
Velizar’s mouth droops open; he must be worried about his potato patch needing water. Or else his mind is off
somewhere, thinking about how he’ll gather snails as soon as the rain falls and earn more money than anyone’s
ever seen. Further off, some unknown people are talking, as if they’ve forgotten why they came here in the first
place.
Once I’m properly bathed and scented, they start dressing me. They try not to touch my body. First they pull
Father’s big white shirt over my head. It’s so big my whole body could fit in just the sleeve. They dress me in his
trousers, in the shoes Father had bought in Dubrovnik, after he sold the tea. Last of all comes Father’s coat, which
covers me up, protecting me from evil eyes. They turn up the sleeves and pull out my arms and neck so that at
least some of me can be seen. They start raking at my hair with a wooden comb, as if they’re stacking hay. Mother
is overcome with grief, she can’t tell who is who anymore.
Somebody says the body is ready. Three women dressed in black immediately kneel by the coffin, their
kerchiefs slipping from their heads, as if they longed for the sound of crying and wailing.
Someone named Kosara wails that the spirit of the deceased will live on in the masterpieces he has left behind.
She describes his build, his face, his hands, and his feet, as if she had been in love with him. (Mother would die of
jealousy if she were in a normal state of mind. Maybe she would push her away from the coffin.) She extols him,
but she can’t think of anything to improve on the picture of the dead man. Somebody named Latinka, who had
fallen into a trance at the very beginning, says that it is a terrible pity such a young person should be going to his
grave. She beats her chest, wailing, “Oh, pain, what about your books, your friends and teachers …” She
collapses in despair and loses consciousness.
The crying and wailing gets louder, as the people prepare to mourn me. And again, it’s as if many of them are
putting on a show, as if there is a kind of furor to their voices. Latinka tears her hair, but her voice loses its
melody. It’s as if this is just a trial run for the real dirge (which turns into song) at countless funerals across
Herzegovina.
The loudest sobs come from Mitar (who would have thought he had such a tender heart?) when Latinka starts
sending greetings to the dead.
“Say hello to Stanoje for me and tell him that his two kids are alive and well. Give a kiss to Staka and tell her
that Momir has remained a bachelor.”
Some of the words get lost in the open hole of Gospava’s mouth. The wailing gets louder, everyone cries and
wails for their dead ones. A woman embraces her daughter’s grave, kissing the cold stone. People collect around a
fresh mound of earth, wailing. The men’s voices are too harsh and hard for lamentation.
Tomislav comes up behind me and slaps me on the shoulder. He’s checking to see whether I’m alive and
whether he’ll have someone to play with tomorrow. My legs are stiff and cold with fear. A crow flaps its wings
nearby, its joy is so far removed from everything!
Kosara wails that the effigy is as handsome as a god. That’s the first time I’ve heard a compliment come my
way. It sounds damned unconvincing to my ears.
As they mourn Father one minute and me the next, you can hear the shriek of the lambs. Nebojsa is
slaughtering them for the meal that follows the funeral. Brandishing his knife, he plunges it through their necks.
It’s terrifying to watch. Where does he get all that steely courage and skill?
The next to speak is Spiro, the cooperative manager. His eyes look out at a point somewhere above us. His
bulging neck is fat from eating so much cooperative curd. He says a few passing words of eulogy about the
deceased and then starts talking about how the lake has to be created and repairs done on the school. Spiro holds
forth, saliva spewing from his mouth, as if he were addressing some public rally. He talks about construction and
progress, about the new road over the hayfields and meadows. And he’ll screw anyone who dares say differently.
Here he’s referring a little angrily to Father, but he’s well into his speech and doesn’t mention him by name. His
deputy pokes him from behind: It’s time to bury the deceased. But Spiro goes on and on, he’s delivering a big
speech about the country’s construction and renewal. It’s his thing.
Nikodije, who’s standing right next to me, lifts me up when the wailing stops, wanting to toss me into the hole.
When he comes to his senses, he bursts into tears. I see Metodije swing his shovel and strike at the earth, covering
up Father. He looks as if he’s digging a well. He’s suddenly become enterprising and hardworking. He’s cool and
collected, although there’s always something a little spiteful and vengeful about him. Men and women come up
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and toss clods of dirt on the deceased. There are all kinds of faces and mugs. But the earth is not choosy.
We’re girdled by the cemetery on all sides and it’s a good thing the gates are open. In just a moment, many
people will even forget where they’ve been.
We go home, and my thoughts are morbid. I can’t think of anything but Father’s picture. Everything taunts me,
I see his spirit everywhere.
Just before nightfall, Metodije runs over to take Father’s scythe, the sharpest in seven villages, and along with
it he asks for the anvil, the water horn, and the marker. As if he had been waiting for this very moment. Then the
miller comes along asking for seven sacks woven of the finest wool, with special markings in the middle. And in
the evening Kruna drops in, her pointed nose piercing the air as if the world has never seen anything as smart as
she. She asks for the Hungarian wool-combing machine—the first one to be brought to these parts by Father when
he was released from the prison camp. Mother gives everyone a shake of her head, at which Kruna, raising her
pointed nose like a blade of grass, takes off through the plum orchard.
The next day, Mojsije puts in an appearance. He, too, wants something, and I don’t even know whether he was
at the funeral or not. He asks for the four wagon wheels made out of special wood and iron, and brought from
Vojvodina. He leaves empty-handed. Overnight, the wheels disappear. We don’t know who stole them, but we do
know that no one would dare use them on his wagon, because Mother would immediately say, “They’re mine!”
But you can still feel Father’s eye watching over all these things, controlling and running everything. He taught
Elisaveta a lot of things. The loom Father made out of maple wood, with the light reeds for pressing the yarn, is
with Dmitrije. Docjin was given the packsaddle; Bosiljka, her legs spread, would ride on it. She liked being close
to Ognjen, touching him inadvertently with her hot thigh. Father’s clothes, the bed mattress, and the comforter full
of chicken feathers, piled up near the house, waiting to rot, are all reminders of him.
All night long, Kruna rummaged around the mattress in the hope of finding any gold coins Father may have
forgotten to take out in his illness. (They say the late Scepan left her a jar full of gold buried on their property, but
she can’t figure out where it is or how to dig it up. That’s all she can think of, she can’t get her mind off it.)
The children run away from me, as if they’re afraid to touch me. Velizar shouts,
“Beat it, there he is, the dead man rises again!” And Kosara shouts,
“The devil’s luck; look, he’s like a vampire! We’ve already mourned him once and here he is resurrected …
that’s not him, it’s his ghost. And he’ll toss horsefeed into the vat again and he won’t even be able to drink the
water!”
Before I fall asleep, I always hear Father’s reproachful and angry whisper. I see his face fade, vanishing
somewhere behind the stable. For days we gather up the summer crop, the little that is left from the drought.
Gospava crosses herself as soon as she sees me, as if she wishes they really had buried me. We tie up the rye in
sheafs and arrange them crisscross in blocks, the way Father used to do. We put dry grass on top to keep the
kernels from rotting. At night Mother jumps in her sleep, shouting something, but you can’t decipher what. When
she wakes up, she says:
“I dreamed of your father, he said we have to restack the grain, it’ll rot and go dank as never before.”
We immediately start rearranging the sheaves, changing everything.
Everything we do seems to ask: how would Father have done it? Everything is a frightening warning.
One moment it’s as if it were long ago, the next as if it were now.
212.194 Excerpt from Zlata’s Diary: A Child’s Life In Sarajevo\fn{by Zlata Filipovic (1980- )} Sarajevo, Bosnia,
Bosnia-Herzegovina (F) 19
Monday, March 30, 1992
Hey, Diary! You know what I think? Since Anne Frank called her diary Kitty, maybe I could give you a name
too. What about: Asfaltina, Pidzameta, Sefika, Hikmeta, Sevala, Mimmy, or something else???
I’m thinking, thinking …
I’ve decided! I’m going to call you Mimmy.
All right, then, let’s start.
It’s almost half-term. We’re all studying for our tests. Tomorrow we’re supposed to go to a classical music
concert at the Skenderija Hall. Our teacher says we shouldn’t go because there will be 10,000 people, pardon me,
children, there, and somebody might take us as hostages or plant a bomb in the concert hall. Mommy says I
shouldn’t go. So I won’t.
Hey! You know who won the Yugovision Song Contest?! Extra Nena!!!???\fn{She was the last person to represent
Yugoslavia in the Eurovision Song Contest}
I’m afraid to say this next thing. Melica says she heard at the hairdresser’s that on Saturday, April 4, 1992,
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there’s going to be boom-boom, bang-bang, crash Sarajevo. Translation: they’re going to bomb Sarajevo.\fn{ In the
interests of standardization in order to accommodate machine-readability I have substituted normal italic emphasis for the diarists’ wordcapitalizations and deleted the “Dear Mimmy” greetings and various closings (“Ciao! Zlata; Your Zlata; Love Zlata,” etc.) of each entry,
but have retained her punctuation, and (of course) the text exactly as it appears in the copy before me. The author was ten years old when
she began her diary.: H}

