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A Burning House 

 

This is a drawing of a destroyed, burning house. I live on the fifth floor and I see a lot of burning 

houses. The red color represents the fire that makes a house go up in flames. 

Whenever I take a walk with my family, I see many destroyed buildings with holes in their roofs. I 

often think about the people who lived there and who had to flee, having lost everything. 

When the war started, I began to worry about all the “booms” that make the windows tremble. Now, I 

am still afraid of shelling, but I hug my sister and our cat and that makes me feel better. 

My sister is celebrating her birthday soon. I wish there wouldn’t be any shootings on that day—we 

would go visit the circus and everything would be good on that day. 

Sasha (F), b. 2008 (Ukraine) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

A Letter from My Friends 

 

During one of the events organized at the camp, I met two Bosnian girls—Larisa and Emina. Just like 

me and some of my friends at the camp, Larisa and Emina enjoy singing and dancing traditional 

dances. 

After a while we organized a singing event at the camp and Emina, Larisa, and some other Bosnian 

students paid us a visit. We all dressed in traditional clothes and together we sang traditional Arabic, 

Afghan, and Bosnian songs. On that occasion, Emina, Larisa, and I exchanged numbers and we’ve 

kept in touch ever since. 

We became very good friends. Emina and Larisa come to the camp and they take me and my older 

sister out for walks. I've also been to their home and met their families. They often send me letters. 

On their last visit to the camp, they gave me this letter. 

Hala (F), b. 2007 (Syria) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

A Thousand-Year-Old Boots 

 

We lived as Afghan refugees in Iran. Because we had no documents, we couldn’t access health 

care, education, or other basic needs. I was 14 years old and I decided to embark on a week-

long journey by foot to the Turkish border town of Diyarbakir. I had no one by my side but my 

best friend Ali. The journey brought us to the streets of Istanbul where we had slept under the 

open sky. From there we continued by a small boat which carried around 50 of us. Once we 

arrived in Greece, we stayed at refugee camps on the island of Lesbos and in Athens. This is 

where Ali and I parted ways. 

 

I continued alone, and, after crossing the borders of North Macedonia and Serbia, some months 

ago I arrived in Bosnia. 

 

These are the boots I got upon arriving at the refugee camp in Bosnia. I wore them only for the 

week I went to the “game”. Even though I wore them only for a short time, when you look at 

them they appear as if I had been wearing them for thousands of years! 

 

I hope to make it to Sweden and to become a football player. I think I've got a talent for it. 

 

Mohammad (M), b. 2004 (Afghanistan) 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

Away from Home 

 

My family and I lived in the village of Zllakuqan, near the town of Klina. There, I attended a 

primary school called Father Shtjefen Gjeçovi until June 1998, when the war started. 

 

As soon as the war began, I fled Zllakuqan, leaving behind my home, my mom, and other family 

members. I also lost contact with my older brother who was studying in Pristina at the time. I left 

with my older sister and my brother-in-law, and we traveled to Tuz, a city in Montenegro. There, 

we were hosted by an Albanian family for a few months. 

 

I returned to my village in September of 1998, but our family wasn’t reunited until after the end 

of the war. This is a photograph that we took in July of 1998, almost immediately after settling in 

Tuz. 

 

Kristina (F), b. 1983 (Kosovo) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

Barbie with a New Haircut 

 

The Barbie that I decided to donate to the museum is the only wartime “souvenir” I have. I was 

too young to remember everything that happened during the war, but this story about my doll is 

often recounted in my family. I was three years old when my mom decided to go through the 

Tunnel of Hope from Alipašino polje, where my grandma lived, to Hrasnica, where we lived, 

while carrying me in her arms. 

 

It was a cold winter and snow was falling, but my mother trod through it in these little 

 

shoes. Just ahead of the tunnel, which was muddy and sodden, a soldier gave her something 

extremely valuable—waterproof boots! However, as we left the tunnel, I caught a glimpse of a 

man holding this Barbie doll in his hands. Immediately I cried for it—I wanted it so badly! My 

mother, out of her desire to make me happy, traded the new waterproof boots, which she had 

just received, for my Barbie! 

