
Nađa, 1978. Bosnia and Herzegovina

Tuesday, 26. 1. 1993. god, Trpanj



A whatever-day today. It’s lousy here as well. While I was in Sokolović Kolonija I wanted to go 
to Trpanj, now that I’m here, I feel like going back to my neighborhood, even though there is 
war there.




Thursday, 11. 3. 1993, Trpanj 



In the evening, Nevena, Gordana and Rijo came over. It’s been almost a year since last I saw 
my dear cousin Nevena. Rijo brought me letters from Amra, Elza, and Maša. I was delighted 
the most by Amra’s letter, where she wrote that Zeko asks about me and Damir all the time, 
and how he wants to go back to Sokolović Kolonija and that he sends his regards – again I feel 
like going to SOKOLOVIĆ KOLONIJA. In the evening, we talked for a long time,

and read letters.



Saturday, 27. 3. 1993, Trpanj 



Already in the morning my mom put me in a bad mood when she said that Joško told Alem 
like: “I am afraid that it will come to blows between us – meaning that Croats would be 
shooting at Muslims, and that we should run away from here as soon as possible”- that is his 
advice. My mom and Alem definitely decided that we will go to Turkey. I feel horrible, I was in 
a bad mood the entire day.”




Thursday, 15. 4. 1993, Trpanj



What will happen with us?, Are we going to go back to Sarajevo?, When will the war end?... All 
of it came crashing down, I feel like crying. 




(…)




 I’ve been cutting newspapers and making a collage about my dear Bosnia and Herzegovina. 
Now I know for certain that it is 100000 times better to be in Sokolović Kolonija, Sarajevo that is, 
I mean, Bosnia and Herzegovina, despite the mortar shells, than to be a refugee in a foreign 
country. Take me back to SARAJEVO, but free SARAJEVO. Late in the evening I cried, because 
everything just came crashing down on me, and to make things worse my mom and Alem 
talked the entire time about going even farther away to Turkey. My mom and Alem yelled at 
me, because of my crying.


Diary Excerpts: 

Diaries from the War Childhood Museum’s Collection



Tuesday, 25. 5. 1993, Trpanj 



Last night a miracle happened. In the middle of the night, I woke up by chance, when all of a sudden, on 
the BiH Radio (we keep BiH Radio on all the time – whenever the power is on) I heard my dad’s voice, who 
was sending us his regards, saying everyone was fine and he also gave us a telephone number so we can 
try to reach him. What great luck that was, a coincidence, God’s will or an instinct to wake up just at that 
moment. I was happy. 



Thursday, 27. 5. 1993, Trpanj 



I came from Boro – amateur radio operator where my mom had been. He had a connection to Sarajevo 
and we sent a message to my dad that we are going to Turkey. The telephone or the radio operator from 
Sarajevo couldn’t reach Hrasnica, so, my dad didn’t get the message.




Tuesday, 31. 8. 1993



In front of me there is a sunset, the last one here, but I hope not the “final” one I’ll witness in Croatia. Just for 
a little while more I’m gazing at the blue Adriatic, and then little by little I’ll be moving farther away from it. 
THIS SEA IS BEAUTIFUL, I’m, just now, looking at it through the window. I feel a little better, since just a few 
moments ago I was choking with tears, looking at the sea. I’m having a hard time, here is another difficult 
moment, one of many in my life.