Friday, April 3, 1992
Mommy is at work. Daddy has gone to Zenica.\fn{A Bosnian industrial city} I’m home from school and have been
thinking. Azra leaves for Austria today. She’s afraid of war. Hey! Still, I keep thinking about what Melica heard at
the hair-dresser’s. What do I do if they bomb Sarajevo? Safia is here, and I’m listening to Radio-M. I feel safer.
Mommy says that what Melica heard at the hair-dresser’s is misinformation. I hope so!
Daddy came back from Zenica all upset. He says there are terrible crowds at the train and bus stations. People
are leaving Sarajevo. Sad scenes. They’re the people who believe the misinformation. Mothers and children are
leaving, the fathers are staying behind, or just children are leaving, while their parents stay. Everybody is in tears.
Daddy says he wishes he hadn’t seen that.
Saturday, April 4, 1992
Today is Bairam.\fn{A Muslim religious holiday} There aren’t many people in the streets. I guess it’s fear of the
stories about Sarajevo being bombed. But there’s no bombing. It looks as though Mommy was right when she
said it was all misinformation. Thank God!
Sunday, April 5, 1992
I’m trying to concentrate so I can do my homework (reading), but I simply can’t. Something is going on in
town. You can hear gunfire from the hills.
Columns of people are spreading out from Dobrinja.\fn{ The most populous neighborhood of Sarajeo} They’re trying
to stop something, but they themselves don’t know what. You can simply feel that something is coming, something very bad. On TV I see people in front of the B-H\fn{ Bosnia-Herzegovina; each of the constituent republics of the former
Yugoslavia was equipped with its own central government buildings; but the real power in the country was in Belgrade, the capital of
Serbia} parliament building. The radio keeps playing the same song: “Sarajevo, My Love.” That’s all very nice, but

my stomach is still in knots and I can’t concentrate on my homework anymore.
Mimmy, I’m afraid of war!!!
Monday, April 6, 1992
Yesterday the people in front of the parliament tried peacefully to cross the Vrbanja bridge. But they were shot
at. Who? How? Why? A girl, a medical student from Dubrovnik,\fn{ A Croatian city on the Adriatic seacoast } was killed.
Her blood spilled onto the bridge. In her final moments all she said was: “Is this Sarajevo?” Horrible, horrible,
horrible!
No one and nothing here is normal!
The Bascarsija\fn{The cultural and historical center of Sarajevo} has been destroyed! Those “fine gentlemen” from
Pale fired on Bascarsija!
Since yesterday people have been inside the B-H parliament. Some of them are standing outside, in front of it.
We’ve moved my television set into the living room, so I watch Channel I on one TV and “Good Vibrations” on
the other. Now they’re shooting from the Holiday Inn, killing people in front of the parliament. And Bokica is
there with Vanja and Andrej. Oh, God!
Maybe we’ll go to the cellar. You, Mimmy, will go with me, of course. I’m desperate. The people in front of
the parliament are desperate too. Mimmy, war is here. Peace, now!
They say they’re going to attack RTV Sarajevo.\fn{ Radio and Television center} But they haven’t. They’ve stopped
shooting in our neighborhood. Knock! Knock! (I’m knocking on wood for good luck.)
Whew! It was tough. Oh, God! They’re shooting again!!!
Thursday, April 9, 1992
I’m not going to school. All the schools in Sarajevo are closed. There’s danger hiding in these hills above
Sarajevo. But I think things are slowly calming down. The heavy shelling and explosions have stopped. There’s
occasional gunfire, but it quickly falls silent. Mommy and Daddy aren’t going to work. They’re buying food in
huge quantities. Just in case, I guess. God forbid!
Still, it’s very tense. Mommy is beside herself, Daddy tries to calm her down. Mommy has long conversations
on the phone. She calls, other people call, the phone is in constant use.
Sunday, April 12, 1992
The new sections of town—Dobrinja, Mojmilo, Vojnicko polje—are being badly shelled. Everything is being
destroyed, burned, the people are in shelters. Here in the middle of town, where we live, it’s different. It’s quiet.
People go out. It was a nice warm spring day today. We went out too. Vaso Miskin Street was full of people,
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children. It looked like a peace march. People came out to be together, they don’t want war. They want to live and
enjoy themselves the way they used to. That’s only natural, isn’t it? Who likes or wants war, when it’s the worst
thing in the world?
I keep thinking about the march I joined today. Its bigger and stronger than war. That’s why it will win. The
people must be the ones to win, not the war, because war has nothing to do with humanity. War is something
inhuman.
Tuesday, April 14, 1992
People are leaving Sarajevo. The airport, train and bus stations are packed. I saw sad pictures on TV of people
parting. Families, friends separating. Some are leaving, others staying. It’s so sad. Why? These people and
children aren’t guilty of anything. Keka and Braco came early this morning. They’re in the kitchen with Mommy
and Daddy, whispering. Keka and Mommy are crying. I don’t think they know what to do—whether to stay or to
go. Neither way is good.
Wednesday, April 15, 1992
There has been terrible gunfire in Mojmilo. Mirna spent a whole forty-eight hours in the shelter. I talked to her
on the phone, but not for long because she had to go back down to the shelter. I feel sorry for her.
Bojana and Verica are going to England. Oga is going to Italy. And worst of all, Martina and Matea have
already left. They went to Ohrid.\fn{ A lakeside town in Macedonia} Keka is crying, Braco is crying and Mommy is
crying. She’s on the phone right now, and she’s crying. And “those boys” up there in the hills keep shooting at us.
I just heard that Dejan has left too.
Ooohhhhh! Why war?!
Thursday, April 16, 1992
Martina, Matea and Dejan didn’t leave, after all. That’s really not fair! Yes, of course it is, they mustn’t go. But
it isn’t fair because we all cried our eyes out and in the end they didn’t leave. There are not enough buses, trains or
planes for all the people who want to get out of here.
Saturday, April 18, 1992
There’s shooting, shells are falling. This really is war. Mommy and Daddy are worried, they sit up until late at
night, talking. They’re wondering what to do, but it’s hard to know. Whether to leave and split up, or stay here
together. Keka wants to take me to Ohrid. Mommy can’t make up her mind—she’s constantly in tears. She tries to
hide it from me, but I see everything. I see that things aren’t good here. There’s no peace. War has suddenly
entered our town, our homes, our thoughts, our lives. It’s terrible.
It’s also terrible that Mommy has packed my suitcase.
Monday, April 20, 1992
War is no joke, it seems. It destroys, kills, burns, separates, brings unhappiness. Terrible shells fell today on
Bascarsija, the old town center. Terrible explosions. We went down into the cellar, the cold, dark, revolting cellar.
And ours isn’t even all that safe. Mommy, Daddy and I just stood there, holding on to one another in a corner that
looked safe. Standing there in the dark, in the warmth of my parents’ arms, I thought about leaving Sarajevo.
Everybody is thinking about it, and so am I. I couldn’t bear to go alone, to leave behind Mommy and Daddy,
Grandma and Granddad. And going with just Mommy isn’t any good either. The best would be for all three of us
to go. But Daddy can’t. So I’ve decided we should stay here together. Tomorrow I’ll tell Keka that you have to be
brave and stay with those you love and those who love you. I can’t leave my parents, and I don’t like the other
idea of leaving my father behind alone either.
Tuesday, April 21, 1992
It’s horrible in Sarajevo today. Shells falling, people and children getting killed, shooting. We will probably
spend the night in the cellar. Since ours isn’t safe, we’re going to our neighbors, the Bobar’s house. The Bobar
family consists of Grandma Mira, Auntie Boda, Uncle Zika (her husband), Maja and Bojana. When the shooting
gets bad, Zika phones us and then we run across the yard, over the ladder and the table, into their building and
finally knock at their door. Until just the other day we took the street, but there’s shooting and it’s not safe
anymore. I’m getting ready to go to the cellar. I’ve packed my backpack with biscuits, juice, a deck of cards and a
few other “things.” I can still hear the cannon fire, and something that sounds like it.
Wednesday, April 22, 1992
We spent the whole night in the Bobar’s cellar. We went there at around 9:30 and came home at about 10:30
the next morning. I slept from 4:00 to 9:30 A.M. It boomed and shook really badly last night.
Sunday, April 26, 1992
We spent Thursday night with the Bobars again. The next day we had no electricity. We had no bread, so for
the first time in her life Mommy baked some. She was scared how it would turn out. It turned out like bread—
good bread. That was the day I was supposed to go to Ohrid with M&M. But I didn’t, and neither did they.
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Tuesday, April 28, 1992
Sniffle! Martina, sniffle, and Matea, sniffle, left yesterday! They left by bus for Krsko.\fn{ A town in Slovenia}
They went with Keka. Oga has gone too, so has Dejan, Mirna will be leaving tomorrow or the next day, and soon
Marijana will be going too.
Sniffle!
Everybody has gone. I’m left with no friends.
Wednesday, April 29, 1992
I’d write to you much more about the war if only I could. But I simply don’t want to remember all these
horrible things. They make me sick. Please, don’t be mad at me. I’ll write something.
Saturday, May 2, 1992
Today was truly, absolutely the worst day ever in Sarajevo. The shooting started around noon. Mommy and I
moved into the hall. Daddy was in his office, under our apartment, at the time. We told him on the intercom to run
quickly to the downstairs lobby where we’d meet. him. We brought Cicko\fn{ Zlata’s canary} with us. The gunfire
was getting worse, and we couldn’t get over the wall to the Bobar’s, so we ran down to our own cellar.
The cellar is ugly, dark, smelly. Mommy, who’s terrified of mice, had two fears to cope with. The three of us
were in the same corner as the other day. We listened to the pounding shells, the shooting, the thundering noise
overhead. We even heard planes. At one moment I realized that this awful cellar was the only place that could
save our lives. Suddenly, it started to look almost warm and nice. It was the only way we could defend ourselves
against all this terrible shooting. We heard glass shattering in our street. Horrible. I put my fingers in my ears to
block out the terrible sounds. I was worried about Cicko. We had left him behind in the lobby. Would he catch
cold there? Would something hit him? I was terribly hungry and thirsty. We had left our half-cooked lunch in the
kitchen.
When the shooting died down a bit, Daddy ran over to our apartment and brought us back some sandwiches.
He said he could smell something burning and that the phones weren’t working. He brought our TV set down to
the cellar. That’s when we learned that the main post office (near us) was on fire and that they had kidnapped our
President. At around 8:00 we went back up to our apartment. Almost every window in our street was broken. Ours
were all right, thank God. I saw the post office in flames. A terrible sight. The fire-fighters battled with the raging
fire. Daddy took a few photos of the post office being devoured by the flames. He said they wouldn’t come out
because I had been fiddling with something on the camera. I was sorry. The whole apartment smelled of the
burning fire. God, and I used to pass by there every day. It had just been done up. It was huge and beautiful, and
now it was being swallowed up by the flames. It was disappearing. That’s what this neighborhood of mine looks
like, my Mimmy. I wonder what it’s like in other parts of town? I heard on the radio that it was awful around the
Eternal Flame. The place is knee-deep in glass. We’re worried about Grandma and Granddad. They live there.
Tomorrow, if we can go out, we’ll see how they are. A terrible day.
This has been the worst, most awful day in my eleven-year-old life. I hope it will be the only one. Mommy and
Daddy are very edgy. I have to go to bed.
Sunday, May 3, 1992
Daddy managed to run across the bridge over the Miljacka\fn{ A small river that flows through Sarajvo } and get to
Grandma and Granddad. He came running back, all upset, sweating with fear and sadness. They’re all right, thank
God. Tito Street looks awful. The heavy shelling has destroyed shop windows, cars, apartments, the fronts and
roofs of buildings. Luckily, not too many people were hurt because they managed to take shelter. Neda (Mommy’s
girlfriend) rushed over to see how we were and to tell us that they were OK and hadn’t had any damage. But it
was terrible.
We talked through the window with Auntie Boda and Bojana just now. They were in the street yesterday when
that heavy shooting broke out. They managed to get to Stela’s cellar.
Tuesday, May 5, 1992
The shooting seems to be dying down. I guess they’ve caused enough misery, although I don’t know why. It
has something to do with politics. I just hope the “kids” come to some agreement. Oh, if only they would, so we
could live and breathe as human beings again. The things that have happened here these past few days are terrible.
I want it to stop forever. Peace! Peace!
I didn’t tell you, Mimmy, that we’ve rearranged things in the apartment. My room and Mommy and Daddy’s
are too dangerous to be in. They face the hills, which is where they’re shooting from. If only you knew how
scared I am to go near the windows and into those rooms. So, we turned a safe corner of the sitting room into a
“bedroom.” We sleep on mattresses on the floor. It’s strange and awful. But, it’s safer that way. We’ve turned
everything around for safety. We put Cicko in the kitchen. He’s safe there, although once the shooting starts
there’s nowhere safe except the cellar. I suppose all this will stop and we’ll all go back to our usual places.
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Thursday, May 7, 1992
I was almost positive the war would stop, but today … Today a shell fell on the park in front of my house, the
park where I used to play and sit with my girlfriends. A lot of people were hurt. From what I hear Jaca, Jaca’s
mother, Selma, Nina, our neighbor Dado and who knows how many other people who happened to be there were
wounded. Dado, Jaca and her mother have come home from the hospital, Selma lost a kidney but I don’t know
how she is, because she’s still in the hospital. And Nina is dead. A piece of shrapnel lodged in her brain and she
died. She was such a sweet, nice little girl. We went to kindergarten together, and we used to play together in the
park. Is it possible I’ll never see Nina again? Nina, an innocent eleven-year-old little girl—the victim of a stupid
war. I feel sad. I cry and wonder why? She didn’t do anything. A disgusting war has destroyed a young child’s
life. Nina, I’ll always remember you as a wonderful little girl.
Wednesday, May 13, 1992
Life goes on. The past is cruel, and that’s exactly why we should forget it.
The present is cruel too and I can’t forget it. There’s no joking with war. My present reality is the cellar, fear,
shells, fire.
Terrible shooting broke out the night before last. We were afraid that we might be hit by shrapnel or a bullet, so
we ran over to the Bobars. We spent all of that night, the next day and the next night in the cellar and in Nedo’s
apartment. (Nedo is a refugee from Grbavica.\fn{ One of the Sarajevo suburbs} He left his parents and came here to his
sister’s empty apartment.) We saw terrible scenes on TV. The town in ruins, burning, people and children being
killed. It’s unbelievable.
The phones aren’t working, we haven’t been able to find out anything about Grandma and Granddad, Melica,
how people in other parts of town are doing. On TV we saw the place where Mommy works, Vodoprivreda, all in
flames. It’s on the aggressor’s side of town (Grbavica).\fn{ These “aggressors” were troops from the Republika Srpska army
units (fighting Muslim forces at the time for sovereignty over the entire country of Bosnia-Herzegovina) who had seized the suburb of
Grbavica and were carrying out a systematic program of rape, torture and murder against the local Muslim population, a practice then
known as “ethnic cleansing”.:H } Mommy cried. She’s depressed. All her years of work and effort—up in flames. It’s