 

Upon our arrival in Hrasnica, right when my mom went to collect firewood and water, leaving me 

home alone, I cut my Barbie’s beautiful, long hair short! Mom was so sad and disappointed to 

see her without hair. Sometime later, I received Ken as a gift, too. He liked my Barbie’s 

hairstyle, and he remained her loyal friend all these years. 

 

Sumeja (F), b. 1990 (Bosnia and Herzegovina) 

 

 

 

 
 



 

Cool Dude with A Guitar 

 

Jednog septembarskog dana 1991. godine iznenada smo napustili Kaočine, naše selo pokraj 

Drniša. Mama je u žurbi uspjela spasiti tek nekoliko fotografija i nešto mojih igračaka. 

 

Zajedno s drugim prognanicima iz Drniša, bile smo smještene prvo u Splitu, a potom u 

hotelskom kompleksu Solaris u Šibeniku. Mama je bila u devetom mjesecu trudnoće pa se 

uskoro rodio moj brat Mate. 

 

Tokom našeg boravka u Solarisu, Caritas je organizirao podjelu humanitarnih paketića koje su 

sponzorirale porodice iz Njemačke, Francuske, Italije… Obzirom da smo Mate i ja bili najmlađi u 

obitelji, dobili smo svako kinder jaje iz paketa. Najviše smo se radovali figuricama koje su bile 

unutra. U tom periodu uspjeli smo skupiti čak 50. 

 

Iz Solarisa smo se vratili tek 1996. godine, a ovaj frajer s gitarom jedna je od figurica koju smo 

uspjeli sačuvati kao uspomenu na prognanički život. 

 

Jelena (F), b. 1989 (Croatia) 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

If I Were a Police Officer 

 

I recently celebrated my 6th birthday here at the camp. We celebrated by having kebabs 

prepared by my dad. Before we left home, mom and dad would organize big celebrations for my 

birthday. All of our family members would gather at our house to celebrate. 

 

This shirt is a birthday gift from my grandmother. She gave it to me on my 3rd birthday, the last 

time we were able to celebrate together. 

 

When I grow up, I want to be a police officer because they are powerful and they take care of 

the borders. But I don't want to be just any police officer. I want to be the head of police so that 

when migrants are crossing the border I can send other police officers away. Then, I can help 

the migrants. I would never capture them. 

 

Ali (M), b. 2015 (Iran) 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

It’s 7 PM in Eritrea 

 

I was in my first year of high school and I had a big group of friends. Every day at 7 PM, we 

would all come together in a circle and talk, play, make jokes, and do what all teenagers do. 

Unlike most teenagers in other parts of the world, however, in Eritrea, we face the threat of 

being sent to a military camp. At the age of 16, the government sends us to a military camp to 

train for the battlefield at the border with Ethiopia. 

 

Although I didn't like the idea of leaving my mom or my friends, I knew that I had to leave Eritrea 

before I turned 16. 

 

I left with my older sister. The day before we left, my sister took me to Church where we prayed 

together. She gave me a necklace with a cross pendant which I carry with me wherever I go. I 

cannot imagine separating from it. This is another necklace that I took with me from Eritrea and 

which I now want the Museum to have. 

 

Every day at 7 PM Eritrean time, I think of my friends and our time spent together, and I wish I 

could be there with them. 

 

Tekie (M), b. 2004 (Eritrea) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

Levi’s 501 

 

These are my first original Levi’s 501 jeans. They were previously worn by my sister and then 

passed on to me right before the war. Naturally, I wore them non-stop, so they wore out and 

began to tear quickly. But, since they were original Levi’s, I learned to patch them up using 

mom’s sewing machine. My friends, acquaintances and neighbors took notice, and so I started 

a business of sorts. My clients brought me their ripped jeans, thread of their choice and 

sometimes some cloth for patching. I received payment in what were considered highly-prized 

goods back then – cans and cigarettes.  

