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19. 2.1992. Wednesday



(…)

Things are heating up because of the upcoming referendum. The army came to Bosanski Brod.

(…)

My dad says that the Third Balkan War is on the way. Be that as it may, I will be what I want to 
be: a slim, young, and beautiful writer.




2nd March. 1992 Monday



I don’t know if I’ll write in this diary ever again. It is a beautiful day today. Sun is shining, there is 
a smell of spring, birds are singing, but for the citizens of Sarajevo this is a cursed day. A Serb 
was killed yesterday at Baščaršija. The barricades were set up in all the key places this morning. 
My dad says that we are surrounded from all sides. You could hear rifle fire last night. My dad 
says it thundered the entire night. Nobody went to school, nor to work. This morning I called my 
friends and we were all confused. My dad went to buy all sorts of things. Who knows how long 
we are to stay at home.

(…)

And where are my family and friends? What are Tanja and Alisa doing now. Are we going to 
be friends again after all this is over?




1. 4. 1992. Wednesday



(…)

Today, during lunch, my dad said that the army had disbanded their soldiers and that the 
volunteers were told to come back. That would mean a start to a new war. My mom said she 
would buy 10 cans of goulash. My grandma and my aunt said that they have oil, a lamp, and 
gas. The war is expected to start on the 6th of April, because that is the day when sovereignty 
is to be proclaimed.

(…)




5. 4. ‘92



It was Eid yesterday. All the Muslim children went out bathed, dressed up and happy. They 
received some money as is the tradition. Behka and Zehra got tights, two skirts and a t-shirt 
each. Kristina (who, by the way, isn’t a Muslim) wished a happy holiday to Alija Izetbegović 
and received 1000 dinars. We went to my grandma’s. My dad carried a gun. He thinks I don’t 
know about that little gun he inherited from his father. We listened to the news at my 
grandma’s. Alija Izetbegović announced mobilization. It is horrible today.

All you can hear are gunshots and shells.



14. DECEMBER 1992, Monday



These days I tend to think about Vladimir more and more. I don’t know why, but more and 
more I am under the impression that he can’t keep his eyes off of me wherever I go, whatever I 
do, and that it is terribly important. Oh, Lord, am I going insane?

(…)

I already experienced everything that the first love brings, I cried my first tears, and all this is a 
little bit familiar to me, but at the same time disgusting. I must not love him, for I have been in 
love many times, I cannot give him my heart for it has already been given to Armin, it would be 
treason. I’m in my best mood when I write and read, because it is only then I do not think of 
him. I think my heart is waging a war on my mind, but heart is more powerful. Oh, mad heart, 
mad heart!!!




9. DECEMBER 1992 Tuesday



(…)

Did all of this really happen in just nine months. It could have been stretched out over five 
years of warfare but with this intensity… I don’t go out. We moved the entire apartment into 
the kitchen and the dining room, we do our morning routines there, and study and have our 
meals – everything.



It is terribly cold in the rooms we do not heat. My only solace are the books I read, painting, 
and the things

I write. From time to time I drift away, far away and daydream about the times to come, and I 
know that my life is going to be ruined if I stay here. Only if I could go away, only if I could go 
abroad. All the young people want that. And what is it that ties me to this former city of 
mine??

My parents, my aunt, and my grandma, and my relatives, and nothing more. Sarajevan 
blossoms are no more – they were burnt to ashes, everything is in ashes. Tears and ashes!



There is no water, nor electricity, and they are expecting that there won’t be any until spring. 
The Bistrik well, the one near the brewery, went muddy from all the use, people wait in long 
queues. For what? A drop of water or a shell of their own?



Like hungry dogs they circle Karitas, Merhamet and Dobrotvor. Serbs receive packages from 
Dobrotvor, Croats get huge packages from Karitas, and the Muslims? They get their share as 
well, but only those who, over night, started attacking communists…




19. 1. 1993. Tuesday



(…)

We can’t get any respite even in sleep: my dad dreams of going to Turkey, Asja dreams about 
a beach, grandma dreams that we have running water again, while I’m chasing after thieves 
in my dreams. Last night I stabbed one of them with a knife, and bit his hand, when I woke up I 
realized it was my own hand that

I had bitten.



We are constantly bickering. It is a madhouse. On top of all that, I am worried about Vladimir. 
He is a Croat, can that affect us? It is a big mental rift between these sufferings which make 
you turn to your own religion, and those which youth brings with the remnants of your past life. 
Oh, God, I can’t wait to get out of here!

Neither a Muslim, nor a Croat, nor a Serb can be a good man in these Balkan lands, because 
people tend to be immoderate in the Balkans, even with religion. I hate these lands, because 
people identify themselves solely on the basis of their nationality (What a disgusting word) 
without taking into consideration any of their other qualities.