really horrible. All around Vodoprivreda there were cars burning, people dying, and nobody could help them.
God, why is this happening?
I’m so mad I want to scream and break everything!
Thursday, May 14, 1992
The shelling here has stopped. Daddy managed to run over to Grandma and Granddad’s to see how they are,
how they’ve been coping with the madness of the past few days. They’re all right, thank God. Melica and her
family are all right, and Grandma heard from Vinko that Meda and Bojan (an aunt and her son) are also all right.
The situation at the Marshal Tito barracks and in the new parts of town is terrible. It’s a madhouse around the
electricity board building and the radio and television center. I can’t watch television anymore. I can’t bear to. The
area around Otes seems to be the only place that is still quiet. Mommy’s brother Braco and his family live there.
They’re so lucky, there’s no shooting where they live.
Sunday, May 17, 1992
It’s now definite: there’s no more school. The war has interrupted our lessons, closed down the schools, sent
children to cellars instead of classrooms. They’ll give us the grades we got at the end of last term. So I’ll get a
report card saying I’ve finished fifth grade.
Wednesday, May 20, 1992
The shooting has died down. Today Mommy felt brave enough to cross the bridge. She saw Grandma and
Granddad, ran into various people she knows and heard a lot of sad news. She came back all miserable. Her
brother was wounded on May 14, driving home from work. Her brother is hurt and she doesn’t find out about it
until today—that’s terrible. He was wounded in the leg and is in the hospital. How can she get to him? It’s like
being at the other end of the world now. They told her he’s all right, but she doesn’t believe them and keeps
crying. If only the shooting would stop, she could go to the hospital. She says:
“I won’t believe it until I see him with my own eyes.”
Thursday, May 21, 1992
Mommy went to see Braco in the hospital today. He’s alive. That’s the most important thing. But he’s badly
wounded. It’s his knee. Two hundred wounded were brought to the clinic that day. They were going to amputate
his leg, but his friend Dr. Adnan Dizdar (the surgeon) recognized him, canceled the amputation and took him into
the operating room. The operation lasted four-and-a-half hours and the doctors say it was a success. But he’ll have
to stay in bed for a long, long time. He has some rods, a cast, all sorts of things on his leg. Mommy is terribly
worried and sad. So are Grandma and Granddad (that’s what Mommy tells me, because I haven’t seen them since
April 12; I haven’t been out of the house). In the end he was lucky. I hope it will turn out all right. Hold on there,
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Braco!!!
Saturday, May 23, 1992
I’m not writing to you about me anymore. I’m writing to you about war, death, injuries, shells, sadness and
sorrow. Almost all my friends have left. Even if they were here, who knows whether we’d be able to see one
another. The phones aren’t working, we couldn’t even talk to one another. Vanja and Andrej have gone to join
Srdjan in Dubrovnik. The war has stopped there. They’re lucky. I was so unhappy because of that war in
Dubrovnik. I never dreamed it would move to Sarajevo. Verica and Bojana have also left.
I now spend all my time with Bojana and Maja. They’re my best friends now. Bojana is a year-and-a-half older
than me, she’s finished seventh grade and we have a lot in common. Maja is in her last year of school. She’s much
older than I am, but she’s wonderful. I’m lucky to have them, otherwise I’d be all alone among the grownups.
On the news they reported the death of Silva Rizvanbegovit, a doctor at the Emergency Clinic, who’s
Mommy’s friend. She was in an ambulance. They were driving a wounded man to get him help. Lots of people
Mommy and Daddy know have been killed. Oh, God, what is happening here???
*
Monday, May 25, 1992
Today the Zetra Hall, the Olympic Zetra, went up in flames. The whole world knew about it, it was the
Olympic beauty, and now it’s going up in flames. The firefighters tried to save it, and our Zika joined them. But it
didn’t stand a chance. The forces of war don’t know anything about love and the desire to save something. They
just know how to destroy, burn, take things away. So they wanted Zetra to disappear as well. It makes me sad,
Mimmy.
I feel as though no one and nothing here will survive.
Tuesday, May 26, 1992
I keep thinking about Mirna; May 13 was her birthday. I would love to see her so much. I keep asking Mommy
and Daddy to take me to her. She left Mojinilo with her mother and father to go to her grandparents’ place. Their
apartment was shelled and they had to leave it.
There’s no shooting, the past few days have been quiet. I asked Daddy to take me to Mirna’s because I made
her a little birthday present. I miss her. I wish I could see her.
I was such a nag that Daddy decided to take me to her. We went there, but the downstairs door was locked. We
couldn’t call out to them and I came home feeling disappointed. The present is waiting for her, so am I. I suppose
we’ll see each other.
Wednesday, May 27, 1992
Slaughter! Massacre! Horror! Crime! Blood! Screams! Tears! Despair!
That’s what Vaso Miskin Street looks like today. Two shells exploded in the street and one in the market.
Mommy was nearby at the time. She ran to Grandma and Granddad’s. Daddy and I were beside ourselves because
she hadn’t come home. I saw some of it on TV but I still can’t believe what I actually saw. It’s unbelievable. I’ve
got a lump in my throat and a knot in my tummy. Horrible. They’re taking the wounded to the hospital. It’s a
madhouse. We kept going to the window hoping to see Mommy, but she wasn’t back. They released a list of the
dead and wounded. Daddy and I were tearing our hair out. We didn’t know what had happened to her. Was she
alive? At 4:00, Daddy decided to go and check the hospital. He got dressed, and I got ready to go to the Bobars, so
as not to stay at home alone. I looked out the window one more time and … I saw mommy running across the
bridge. As she came into the house she started shaking and crying. Through her tears she told us how she had seen
dismembered bodies. All the neighbors came because they had been afraid for her. Thank God, Mommy is with
us. Thank God.
A horrible day unforgettable. Horrible! Horrible!
Thursday, May 28, 1992
It started at around 10:00. First we went to Neda’s. I put Sasa to sleep and left the bedroom. I looked toward
the bathroom, and then … boom. The window in the bathroom shattered into pieces and I was alone in the hall
and saw it all. I began to cry hysterically. Then we went down into the cellar. When things calmed down we went
up to Neda’s and spent the night there. Today in Vaso Miskin Street people signed the book of mourning and laid
flowers. They renamed the street and now it’s called the Street of Anti-Fascist Resistance.
Friday, May 29, 1992
I’m at Neda’s. The result of last night’s fascism is broken glass in Daddy’s office and at the Bobar’s shattered
windows. A shell fell on the house across the way, and I can’t even tell you how many fell nearby. The whole
town was in flames.
Saturday, May 30, 1992
The City Maternity Hospital has burned down. I was born there. Hundreds of thousands of new babies, new
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residents of Sarajevo, won’t have the luck to be born in this maternity hospital now. It was new. The fire devoured
everything. The mothers and babies were saved. When the fire broke out two women were giving birth. The
babies are alive. God, people get killed here, they die here, they disappear, things go up in flames here, and out of
the flames, new lives are born.
Monday, June 1, 1992
Today is Maja’s birthday. She’s eighteen. She’s an adult now. She’s a grown-up. It’s an important day in her
life, but, what can you do, she’s celebrating it in wartime. We all did our best to make this day special for her, but
she was sad and moody. Why did this war have to ruin everything for her? Maja isn’t even having her senior
prom, or an evening gown. All there is here is war, war and more war.
Fortunately, there wasn’t too much shooting, so we could sit in peace. Auntie Boda made a special lunch (how
special can it be in wartime???). Mommy used the last walnuts in the house to make a cake (Maja and her
eighteen years deserve it). We gave her a necklace and bracelet made of Ohrid pearls. She got a lot of valuable
presents made of gold. Well, you’re only eighteen once in your life. Happy birthday to you Maja on this big day,
may all your other birthdays be celebrated in peace.
Friday, June 5, 1992
There’s been no electricity for quite some time and we keep thinking about the food in the freezer. There’s not
much left as it is. It would be a pity for all of it to go bad. There’s meat and vegetables and fruit. How can we save
it?
Daddy found an old wood-burning stove in the attic. It’s so old it looks funny. In the cellar we found some
wood, put the stove outside in the yard, lit it and are trying to save the food from the refrigerator. We cooked
everything, and joining forces with the Bobars, enjoyed ourselves. There was veal and chicken, squid, cherry
strudel, meat and potato pies. All sorts of things. It’s a pity, though, that we had to eat everything so quickly. We
even over-ate. We had a meat stroke.
We washed down our refrigerators and freezers. Who knows when we’ll be able to cook like this again. Food
is becoming a big problem in Sarajevo. There’s nothing to buy, and even cigarettes and coffee are becoming a
problem for grown-ups. The last reserves are being used up. God, are we going to go hungry to boot???
Wednesday, June 10, 1992
At about eleven o’clock last night it started to thunder again. No, not the weather, the shells. We ran over to
Nedo’s. I fell asleep there, but Mommy and Daddy went back home.
There’s no electricity. We’re cooking on the wood stove in the yard. Everybody is. The whole neighborhood.
What luck to have this old stove.
Daddy and Zika keep fiddling with the radio, listening to the news. They found RFI (Radio France
Internationale) in our language. That’s at nine o’clock in the evening and they listen to it regularly. Bojana and I
usually play cards, word games or draw something.
Sunday, June 14, 1992
There’s still no electricity, so we’re still cooking on the stove in the yard. Around 2:00, when we were doing
something around the stove, a shell fell on the opposite corner of the street, destroying Zoka’s wonderful jewelry
shop. We ran straight to the cellar, waiting for the barrage. Luckily there was only that one shell, so we went back
at around 4:00.
Tuesday, June 16, 1992
Our windows are broken. All of them except the ones in my room. That’s the result of the revolting shell that
fell again on Zoka’s jewelry shop, across the way from us. I was alone in the house at the time. Mommy and
Daddy were down in the yard, getting lunch ready, and I had gone upstairs to set the table. Suddenly I heard a
terrible bang and glass breaking. I was terrified and ran toward the hall. That same moment, Mommy and Daddy
were at the door. Out of breath, worried, sweating and pale they hugged me and we ran to the cellar, because the
shells usually come one after the other. When I realized what had happened, I started to cry and shake. Everybody
tried to calm me down, but I was very upset. I barely managed to pull myself together.
We returned to the apartment to find the rooms full of glass and the windows broken. We cleared away the
glass and put plastic sheeting over the windows. We had had a close shave with that shell and shrapnel. I picked
up a piece of shrapnel and the tail end of a grenade, put them in a box and thanked God I had been in the kitchen,
because I could have been hit. Horrible! I don’t know how often I’ve written that word. Horrible. We’ve had too
much horror. The days here are full of horror. Maybe we in Sarajevo could rename the day and call it horror,
because that’s really what it’s like.
Thursday, June 18, 1992
Today we heard some more sad, sad news. Our country house in Crnotina, a tower that’s about 150 years old,