 

My Levi’s were the start of a brand and an advert. I did countless interventions on them, so 

many in fact that I had to add an entire additional layer to prevent them from falling apart. I wore 

them throughout the entire war and these jeans are, for me, still a symbol of resourcefulness 

and resilience. 

 

Adnan (M), b. 1978 (Bosnia and Herzegovina) 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

My Three Scars 

 

When a ceasefire was announced in November 1991, we decided we would leave the 

basement of our house in Vinkovci. My mom, my brother, and I were sitting in our living room 

when, all of a sudden, a shell hit the canopy of a tree in our garden. 

 

The shrapnel flew in every direction, wounding my brother and me. He was hit in the head, and I 

got hit in three different places: a shoulder, an arm, and in the back. The shirt I was wearing at 

the time, a gift from my dad’s brother, was left with holes, but luckily, both my brother and I 

survived. 

 

The holes in the shirt correspond to the three scars that I still wear as a reminder of that day. 

 

Martina (F), b. 1988 (Croatia)1 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
1 This story and personal object from the War Childhood Museum’s Collection should only be utilized when working 

with children 16 years and older. 



 

My Biggest Dream 

 

Before we left Kashmir, I lived with my parents and my siblings. Our father always had a stricter 

character, so my mother was my biggest confidant. If I had something on my mind, she would 

be the first person that I would go to. 

 

On our way from Kashmir, I got separated from my parents. They managed to reach France, 

and now we are only in touch by phone. I really miss my mom. When we speak she always 

reassures me that we will reunite soon. She tells me, "Yasmin, you are strong!", so I have to be. 

 

Here, at the camp, we live in containers and all I do is paint and draw. I've got my drawings 

spread across so many container walls. 

 

This is a drawing of Medina, my legal guardian at the refugee camp in Ušivak. Medina is very 

good to me and she always makes sure to check on how I'm doing. Medina and my mom met 

over the phone and they often talk about me. Medina tells her, "Yasmin is such a gentleman!" 

One day, I hope to reunite with my mom and go to many places with her. That is my biggest 

dream. 

 

Yasmin (M), b. 2004 (Kashmir) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

My World, as Discovered in Books 

 

The war began when men wearing camouflage uniforms rang our doorbell and said that my dad 

had to come with them. I was in the living room, watching them through the glass panel door as 

they gave my dad instructions on what he could and could not bring with him. Those stern men, 

who wore trench coats and took my dad away that day, marked the beginning of the war for me. 

 

It was in 1999—after dad was drafted for the second time—that a great fear of death took hold 

of me. Everyone had their own way of surviving, and books were my escape. Since everyday 

life wasn’t so colorful or full of possibilities, I immersed myself in books and in all the worlds I 

could explore through them. I worried deeply that I would never get to visit London and Paris, to 

see the worlds I had discovered in those books. 

 

I kept a lot of objects from that period—diaries, locked notebooks, scented stickers, letters, 

Barbie dolls. This drawing, which I did in art class, shows my imaginary room—a room I wanted 

to play in. Aside from books, playtime was my only escape back then. It was a lifeline. 

 

Bojana (F), b. 1983 (Serbia) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 



 

Nyusha 

 

I was five. We were sleeping when a shell flew by, and there was a blinding burst in the window. 

When the bomb dropped and exploded, we ran into the basement. We had a lot of neighbors—

there were twelve people sitting in that basement. I was dressed like a little bun and sat on the 

mattresses. Mom made a bed there, and I slept, but the adults all stayed sitting up. There was a 

big candle—sure, it smelled pretty bad, but it was big and lit up the whole basement. Later, 

toward the end, there was a small stove. That made it a bit warmer, but it was still cold. Every 

day we had to wash our things because it was muddy in the basement—it was all falling apart. 

After the shooting, Mom went back into the house to fix something to eat for all twelve of us. We 

would eat and every evening we would go swimming if the shooting wasn’t too close. We had a 

dog called “Wild,” a hunting dog. He was also afraid—he would open the basement door for me 

with his paw and come with us. Now, it’s not as frightening. He’d hear, you know, that it’s going 

to be somewhere close, and that’s it. 

