
Dženita, b. 1976, Bosnia and Herzegovina




2nd March, 1992



Hi Don,



It’s 2nd March 1992 today. What a terrible day. You know during 2 pasted1 days people of my 
republic, had to vote if they are for Bosnia as a state or not.



Everything was fine till this morning. It 7.30 am. I’m afraid some people who are not for Bosnia 
as a state started to make a problems. You can hear gun shots all over the city from time to 
time. One killed and one wounded man. I admit it’s not much when you compare it with killed 
and wounded in Croatia, but anyway it’s human life. You can’t go out, can’t watching trought 
the windows…

Look it’s not so bad as it sounds ‘cause I was out, I had to buy something, but it can get worst. 
I’m afraid, and what if…. No I don’t want to talk about that. Everything’s going to be all right. 
But in case it won’t, in case if I am going to die (God don’t let this happend)) I want you to 
know. I love you with all my heart!



Dženita




6th April, 1992



Hi Don,



When I last time wrote you I didn’t say much. I said something about dreams and how much I 
love you. But now Don I’ve got something seriously to tell you. It’s war in my republic, better to 
say in my city. It’s terrible.

A lot of people died. A lot of kids… Yesterday crowd of people were walkin’ down the streets 
of our city. Some people, some masked people shot at them. It was damn terrible. A crowd of 
people went to the Assembly building and they stayed there all night and they’re still there.

(….)

I can’t believe this is happening to me. What is going to be with my childhood. You know Don, 
when someone, I mean, some people used to talk about war, they were afraid of it, and we 
were called them “bad dreams”. We were telling them “Dream on” and that’s why they were 
“bad dreamers”. But now… They were right. It’s terrible thing to know but it’s true! For us for the 
young people that idea about war was madness, but now, now we’re living that madness. 
Don, please pray to a LORD to safe us. Love you.”



Dženita

1 Native language of the diary owner was Bosnian, and English was her second language. 
She was writing her diary in English. Transcript was done with all of the original grammatical 
and spelling mistakes included.
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Monday, 8th June, 1992



Dear Don,



Here I am. I’m in the salary while I’m “talking” to ya’! Last few days were terrible. A lot granades exploited 
and we could see dark fance on the sky. Everything was dark, even our hope that we’re going to survive. 
You didn’t know what are you believing in any more. I’m sorry I didn’t write to you for a quite a long time but 
Don for that time I was looking for myself and all those waisted months. I was just a little kid, and I had to wait 
to grow up and than to write anything. I’ve growed up now. Now I’m the big child and I can do “anything”

I want to. I won all those “big” people on better, people who think they’re big and now I’m much stronger 
and I can keep on…

They were killed my hope and my illusions of magic dreams, they were killed my faith in life, but now they 
see they were wrong.



(...)

I’m the big child now and I've got the hope again, I’m dreaming, and I’ve got faith in people again, and 
they got nothing ‘cause they are nothing… Except dirty pride…

They are just anymals who are calling them-self people.



But tomorrow we’re gonna bee free. We’re gonna keep on. We’re the children of this STATE. We’re gonna 
take great times back. We’re gonna back where we all have started.



Dear Don, this is just a part, a little part of my teachings and I thing that you don’t have to hear more ‘cause 
you can understand me just through this.



Dženita