has burned down. Like the post office, it disappeared in the flames. I loved it so much. We spent last summer
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there. I had a wonderful time. I always looked forward to going there. We had redone it so nicely, bought new
furniture, new rugs, put in new windows, given it all our love and warmth, and its beauty was our reward. It lived
through so many wars, so many years and now it’s gone. It has burned down to the ground. Our neighbors Ziga,
Meho and Becir were killed. That’s even sadder. Vildana’s house also burned down. All the houses burned down.
Lots of people were killed. It’s terribly sad news.
I keep asking why? What for? Who’s to blame? I ask, but there’s no answer. All I know is that we are living in
misery. Yes, I know, politics is to blame for it all. I said I wasn’t interested in politics, but in order to find out the
answer I have to know something about it. They tell me only a few things. I’ll probably find out and understand
much more one day. Mommy and Daddy don’t discuss politics with me. They probably think I’m too young or
maybe they themselves don’t know anything. They just keep telling me: This will pass—“it has to pass”????????
Saturday, June 20, 1992
Auntie Radmila (Mommy’s friend from work) came today. She came from Vojnicko polje (a new housing
complex). Her apartment has been completely destroyed. Wiped out in the shelling. Everything in it has been
destroyed. All that’s left is a useless pile of furniture, clothes, pictures and all the other things that go into an
apartment. She’s sad, because her daughters Suncica and Mirna aren’t there (they’re in Zagreb), but she’s glad
they didn’t have to live through the hell of Vojnicko polje. Today we heard that Narmin Tulic, the actor at the
Experimental Theater, lost both his legs. Awful! Awful! Awful!
Sasa went to stay with his grandmother. But he’ll probably be coming back.
Monday, June 22, 1992
More blood on the streets of Sarajevo. Another massacre. In Tito Street. Three people killed, thirty-five
wounded. Shells fell on Radic, Miss Irbin and Senoa streets. About fifteen people were killed in the three streets.
I’m worried that something may have happened to Marina’s, Marijana’s or Ivana’s parents.
These people just go on killing. Murderers! I pity them for being so very, very stupid, so servile, for
humiliating themselves so much in front of certain people. Terrible!!!!!!
Tuesday, June 23, 1992
Cicko could have been killed today. He fell out of the kitchen window onto a tin roof. We ran downstairs into
the yard and brought him in. He just lay there in the corner of his cage, blinking madly. I tried to cheer him up
with a leaf of lettuce. Fortunately he survived.
A shell fell on the central market and the cathedral today.
The electricity went out at eight o’clock last night. It’s now 11:30 and it’s still not back. Horrible
Wednesday, June 24, 1992
9:45—the water is back on. Still no electricity. 10:30—we’ve still got water. 12:00—no water, but we’ve got
electricity. Yesss!
Mimmy, I’ve just realized that all my friends have left: Oga, Martina, Matea, Dejan, Vanja and Andrej. Ohhhh!
They’re shooting outside. Bojana and I aren’t allowed to go out into the yard, so we’re roller skating in the
lobby of their building. It’s not bad!
These are the books I’ve read so far: Mommy I Love You, Eagles Fly Early, and the next book I’m going to
read is Little Toto.
Monday, June 29, 1992
Boredom!!! Shooting!!! Shelling!!! People being killed!!! Despair!!! Hunger!!! Misery!!! Fear!!!
That’s my life! The life of an innocent eleven-year-old schoolgirl!! A schoolgirl without a school, without the
fun and excitement of school. A child without games, without friends, without the sun, without birds, without
nature, without fruit, without chocolate or sweets, with just a little powdered milk. In short, a child without a
childhood. A wartime child. I now realize that I am really living through a war, I am witnessing an ugly,
disgusting war. I and thousands of other children in this town that is being destroyed, that is crying, weeping,
seeking help, but getting none. God, will this ever stop, will I ever be a schoolgirl again, will I ever enjoy my
childhood again? I once heard that childhood is the most wonderful time of your life. And it is. I loved it, and now
an ugly war is taking it all away from me. Why? I feel sad. I feel like crying. I am crying.
Thursday, July 2, 1992
We gave ourselves a treat today. We picked the cherries off the tree in the yard and ate them all up. We had
watched it blossom and its small green fruits slowly turn red and now here we were eating them. Oh, you’re a
wonderful cherry tree! The plum tree hasn’t gotten any fruit so we won’t even get to try it! I miss fruit a lot. In
these days of war in Sarajevo, there is no basic food or any of the other things a person needs, and there is no
fruit. But now I can say that I ate myself silly on cherries.
Braco, Mommy’s brother, is getting better. He’s even walking a bit now.
Friday, July 3, 1992
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Mommy goes to work at her new office. She goes if there’s no shooting, but we never know when the shelling
will start. It’s dangerous to walk around town. It’s especially dangerous to cross our bridge, because snipers shoot
at you. You have to run across. Every time she goes out, Daddy and I go to the window to watch her run. Mommy
says:
“I didn’t know the Miljacka (our river) was so wide. You run, and you run, and you run, and there’s no end to
the bridge.”
That’s fear, Mimmy, fear that you’ll be hit by something.
Daddy doesn’t go to work. The two of us stay at home, waiting for Mommy. When the sirens go off we worry
about how and when and if she’ll get home. Oh, the relief when she walks in!
Neda came for lunch today. Afterward we played cards. Neda said something about going to Zagreb. It made
Mommy sad, because they’ve been friends since childhood. They grew up together, spent their whole lives
together. I was sad too because I love her and I know she loves me.
Sunday, July 5,1992
I don’t remember when I last left the house. It must be almost two months ago now. I really miss Grandma and
Granddad. I used to go there every day, and now I haven’t seen them for such a long time.
I spend my days in the house and in the cellar. That’s my wartime childhood. And it’s summer. Other children
are vacationing on the seaside, in the mountains, swimming, sunbathing, enjoying themselves. God, what did I do
to deserve being in a war, spending my days in a way that no child should. I feel caged. All I can see through the
broken windows is the park in front of my house. Empty, deserted, no children, no joy. I hear the sound of shells,
and everything around me smells of war. War is now my life. Oohhh, I can’t stand it anymore! I want to scream
and cry. I wish I could play the piano at least, but I can’t even do that because it’s in “the dangerous room,” where
I’m not allowed. How long is this going to go on???
Tuesday, July 7, 1992
There was no water yesterday, the day before or the day before that. It came at around 8:30 this morning and
now, at 10:30, it’s slowly disappearing again.
We filled whatever we could find with water and now have to save on the precious liquid. You have to save on
everything in this war, including water and food.
Mommy is at work, Daddy is reading something and I’m going to Bojana’s because there’s no shooting.
Saturday, July 11, 1992
Nedo brought us a little visitor today. A kitten. It followed him and he couldn’t just leave it in the street so he
picked it up and brought it home. We’ll call it Skinny, Lanky, Kitty, Mikana, Persa, Cici … ???? It’s orange, has
white socks and a white patch on its chest. It’s cute, but a little wild.
Tuesday, July 14, 1992
On July 8 we got a UN package. Humanitarian aid. Inside were 6 cans of beef, 5 cans of fish, 2 boxes of
cheese, 3 kilos of detergent, 5 bars of soap, 2 kilos of sugar and 5 liters of cooking oil. All in all, a super package.
But Daddy had to stand in line for four hours to get it.
Dobrinja has been liberated. They received UN packages there too.
We’re waiting to hear what the Security Council has decided about military intervention in B-H.
The water and electricity went off the day before yesterday, July 12, and still aren’t back.
Friday, July 17, 1992
We named the kitten Cicio Nedo gave it a bath, we feed it milk and biscuits, even rice. She has to get used to
wartime food like the rest of us! She’s cute. She has a beautiful head. We’ve all fallen in love with her and she is
slowly getting used to us. Bojana and I hold her in our lap, stroke her and she purrs. That means she likes it, she’s
happy. She must be lucky. Who knows whether she’d still be alive. She could have been hit by shrapnel, or died
of hunger or been attacked by a stray dog. Nedo really did a good deed there. So, now we have a new member in
this family we call the neighborhood.
Saturday, July 18, 1992
I forgot to tell you that a few days ago two girls moved into the apartment next door. They’re called Emina and
Samra. They’re super. Emina is like Mommy, they like the same colors, they like clothes and both, I have to say,
are panicky. Samra is a refugee from Grbavica and she left everything behind. She’s taking it all pretty well. Her
mother died a few years ago, maybe that’s why she’s strong and can put up with all this more easily. Emina’s
sister is married to Samra’s brother. Their names are Alma and Kemo. They have an eight-year-old boy named
Haris and a two-and-a-half-year-old little girl named Nejra. Samra and Emina talk about Nejra all the time, how
cute and talkative she is. I’d really like to meet her.
Monday, July 20, 1992
Since I’m in the house all the time, I watch the world through the window. Just a piece of the world.
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There are lots of beautiful pedigree dogs roaming the streets. Their owners probably had to let them go because
they couldn’t feed them anymore. Sad. Yesterday I watched a cocker spaniel cross the bridge, not knowing which
way to go. He was lost. He wanted to go forward, but then he stopped, turned around and looked back. He was
probably looking for his master. Who knows whether his master is still alive? Even animals suffer here. Even they
aren’t spared by the war.
Sunday, July 26, 1992
Braco Lajtner was here yesterday. He brought us letters from Keka, Martina and Matea. They’re really
unhappy at being separated from Braco, and we all cried when we read the letters. Even Daddy. Wartime life is
hard, but so is refugee life.
Martina and Matea have made some new friends, and Martina went to the Guns n’ Roses concert in Budapest.
So far I’ve read the following books: Mommy I Love You, Little Toto, Ringo Starr, The Twilight of the
Geniuses, Hajduk in Belgrade, Follow Me, The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole. Nice!
Braco, Mommy’s brother, has left the hospital and is staying with Grandma and Granddad. He feels much
better, both physically and mentally.
The neighborhood community center is organizing a summer school. I’ve signed up for English, computer
studies and music, but Bojaria is just taking computer studies.
Mommy saw Mislo, Mirna’s daddy today. He says they’re all right, that Mirna is spending her time the same as
me. If only we could see each other.
The Security Council is hopeless. It makes no reasonable decisions at all.
Wednesday, July 29, 1992
Mommy came home from work in tears today. She had very, very sad news. Mladjo (Srdjan’s brother) was
killed in front of his house yesterday. The funeral was today, she read it in the papers, but it was too late. Awful.
What’s happening here is unbelievable. People are getting killed, disappearing, being buried, and their closest
friends can’t even attend the funeral. Only Seka (Bokica’s sister) was there. Srdjan and his parents are in
Dubrovnik, and Mladjo’s wife and three children, Maja, Bojana and Nebojsa, are in Montenegro. They don’t even
know that he’s dead. And who knows when they’ll hear the sad news, because Sarajevo is cut off from the rest of
the world. The phones aren’t working. God, what is happening?
Bojana, Maja and Nebojsa have lost their daddy. A disgusting war has taken their daddy from them. Sad,