 

After the war, we went to the seaside, had fun at the attractions, and rode the Devil’s Wheel. We 

played a game of “Shoot-the-Bottle,” and I won this little toy. This was in 2018. I decided to bring 

her in particular, because we didn’t leave, we didn’t go anywhere, we ate only potatoes, there 

was nothing tasty to eat—nothing sweet. And when we went to the seaside, there was no 

shooting—everything was peaceful, it was awesome. It was great to rest after the war. I slept 

with this toy at the seaside, and now, she lays right next to my pillow. I don’t want to give her up 

for good. They’ll take her away and not return her—they won’t want to make the trip because 

there’s still shooting near us. That’s why I don’t want to give her up. 

 

Karina (F), b. 2009 (Ukraine) 

 

 



 

Painkillers 

 

I used to buy sun ower seeds. I would eat them or make some shapes out of the seeds, such as a 

bird, a butterfly, or a rose. My sister Asmaa helped me with that. 

This money was still in my pocket during our trip to Lebanon, but I did not notice it until we got to 

Lebanon. When I saw this coin, it immediately reminded me of my house. 

It’s amazing there... it’s my country... my own country... nobody calls me Syrian there. 

In Lebanon, they all talk about Syrians—even in the taxis. I believe this creates tension in the streets 

and schools. In the afternoon, when we start school and switch classrooms, Lebanese students say 

bad words and insult us: “You are dogs”, “Go back to your country”, and “We hate you.” 

Once my father took me to a hospital in Lebanon because my leg was hurting me (I already have a 

problem with my leg). They did not let us in. They asked for a lot of money as insurance. That was 

ok, but I did not understand why they said, “You are such a gluttonous and greedy people you 

Syrians. You even want treatment for free?” I started crying, and my father took me to a pharmacy 

and bought me painkillers. 

Yasmin (F), b. 2004 (Syria) 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

Refugee ID Card 

 

In April 1992, my family and I left Sarajevo and arrived in Novi Sad—where I received this 

refugee identification card. 

 

The refugee ID card allowed me to move freely around Novi Sad. Back then, I saw it not only as 

a confirmation of my new refugee identity but also as an opportunity to explore a city I had 

previously only experienced in passing. For my family and me, the ID served as a reminder of 

how we had saved ourselves. It represented the chance to rebuild our lives on new foundations.  

 

This ID does remind me of some bad moments, such as encounters with people on the bus who 

would say things like, “go back to where you came from”, but I also associate it with wonderful 

times spent with my new friends from class, who accepted me as one of their own. 

 

Today, this piece of paper with a picture of a ten-year-old me helps to ensure I never forget to 

be gentle towards that little girl who is still somewhere inside, asking, “why did the war have to 

happen?” 

 

Mia (F), b. 1982 (Bosnia and Herzegovina) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

Suitcase 

 

Before the war, my parents took me to Skenderija where holiday toy distribution was held, and on 

that occasion, I received this mini suitcase. Back then, the suitcase held small toys, but during the 

war it became shelter luggage. I would use it to carry things I needed in the shelter, such as: a deck 

of cards, green matches from humanitarian aid, a candle or flashlight, if I had one, wool slippers, a 

plastic spoon, a glass, a bandage etc. For a while, I used it to collect shrapnel fragments and shell 

casings. That’s when the handle gave out, so I had to come up with a new one. :) 

It sometimes served as a place to store coltsfoot, which we ate during the war. I also took it with me 

when I went to Ciglane neighborhood to get bread. You could easily fit half a loaf inside. It could 

even carry the monthly humanitarian aid! I remember that at one point I used the suitcase as storage 

for various wires we removed from destroyed cars in order to make sling bullets. My mom Rasema 

kept it safe and I thank her for it. 

