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23.5.1993, 12.00 p.m.



My only solace



I am hungry Tijana, you have no idea how hungry I am. I neither have anything to eat, nor am I 
allowed to have it. There is one more cream cheese left, which we had already started eating. 
Dina won’t let me have any. We received 3 pieces of bread, but that is not enough for us. All I 
do is eat bread by itself, but now I’m not even in the mood for that. (…) As for the supplies, we 
have nothing left. Maybe 2 more fish cans, 1 can of string beans, sugar, flour, oil, as for Vegeta, 
paprika, we haven’t had any of those spices in a while now. We have plenty of yeast.

But, what are we going to do with yeast. Nothing. The only reason I wrote this to you is so that, 
once this is over, I might be reminded of just how hungry I was on 23. 5. ’93.




16.6.1993, 02.35 p.m.



Tijana, people are saying, those who listen to the news, that on Friday at 12 o’clock there will 
be a peace treaty. I hope to God it will be so. Today, after, I don’t know how many days,

I washed my hair. But with rainwater, because we still don’t have water. We do have gas,

and the telephones are back up. We still didn’t get the humanitarian aid.




Thursday, 22th of July 1993, 11.20 a.m.



Tijana, to say that we’re all fine wouldn’t be the truth. We have no bread. Edina brought us 
1-2kg of flour, but we went through it quickly, because there are five of us. Ferid changed for 
the worse. He is not the same man he was a year or two ago, who would joke around once in 
a while… Now, he is preoccupied with problems and debts. He borrowed money (DM) from 
some man, to be able to feed us, and now he can’t pay him back. And Dina, my mom,

she lost some 30 kg. She is all over the place, trying to wash up, cook, bring water… I help as 
much as I can, for instance, I go and get water, sometimes I will wash something, but she won’t 
let me cook. (…) Sometimes, after a humble meal, I go to my room and start crying, wondering 
what has become of us. And when I go to that house, and look at that table where I grumpily 
did my homework, the table where, so many times, we ate, ate meals, real meals, pitas,

bell peppers, chicken, meat… Cake, cola, juice, candy, chocolates, cookies… And now,

there is nothing on that table, apart from the yellowed tablecloth… And I feel bad for not 
enjoying myself back then, when I could have. How I wish all this would end, to live the same 
way as before, not differently, but exactly as before. So often, my face fills with tears, and so 
bad is their ache and burn. Why did all this have to happen. (…) When will it end? I long so 
much for my house because, no matter the state of it, it is MY HOUSE! Why did I age so much 
just in one year. WHY? And when, God willing, all of this ends, it will be hard. Maybe it will seem 
stupid, ridiculous, what I’m about to tell you, but I’m looking for a job. Any job. But still there

is nothing.”



Friday, 6th of August 1993, 3 p.m.



Tijana, do you remember, perhaps, when, sometime in 1990, I wrote to you about the lovely time we had 
that day, on 20. 10. ’90, on my dad’s birthday. What a lovely time we had. When I close my eyes and try to 
remember some moment from my childhood, my mind always wanders to, I don’t know what year it was, 
but when I was a kid, 9-10 years old, when my dad carried me on his shoulders from grandma’s place to our 
home… How lovely it was back in the day…



(…)



From now on I only care about our survival and health, and for the war to end as soon as possible.