awfully sad. Mladjo was a wonderful man.
Tuesday, August 4, 1992
Five months. Five months of brutal aggression against the independent, sovereign state of Bosnia and
Herzegovina.
A bullet entered the Bobar’s sitting room. It shattered the window, broke the TV antenna and part of the glass
table, went through the armchair, broke the glass on the door, and finally fell! The Bobars have had three other
bullets. One tore through the plastic and lodged sideways in the wardrobe where it grazed Auntie Boda’s
university degree and, finally, fell! Another one broke through a window and lodged in the wall. And the third
ripped through the plastic, grazed the armchair, entered Auntie Boda’s closet where it tore her vest and then again
—fell!
Wednesday, August 5, 1992
Another sad piece of news in the paper. Mommy found out that her uncle (Uncle Halim) has died. He was old
but this war speeded up his death. I’m so sorry. He was a wonderful old man. I loved him. That’s how it is in
wartime, Mimmy. Your loved ones die and you don’t even know about it. War doesn’t let you stay in touch with
people, except for your neighbors. The neighborhood is our life now. Everything happens within that circle, it’s
the circle you know, everything else is remote.
Friday, August 7, 1992
It thundered here today. I don’t know how many shells fell nearby. It was quiet when Daddy went with Samra
to get the aid package. But then the shelling suddenly started. An explosion. It thundered. Emina was at our place.
There was a terrible boom. Glass shattered, bricks fell, there were clouds of dust. We didn’t know where to run.
We were convinced that the shell had fallen on our roof. We were on our way to the cellar when we heard Nedo
frantically calling out to us, running toward us through the dust, bricks and broken glass. We ran over to the
Bobar’s cellar. They were all down there. We were shaking. Mommy most of all. In tears, she asked about Daddy,
whether he had come back. When we calmed down a bit they told us that a shell had fallen on the roof of Emina’s
house, above her apartment. We were lucky, because that’s only about ten meters away from the roof over our
apartment. Everything turned out OK. Daddy and Samra soon came running in. They had been worried about us
too. When we got back to the apartment it was full of dust, pieces of brick, and we found a piece of shrapnel in
the bathroom. We rolled up our sleeves and started cleaning the place up. I was scared it would start again.
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Luckily, it didn’t. Another horrible day.
Monday, August 10, 1992
Mommy’s Braco is fine. He’s already walking well. Today he went to Otes. He’ll be working in the press
center there, reporting on the situation. Things are all right there. They have no shooting and they have food.
They’re lucky. I really miss my cousins Mikica and Daco. I haven’t seen them since the war broke out.
Tuesday, August 11, 1992
Shelling, killing, darkness and hunger continue in Sarajevo. Sad!
I still don’t go out. I play with Bojana and with my kitty Cicio Cici has brightened up this misery of a life.
How you can come to love an animal! She doesn’t talk, but she speaks with her eyes, her paws, her meows, and I
understand her. I really love you, Cicio.
Friday, August 14, 1992
Last night the Bobars came to listen to RFI, the way they do every night. Bojana and I were playing cards. We
were all relaxed somehow and forgot for a moment that we are living in a war. The shelling started at around 9:30.
Out of the blue, the way it usually does. We raced over to Nedo’s place. The shooting died down around midnight
and we returned home. You can’t relax for even a second!
Sunday, August 16, 1992
Daddy has a hernia. He’s lost a lot of weight and carrying the water was too much for him. The doctor has told
him that he mustn’t lift anything heavy anymore. Mustn’t? But somebody has to bring the water! Mommy will
have to do it alone now. How will she manage?
Tuesday, August 18, 1992
Mommy is carrying home the water. It’s hard on her, but she has to do it. The water hasn’t come back on. Nor
has the electricity.
I didn’t tell you, Mimmy, but I’ve forgotten what it’s like to have water pouring out of a tap, what it’s like to
shower. We use a jug now. The jug has replaced the shower. We wash dishes and clothes like in the Middle Ages.
This war is taking us back to olden times. And we take it, we suffer it, but we don’t know for how long?
Friday, August 21, 1992
I’m not in any of the classes I thought I’d be in at summer school. I’ve signed up for the literature and drama
club. They gave me Abdulah Sidran’s “Sarajevo Prayer” to recite. It’s great.
Tuesday, August 25, 1992
I go regularly to summer school. I like it. We’re together. We don’t think about the shelling or the war. Maja
and Lela, who help our teacher Irena Vidovic, cheer us up. We write, we recite, we spend the hours together. It
takes me back to the days before the war. I’m also glad to be able to go out into the street. True, it’s not far away
(200 meters from my house), but I’ve finally stepped outside. Daddy takes me. Children mustn’t walk in the street
alone in Sarajevo. I was already going stir crazy. And I “do” myself up, I wear something nice. I mustn’t show off
too much?
Saturday, August 29, 1992
I’m feeling good today. There’s no shooting, I go to summer school, play with Maja, Bojana and Nedo. We
fool around, we have our own kind of humor. Sometimes we laugh so much we even forget about the war. We
simply get carried away and it’s peacetime again. But only until something bursts or explodes. Then we come
back to reality. Sometimes I think that if it weren’t for them I don’t know how I’d be able to stand it. Thank you
Maja, Bojana and Nedo, for making it easier for me to take everything that’s happening, for killing my boredom
and my thoughts about all these ugly things.
Remember them, Mimmy, don’t ever forget them. I certainly won’t.
Thursday, September 3, 1992
The days are passing by more pleasantly. There’s no shooting in our neighborhood, but we’ve been without
electricity now for more than a month. If only the electricity would come back on. If only I could cross the bridge
and at least go to Grandma and Granddad’s! I’m working on it. I’m putting pressure on Mommy and Daddy. Will
it work???? We’ll find out!
Tuesday, September 8, 1992
Yes! Yes! Yes! The electricity is back!!!!!! Tomorrow is Mommy’s birthday. I made a paper heart and wrote
Happy Birthday on it and I cut a bouquet of roses out of the newspaper.
Mommy started making a cake, the kind you don’t need to cook, and when everything was finished, the
electricity came back on … Ooohhhh!!!!!!!
Saturday, September 12, 1992
Today is Auntie Boda’s birthday. We gave her a pair of stockings and a packet of coffee. The hurmasice\fn
{Sweet cakes} were super!
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Sunday, September 13, 1992
Remember, Mimmy, how I told you about two-and-a-half-year-old little Nejra, whom Samra and Emina keep
talking about (how cute and talkative she is), and how I’d like to meet her? Well, she came to the neighborhood
today. A shell fell into their apartment and they had to leave the place. Now they’re with Samra and Emina. Samra
and Emina were right. She’s sooo cute!
Samra found a job. She’s a mechanical engineer and she’s working twelve hours a day now. I hardly ever see
her.
Monday, September 14, 1992
Today is Alma and Dado’s wedding anniversary. We gave them a tie-and-belt holder. We had a good time and a
good cake!
Tuesday, September 15, 1992
I have another sad piece of news for you. A boy from my drama club got killed! … A shell fell in front of the
community center and a horrible piece of shrapnel killed him. His name was Eldin and he was a refugee from
Grbavica.
Another innocent victim of this disgusting war, another child among the thousands of other children killed in
Sarajevo. I feel so sorry, he was a sweet, good boy. Oh, God, what is happening here? Hasn’t there been enough!?
Thursday, September 17, 1992
Today is Alma’s birthday. We gave her two herbal shampoos. We had a super time, but … I looked out the
window and saw a flash. I thought it was somebody signaling, that’s not unusual in war time. But … boom!!
Shattered glass, falling plaster. A shell fell in front of the shop next door and I saw it all from the fourth floor. We
rushed over to Nedo’s apartment and watched TV.
The birthday party wasn’t bad, but it would have been even better if that shell hadn’t spoiled it.
Friday, September 18, 1992
That’s how we celebrate birthdays here and try to forget the war. We try to brighten up this life of ours, a life
that’s getting harder and harder by the day. Sometimes I say—this isn’t life, it’s an imitation of life.
The electricity went off again today. Boo-hoo!!!! Sniffle-sniffle! More darkness! What now???
Saturday, September 19, 1992
The electricity came back on last night. Yess!
But … it went off again this morning. Sniffle! I hope it comes on again tonight! We have no problem with
water. (Knock! Knock!—that’s me, knocking on wood for good luck.)
Yesss! The electricity is back on! I’m going to watch “What Others Say About Us” on TV. Yesss!
Sunday, September 20, 1992
Yippee! I crossed the bridge today. Finally I got to go out too! I can hardly believe it. The bridge hasn’t
changed. But it’s sad, sad because of the post office, which looks even sadder. It’s in the same place, but it’s not
the same old post office. The fire has left its mark. It stands there like a witness to brutal destruction.
The streets aren’t the same, not many people are out, they’re worried, sad, everybody rushing around with
bowed heads. All the shop windows have been broken and looted. My school was hit by a shell and its top floor
destroyed. The theater was also hit by some disgusting shells, and it’s wounded. An awful lot of wonderful old
Sarajevo buildings have been wounded.
I went to see Grandma and Granddad. Oh, how we hugged and kissed! They cried with joy. They’ve lost
weight and aged since I last saw them four months ago. They told me I had grown, that I was now a big girl.
That’s nature at work. Children grow, the elderly age. That’s how it is with those of us who are still alive.
And there are lots and lots of people and children in Sarajevo who are no longer among the living. The war has
claimed them. And all of them were innocent. Innocent victims of this disgusting war.
We ran into Marijana’s mother. They didn’t leave. They’re alive and well. She told me that Ivana had gone to
Zagreb—with a Jewish convoy.
We also went to see our friend Doda. She, too, was surprised when she saw me. She cried. She says I’ve
grown. Slobo (her husband) was wounded, but he’s all right now. There’s no news of Dejan (her son). It makes
her sad.
Dear Mimmy, I have something to confess to you. I dressed up. I put on that nice plaid outfit. My shoes were a
bit tight, because my feet have grown, but I survived.
So, that was my encounter with the bridge, the post office, Grandma, Granddad, and with a wounded Sarajevo.
If only the war would stop, the wounds would heal!
Monday, September 21, 1992
Yesterday’s outing into the streets of Sarajevo made me happy, but sad too. I keep seeing the school, the post
office, the nearly empty streets, the worried passers-by, the looted shops.
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I boasted to Bojana, Maja and Neda how now I had also seen our school, because until yesterday they had been
allowed out but I hadn’t. My parents were afraid for me. Still, Maja and Bojana are older than I am.
But now I can say like the others that I’m brave. I walked bravely through the streets of Sarajevo.
They said on the radio yesterday that the last long-distance power line that supplied the city with electricity
had been destroyed. That means no electricity tonight. Darkness again.
Monday, September 28, 1992
Oooohhhh! No electricity, no water! The water didn’t come on this morning. The “fine gentlemen” turned
“Baccevo” off. Ooohhh!
It was Lela’s birthday seven days ago (she’s a friend of Maja’s). I had my hair cut that day. You know who my
hairdresser was? My neighbor Alma, because not a single hairdresser’s is open yet. And hair grows!