Nejra (F), b. 1984 (Bosnia and Herzegovina) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

The Atlas and the Scrapbook 

 

I realized what fear, hatred, and powerlessness meant at the young age of 13. I was in the sixth 

grade of primary school and the only student of different ethnicity in my entire class. Other kids in 

the class were often mean to me; they would draw nationalist symbols on my notebooks or taunt me 

directly. One day, a couple of them borrowed my school atlas and wrote mean nationalistic 

messages in it. 

Luckily, there were also girls, my friends, who filled this scrapbook with much more beautiful and 

precious entries. Their lovely words and rhymes showed me that I must never let “the atlas” 

overcome “the scrapbook”. I thank them for each word and dot, for every scribble and joke they 

shared. 

Ornela (F), b. 1980 (Bosnia and Herzegovina) 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Lost Shoe 

 

The last bus filled with refugees was set to depart from Pristina on the 24th of May, 1999. Not 

seeing an end to the war, my family and I decided to board the bus and leave Kosovo. 

We waited for 12 hours for the bus to arrive. As soon as it reached the station, crowds of people 

rushed on board. I took my little sister’s hand and told her to hold onto me tight, as I was afraid that 

we would get separated. When the bus finally departed, my family and I were left standing outside 

the station, surrounded by countless bags, bundles of people’s clothing, and piles of food. 

While everyone rushed to pick up the food, I spotted this single shoe. I don’t know what prompted 

me to take it. I felt that this shoe carried someone’s story and that if I left it there the story would be 

lost. I kept it safe down through the years in the hope that the shoe would one day find its way back 

to the child to whom it had once belonged. 

Besa (F), b. 1981 (Kosovo) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Youth Organization Sweatshirt 

 

I never wanted to be seen merely as a victim. I wanted to show that even in difficult circumstances, 

there are opportunities to grow and to achieve something. That is why I became a community 

organizer. I joined a youth organization. I was looking for Ukrainian language courses and stumbled 

upon free courses which were held once a week by an NGO. I went, and have been going there ever 

since. 

This is the sweatshirt I got before one of our field trips. It symbolizes five years spent with the 

organization and it reminds me that there are always people who are ready to help. 

The sweatshirt traveled with me everywhere—to events, volunteer trips, a couple of concerts, and 

many projects. It signifies that I belong somewhere, that I was a part of a great team that was doing 

something important. 

Sofia (F), b. 2001 (Ukraine) 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

A Dress for Eid 

 

On the first day of Eid in 2014, I got up at 7 o’clock. It was the day that I long anticipated because I 

was about to put on my special Eid dress. Just three hours later, I heard the sounds of an explosion 

coming from outside. My parents and my siblings ran to the windows to see what was happening. 

There was a lot of smoke in the skies. Gaza was being bombed even though they announced a truce. 

It was Eid but there was no celebration. 

I took off my dress and I never wore it again. I spent a lot of time trying to get rid of the feeling that 

Eid is not a bloody day. 

This is a dress that was given to me by a family member. The dress is 80 years old and it used to 

belong to my great grandmother who wore it for her own Eid celebrations as a young girl. It reminds 

me of my own dress that I planned to wear for Eid in 2014 and that is why I want the Museum to 

keep it safe. 

Reem (F), b. 2008 (Palestine)2 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
2 This story and personal object from the War Childhood Museum’s Collection should only be utilized when working 

with children 16 years and older. 



 

 

 

When I Miss my Sister 

 

In 2019, my older sister was awarded a scholarship to study in Athens, Greece. We were excited for 

her getting an opportunity to receive a better education. However, we were also all aware of the 

difficulty in trying to get out of besieged Gaza. Despite that, she eventually made it to Athens to 

begin her studies. 

Since then, due to the closed borders, she hasn’t been able to come back and visit us. It’s been over 

two years since we last saw each other. This is a souvenir that she gave me as a gift while she was 

still in Gaza. Whenever I miss her, I look at it and hold onto the hope that one day we will be reunited, 

even if it’s not in Gaza. 

Saja (F), b. 2007 (Palestine) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