Two days ago it was Avdo’s birthday (Lela’s father), but there was shooting that day so we couldn’t go. I’m
sorry about that because birthdays are the only days when the neighbors relax, spend some time together and
cheer up a bit. It’s nicer than having us all in the cellar. That’s why I look forward to birthdays so much.
Neda came today. It looks like she’s really going to Zagreb. There’s a Jewish convoy leaving at the beginning
of October and she’s trying to get on it. God, even Neda is leaving us. Mommy is very sad.
Wednesday, September 30, 1992
There’s no electricity, and probably won’t be any for a long time. The batteries ran out so Daddy brought in the
battery from the car and hooked it up to the radio. Now we can listen to the news. Not music, because we have to
save on the battery.
They just said on the radio that lots of Croats and Muslims have been expelled from Grbavica. We’re expecting
Mommy’s relatives, Nedo’s parents and Lalo (our friend).
Thursday, October 1, 1992
Spring has been and gone, summer has been and gone, and now it’s autumn. October has started. And the war
is still on. The days are getting shorter and colder. Soon we’ll move the stove upstairs to the apartment. But how
will we keep warm? God, is anyone thinking of us here in Sarajevo? Are we going to start winter without
electricity, water or gas, and with a war going on?
The “kids” are negotiating. Will they finally negotiate something? Are they thinking about us when they
negotiate, or are they just trying to outwit each other, and leave us to our fate?
Daddy has been checking the attic and cellar for wood. It looks to me as though part of the furniture is going to
wind up in the stove if this keeps up until winter. It seems that nobody is thinking of us, that this madness is going
to go on and on. We have no choice, we have to rely on ourselves, to take care of ourselves and find a way to fight
off the oncoming winter.
Mommy came home from work in a state of shock today. Two of her colleagues came from Grbavica. It really
is true that people are being expelled from there. There’s no sign of Mommy’s and Nedo’s relatives or of Lalo.
Nedo is going berserk.
Sunday, October 4, 1992
Yesss! It’s not water!
Yesss! It’s not electricity!
Yesss! Yesss! Yesss!
Mirna came to see me! My bestest friend.
MIRNA Her hair has grown long. She’s become a real fashion designer. She has a Dalmatian dog in the
neighborhood named Gule. She hasn’t lost weight. She’s even put some on. After we kissed, we didn’t know
where to start. We hadn’t seen each other for such a long time. Since it was war that had separated us, that’s
mostly what we talked about. But the important thing is that we were together. I promised to come and see her this
week (if there’s no shooting, of course).
Monday, October 5, 1992
Grandma and Granddad had gas heating. Grandma cooked at Neda’s, because she has a gas stove. Well! No
electricity, no water, and, wouldn’t you know it, no gas!
Wednesday, October 7, 1992
Neda has left after all. We’re all sad about it. Mommy more than anybody. We’ll miss her, but we have to
accept that this war is separating us from our friends. How many more people will leave? I’m sorry, Mimmy, I
feel sad, I can’t write anymore.
Sunday, October 11, 1992
Today is a day to be remembered in my family. Today we brought the wood-burning stove into the kitchen. It’s
nice and warm. Mommy and Daddy and I all had a bath. It was rain water, but it doesn’t matter. We’re clean, and
we didn’t freeze, like the past few days.
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There’s still no electricity or water.
Wednesday, October 14, 1992
I’m writing to you again by the light of one of my favorite candles. I lit it with a heavy heart. But we have to
get light from somewhere. I went to Mirna’s today. She showed me her fashion designs and her dog Gule. He’s
cute, but he hasn’t got any spots on his head.
It was a wonderful two hours. Good news: the gas is back on! Yesss!
Friday, October 16, 1992
I sometimes go into the “dangerous room” now, where the piano is, and the notes keep me company. They take
me back to the days before the war. Pictures flash through my mind of Jahorina, the sea, Crnotina, my friends. It
makes me sad, it even makes me cry. God, they’ve taken everything away from me.
Mirna came today. Yesss!
There’s still no water or electricity. But, luckily, the gas came back on so it’s warm at Grandma and
Granddad’s.
Wednesday, October 21, 1992
Today is Daddy’s birthday. I gave him a kiss and a “Happy Birthday, Daddy.” We made little sweets à la
Mirna.
And now let me explain something to you Mimmy: as you know, I confide in you every day (almost). Well,
you know the summer school in our community center? We had a wonderful time together there, did some acting,
some reciting, and best of all, some writing too. It was all so nice, until that horrible shell killed our friend Eldin.
Maja is still working with our teacher Irena Vidovic. And the other day, Maja asks me:
“Do you keep a diary, Fipa (my nickname)?” I say:
“Yes.” And Maja says:
“Is it full of your own secrets or is it about the war?” And I say:
“Now, it’s about the war.” And she says:
“Fipa, you’re terrific.”
She said that because they want to publish a child’s diary and it just might be mine, which means— you,
Mimmy! And so I copied part of you into another notebook and you, Mimmy, went to the City Assembly to be
looked at. And I’ve just heard, Mimmy, that you’re going to be published! You’re coming out for the UNICEF
week! Super!
And now super good news: the electricity is back on. But it’s 5:45 now and it’s gone off already. Samra says it
will come back on. Let’s hope so.
Saturday, October 24, 1992
You know Lalo and Alma. They live in Grbavica, in the occupied part of Sarajevo. Lalo worked with a group
of other prisoners. One day they were sent to collect the bodies of dead Chetniks\fn{ Referring to some Serb nationalist
paramilitary units active during the recent Yugoslav wars } and were arrested by one of “our” units. A few days later they let
them go. That’s how Lalo got to Sarajevo, to his mother’s, but he left his family behind in Grbavica. He looked
for a way to get Alma and the children out of Grbavica through some kind of exchange. And, and, and … He did
it! Super!
Monday, October 26, 1992
Today we went to see Alma, Anja and Maja (Lalo’s family). They’re close by now, they live in one of the
Zvijezda tower blocks. They’re still upset, although everything turned out all right. The important thing is that
they’re all together now. They’re sad because they had to leave everything behind in Grbavica. Anja is little and
she keeps asking when they’re going home. How can they tell her when she doesn’t understand anything? She
wants her dolls, her bed. It’s really awful!
Tuesday, October 27, 1992
There’s talk at the Bobars that Maja and Bojana might be going to Austria. Is that possible? Will they go and
leave me too? I don’t dare think about it. They’re not crazy about the idea either. We’ll see what happens. There’s
talk of another Jewish convoy leaving Sarajevo.
Thursday, October 29, 1992
Mommy and Auntie Ivanka (from her office) have received grants to specialize in Holland. They have letters
of guarantee, and there’s even one for me. But Mommy can’t decide. If she accepts, she leaves behind Daddy, her
parents, her brother. I think it’s a hard decision to make. One minute I think—no, I’m against it. But then I
remember the war, winter, hunger, my stolen childhood and I feel like going. Then I think of Daddy, Grandma and
Granddad, and I don’t want to go. It’s hard to know what to do. I’m really on edge, Mimmy, I can’t write
anymore.
Monday, November 2, 1992
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Mommy thought it over, talked to Daddy, Grandma and Granddad, and to me, and she’s decided to go. The
reason for her decision is—ME. What’s happening in Sarajevo is already too much for me, and the coming winter
will make it even harder. All right. But … well, I suppose it’s better for me to go. I really can’t stand it here
anymore. I talked to Auntie Ivanka today and she told me that this war is hardest on the children, and that the
children should be got out of the city. Daddy will manage, maybe he’ll even get to come with us.
Friday, November 6, 1992
Mommy and Auntie Ivanka are trying to get all their papers, because to get out of Sarajevo you need a heap of
papers and signatures. It’s now certain that Maja and Bojana will be going to Austria. They signed up for the
Jewish convoy. Maybe we’ll leave on that convoy too.
Friday, November 13, 1992
We were at the Bobar’s. Maja and Bojana are packing their suitcases. They leave tomorrow. It was sad. We
were all upset and cried.
You should see, Mimmy, what it’s like to pack for such a long trip by candlelight. You think you can see
enough to pack, but you can’t really. I suppose they managed to pack what they need. We’re going to see them off
tomorrow. The convoy leaves at nine in the morning.
Mommy didn’t manage to get all the necessary papers, so we’re staying. We’ll take some other convoy.
Sunday, November 15, 1992
An awful lot of people have left Sarajevo. All of them well known. Mommy said:
“Sarajevo is leaving.”
Mommy and Daddy know a lot of them. They talked to them and when they said goodbye, everyone kept
saying:
“We’ll see one another again somewhere, sometime.”
It was sad. Sad and upsetting. November 14, 1992, is a day Sarajevo will remember. It reminded me of the
movies I saw about the Jews in the Second World War.
When we got home, the electricity was back on. Daddy went straight to the cellar to cut some wood with the
electric saw. Suddenly he came running back from the cellar, his hands covered in blood. The bleeding was
terrible. Mommy immediately took him to the clinic, but they were sent on to the hospital where they sewed up
his hand, gave him an anti-tetanus shot and told him to come back for a check-up every three days. He was lucky.
He could have lost a finger. He says his mind wasn’t on his work, he was thinking about the Jewish municipal
center, the departure point for leaving Sarajevo. Well-known people are leaving. Sarajevo will be the poorer for
losing so many wonderful people, who made it what it was. It’s the war that’s making them go, this idiocy that
we’ve been living through for a full seven-and-half months.
A terribly hard day!
Tuesday, November 17, 1992
As you can see, I’m left without Maja and Bojana. I miss them very, very much. Luckily, Nedo is still here. He
consoles me and tries to make up for the two of them. And there’s Cicio. Only, she’s sad too, as though she knows
that Maja and Bojana have gone. She, in her way, makes these ugly days less ugly.
Thursday, November 19, 1992
Nothing new on the political front. They are adopting some resolutions, the “kids” are negotiating, and we are
dying, freezing, starving, crying, parting with our friends, leaving our loved ones.
I keep wanting to explain these stupid politics to myself, because it seems to me that politics caused this war,
making it our everyday reality. War has crossed out the day and replaced it with horror, and now horrors are
unfolding instead of days. It looks to me as though these politics mean Serbs, Croats and Muslims. But they are
all people. They are all the same. They all look like people, there’s no difference. They all have arms, legs and
heads, they walk and talk, but now there’s “something” that wants to make them different.
Among my girlfriends, among our friends, in our family, there are Serbs and Croats and Muslims. It’s a mixed
group and I never knew who was a Serb, a Croat or a Muslim. Now politics has started meddling around. It has
put an “s” on Serbs, an “M” on Muslims and a “c” on Croats, it wants to separate them. And to do so it has chosen
the worst, blackest pencil of all—the pencil of war which spells only misery and death.
Why is politics making us unhappy, separating us, when we ourselves know who is good and who isn’t? We
mix with the good, not with the bad. And among the good there are Serbs and Croats and Muslims, just as there
are among the bad. I simply don’t understand it. Of course, I’m “young,” and politics are conducted by “grownups.” But I think we “young” would do it better. We certainly wouldn’t have chosen war.
The “kids” really are playing, which is why us kids are not playing, we are living in fear, we are suffering, we
are not enjoying the sun and flowers, we are not enjoying our childhood. We are crying.
A bit of philosophizing on my part, but I was alone and felt I could write this to you, Mimmy. You understand
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me. Fortunately, I’ve got you to talk to.
Friday, November 20, 1992
Doda has left too, with a Slovenian convoy. We didn’t manage to get on it. I was at Mirna’s today. Her mother
is trying to get them on a convoy too. She’ll be going with her mother to Slovenia or Krk.\fn{ An island off the
Croatian coast} Mommy ran into Marijana’s mother—they’re going to Zaostrog.\fn{ A town on the Croatian coast }
Basically, we’re all waiting for convoys.
Mirna is coming over on Monday (if there’s no shooting, of course). We arranged that Mondays she would
come to me and Fridays I would go to her. The condition? That there is no shooting.
Stop shooting!!!
Wednesday, November 25, 1992
The shooting really has died down. I can hear the whine of the electric saws. The winter and the power saws
have condemned the old trees, shaded walks and parks that made Sarajevo so pretty.
I was sad today. I couldn’t bear the thought of the trees disappearing from my park. They’ve been condemned.
God, all the things my park has had to go through! The children have left it, Nina forever, and now the linden,
birch, and plane trees are leaving it forever, too. Sad. I couldn’t watch, and I can’t write any more.
Sunday, November 29, 1992
It’s cold. We don’t have enough wood, so we’re saving on it. There is wood at the market, but, like everything
else, only for Deutsche Marks and that’s very expensive. I keep thinking that my park’s linden, birch and plane
trees are probably there with the other wood. They’re selling for foreign money now.
Braco Lajtner comes by every day. We have lunch together and since he’s alone, he stays until dark. Then he
goes home. He goes back to a cold, empty house. That isn’t easy either!
Mommy brings home the water and when it rains, we collect the rain water, too, it comes in handy. The days
are getting shorter and shorter. Mommy, Daddy and I play cards by candlelight, or we read and talk, and around
nine o’clock in the evening Boda, Zika and Nedo come to listen to RFI, and that’s how the day ends. It’s the same
almost every day.
Thursday, December 3, 1992
Today is my birthday. My first wartime birthday. Twelve years old. Congratulations. Happy birthday to me!
The day started off with kisses and congratulations. First Mommy and Daddy, then everyone else. Mommy and
Daddy gave me three Chinese vanity cases—with flowers on them!
As usual there was no electricity. Auntie Melica came with her family (Kenan, Naida, Nihad) and gave me a
book. And Braco Lajtner came, of course. The whole neighborhood got together in the evening. I got chocolate,
vitamins, a heart-shaped soap (small, orange), a key chain with a picture of Maja and Bojana, a pendant made of a
stone from Cyprus, a ring (silver) and earrings (bingo!).
The table was nicely laid, with little rolls, fish and rice salad, cream cheese (with Feta), canned corned beef, a
pie, and, of course—a birthday cake. Not how it used to be, but there’s a war on. Luckily there was no shooting,
so we could celebrate.
It was nice, but something was missing. It’s called peace!
Friday, December 4, 1992
It’s awful in Otes. The place is in flames. We can hear the thunder of the shelling, which is constant, even here,
and we’re ten kilometers away. Lots of civilians have been killed. We’re worried about Braco, Keka, Mikica and
Daco. Mommy keeps listening to the radio. Braco called from the press center last night. What’s going to happen
to them? Until now, everything down there was fine. There was no shooting, they had food, as if there was no war.
You never know where or when this war is going to flare up.
Sunday, December 6, 1992
Sad, sad news. The whole of Otes has been destroyed and burned down. Everything went up in flames. People
were killed, they fled and were killed as they ran, they were trapped in the ruins and nobody could help them.
Parents were left without their children, children without their parents. Horrible. More horror.
Luckily, Braco, Keka, Mikica and Daco managed to get out in one piece. Keka, Mikica and Daco drove out
and Braco fled on foot. He ran with his injured leg, falling and hiding, he swam across the Dobrinja river and
managed to make it to the radio and television center.
He fled with Miso Kucer (his best friend, they reported from Otes together). At one point, Miso was hit, he
fell and that was the end of him. Braco barely managed to drag him to a house and then went on running, to save
his own life. It’s terrible. Terrible when you’re powerless to help a friend. Oh, God, dear God, what is happening
to us? How much longer?
Thursday, December 10, 1992
And so Braco and his family joined the list of hundreds of families in Sarajevo who are left with nothing.
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Absolutely nothing. Everything they had has been destroyed. But they managed to save their lives. That’s the
most important thing.
They’re at Keka’s mother’s now. They came to see us. They were sad, they cried. It’s awful what they’ve been
through. They need peace and quiet. But where are they going to find that here? We’ll help them as much as we
can. Mommy has given them a lot of clothes, because it’s cold and they have nothing. Other people have helped
them too. And will help them again. It’s lucky that there are good people around who will give a helping hand to
those in need.
Braco is the saddest of all. He cried when he told us about Miso. Terrible!
Tuesday, December 15, 1992
I spend all my time with Mikica and Daco these days. I try to help them forget all the awful things that have
happened to them. But they can’t forget. It’s constantly on their minds. They remember the terrible shelling, the
destruction, the flames, and everything they left behind and lost in the flames. Their toys, books, photos, their
memories. Daco is sorriest about his Alf dolls, and Mikica says:
“When I see something or talk about something I think to myself: Oh, I’ve got that. And then the truth hits me
—I don’t really have anything anymore.”
It’s really hard. But, we’re all helpless. The war has got a hold of us and won’t let us go.
Friday, December 18, 1992
Mommy ran into my piano teacher today—Biljana Cankovic. She complained to Mommy how she had to hold
her piano lessons in the school, and she had no pupils. How can you give lessons when you have no pupils?
Lots of children have left Sarajevo, and for those who are still here it’s dangerous to move around the city. The
shelling can start out of the blue. She might even lose her job because she has no pupils. It’s silly. God, how
stupid it is!
Mommy said she’d go to the school headmaster on Monday and arrange something.
And now super news. Mirna can come and sleep over.
Wednesday, December 23, 1992
News! I’m going to music school. Actually, my piano teacher will be coming here. Since it’s too dangerous for
children to move around in town. Mirna has signed up too. We have our first lesson on Monday. I’ve got
butterflies in my stomach. See you.
Friday, December 25, 1992
Today is Christmas. Christmas in wartime. Still, people have tried to make it something special for the
children.
Auntie Radmila got me into the group of Caritas children, and so, thanks to her, I got to go to the. UNPROFO
R\fn{United Nations Protection Force}—PTT\fn{Post Office} Christmas show. And most interesting of all I got to ride
in a real personnel carrier.
As we drove through town I saw Vodoprivreda where Mommy worked (there’s nothing left—it’s burned
down), the Elektroprivreda building (it looks terrible—it’s all wounded), the UNIS\fn{ United Nations Information
Service} building (all burned down), the old tobacco plant (an ash heap), and the Oslobodjenje newspaper building
(it looks awful). I saw but I couldn’t believe my eyes. Sarajevo really has been wounded, not to say destroyed.
Tifa, Goga Magas, five girls and a boy were in the show. They did some silly dance and then had a smoke, and
there was that singer Alma, the one who always goes: “Aooooa …” Then they gave out the Christmas presents
and sweets. The children started pushing, almost fighting over them. I wasn’t one of the lucky ones to get
anything, because I didn’t elbow my way through. What can I say? A nice little girl from a nice family. The “little
lady” didn’t get her present. Then the French soldiers began to sing. They were wonderful. We went there at noon
and left at five o’clock in the afternoon. Since it was too late to go home, I spent the night at Grandma’s and
Granddad’s.
I’m there now. It’s warm. I told them all about what I saw. Grandma made me pancakes. For my sweet tooth!
Saturday, December 26, 1992
Went to Auntie Radmila’s for Christmas today. She made all sorts of things. She gave us a wonderful treat and
I even got a little Christmas present. Afterward we went to Braco Lajtner’s but he wasn’t home, just Auntie Vilma
and Auntie Micika. Auntie Vilma is Braco’s aunt. He brought her to stay with him because of the cold. Auntie
Micika is his neighbor. She was his mother’s best friend. She has no heat and Braco felt sorry for her so he
brought her to live with him. You know how old she is? Eighty-seven. And full of life.
Monday, December 28, 1992
I’ve been walking my feet off these past few days. I’m at home today. I had my first piano lesson. My teacher
and I kissed and hugged, we hadn’t seen each other since March. Then we moved on to Czerny, Bach, Mozart and
Chopin, to the etude, the invention, the sonata and the “piece.” It’s not going to be easy. But I’m not going to
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school now and I’ll give it my all. It makes me happy. Mimmy, I’m now in my fifth year of music school.
You know, Mimmy, we’ve had no water or electricity for ages. When I go out and when there’s no shooting it’s
as if the war were over, but this business with the electricity and water, this darkness, this winter, the shortage of
wood and food, brings me back to earth and then I realize that the war is still on. Why? Why on earth don’t those
“kids” come to some agreement? They really are playing games. And it’s us they’re playing with.
As I sit writing to you, my dear Mimmy, I look over at Mommy and Daddy. They are reading. They lift their
eyes from the page and think about something. What are they thinking about? About the book they are reading or
are they trying to put together the scattered pieces of this war puzzle? I think it must be the latter. Somehow they
look even sadder to me in the light of the oil lamp (we have no more wax candles, so we make our own oil
lamps). I look at Daddy. He really has lost a lot of weight. The scales say twenty-five kilos, but looking at him I
think it must be more. I think even his glasses are too big for him. Mommy has lost weight too. She’s shrunk
somehow, the war has given her wrinkles. God, what is this war doing to my parents? They don’t look like my old
Mommy and Daddy anymore. Will this ever stop? Will our suffering stop so that my parents can be what they
used to be—cheerful, smiling, nice-looking?
This stupid war is destroying my childhood, it’s destroying my parents’ lives. Why? Stop the war! Peace! I
need peace!
I’m going to play a game of cards with them!
Wednesday, December 30, 1992
Tomorrow night people will be seeing out the old year and ringing in the new all over the world. I remember
previous New Year’s Eves, I wonder what they are like in the normal world. And here???? In Sarajevo???
In Sarajevo we’re ringing in the New Year so that we can forget the old as quickly as possible, in the hope that
the New Year will bring us peace. That’s all we want. When there is peace, then it’s a good and happy year. That
is what we the (innocent) people of Sarajevo wish. And just because we are innocent, our wish should be
answered. We don’t deserve to suffer like this anymore.

The Gazi Husrev Bey Mosque (16th century), Baščaršija, Sarajevo, Sarajevo Canton, Bosnia and
Herzegovina
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Cathedral Church of the Nativity of the Theotokos, Sarajevo, Sarajevo Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina.
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The Cathedral of the Sacred Heart, Sarajevo, Sarajevo Canton, Bosnia &Herzegovina

The Church of St. Joseph, Sarajevo, Sarajevo Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina.
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The Church of St. Nicholas, Tomislavgrad (Duvno), Livanjski Canton: two views

44

The Ahmadi Dukatar Mosque in Livno, Livanjski Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina: two views
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The Cathedral of the Holy Apostles Peter and Paul, Sankom Mostu, Una-Sana Canton, Bosnia and
Herzegovina

A Roman Catholic church, a Serbian Orthodox church and a mosque, in Bosanska Krupa, Una-Sana
Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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St. James Church, Medjugorje, Herzegovina-Neretva Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina: two views

A view of the seating arrangements developed at the rear of the church designed to seat the overflow of
thousands of pilgrims who attend the divine service daily celebrated in the Marian Shrine itself.
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A mosque in Mostar, Herzegovina-Neretva Canton, Bosnia-Herzegovina

A mosque in Počitelj Village, Herzegovina-Neretva Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The Ferhadija Mosque in Banja Luka, Banja Luka Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia & Herzegovina
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The Church of Christ the Savior, Banja Luka, Banja Luka Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia &
Herzegovina
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The Church of St. Nicholas, Javorani, Banja Luka Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia & Herzegovina

A church in Bijeljina, Banja Luka Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia-Herzegovina
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The Catholic church, Prijedor, Banja Luka Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia-Herzegovina

The Kozarqac Mosque, nr. Prijedor. Banja Luka Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The Church of the Holy Trinity, Teslić, Banja Luka Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The Gazi Turali Beg Mosque,Tuzla, Tuzla Canton, Bosnia & Herzegovina

The Mehmed Ali Efendi Mosque (1644), Džindijska, Tuzla Canton, Bosnia & Herzegovina
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The Dzamija Abdullah Mosque (1921), Tuzla, Tuzla Canton, Bosnia & Herzegovina

The Church of the Fire of Mary, Caparde Village, Tuzla Canton, Bosnia & Herzegovina
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The Carsijska Dzamija Mosque in Kakanj, Zenica-Doboj Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Church of St. Ilije, Zenica, Zenica-Doboj Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The Tekija Pehare Mosque, Zenica, Zenica-Doboj Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Church of St. Ivan, near Kakanj, Zenica-Zoboj Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The (unnamed) only Orthodox church in Zenica, Zenica-Zoboj Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The remains of Morgojelo, a Roman manor (early 4th-early 5th century) nr. Čapljina, Bosnia and
Herzegovina
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A mosque in the Brcko District, a self-governing administrative unit as well as a condominium under the
dual sovereignty of the Republika Srpska and Bosnia and Herzegovina.

A Catholic church in the Brcko District, a self-governing administrative unit as well as a condominium
under the dual sovereignty of the Republika Srpska and Bosnia and Herzegovina.
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An orthodox church in Brcko District, a self-governing administrative unit as well as condominium under
the dual sovereignty of the Republika Srpska and Bosnia and Herzegovina.

Another mosque in the Brcko district,
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The Monastery of St. Basil of Ostrog (above); a church in Čengić (below): both in the Bijeljina Region,
Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The Church of St. Peter, Ugljevik, Bijeljina Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina: two views
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The Church of St. John the Baptist, Zvornik, Vlasenica Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and
Herzegovina

A mosque in Hrnčići Village, Bratunac Municipality, Vlasenica Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and
Herzegovina
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The Church of St. George, of the Lovnica Monastery in Zvornik, Vlasenica Region, Republika Srpska,
Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Church of the Holy Apostles Peter and Paul, Vlasenica, Vlasenica Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia
and Herzegovina: three views
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The Church of the Holy Trinity, Gacko, Trebinje Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Church of the Nativity of the Lord Jesus Christ, Ljubinje, Trebinje Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia
and Herzegovina
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An unnamed wooden church in Nevesinje, Trebinje Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Church of the Transfiguration of the Lord, Trebinje, Trebinje Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and
Herzegovina
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The Church of Sts. Peter and Paul, Kalinovick (above); The Church of St. Lazar in Visegrad (below): both
in the Foča Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The Church of St. George, Novo Goražde, Foča Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina: three
views
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An unnamed church in Pale, Sokolac Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina

An unnamed church in Vrhbarje Village, Sokolac Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The (unnamed) 13th century church of Rogativa, Sokolac Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and
Herzegovina: two views
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The church of the attached Franciscan monastery, Jajce, Central Bosnia Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Church of St. Michael, Vareš, Central Bosnia Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina. Rebuilt in 1819 on the
foundation of the medieval church), it is the oldest church in Bosnia and Herzegovina.
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The Ramadan Bey Mosque, Jajce, Central Bosnia Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Church of St. Ivo, nr. Jajce, Central Bosnia Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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An unnamed church in Doboj, Doboj Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina: two views
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Two monastic churches at Modriča, Doboj Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina

An unidentified church in Šamac, Doboj Region, Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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A Croatian catholic church, Bosniak mosque and Serbian Orthodox Church, Derventa, Doboj Region,
Republika Srpska, Bosnia and Herzegovina

A mosque in Goražde, Bosnian-Podrinje Canton Goražde, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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An unidentified church in Odžak, Posavina Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Mosque of Sultan Abdul Aziz, Orasje, Posavina Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The Church of the Assumption of Mary, Tolisa, Posavina Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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An unidentified church in Matijasevici, West Herzegovina Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina

The Franciscan monastic church in Široki Brijeg, West Herzegovina Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina
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The Church of St. Catherine, Grude, West Herzegovina Canton, Bosnia and Herzegovina: two views
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