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JIMIla U NIPYyXKdka MOAPIIKE MOPpOoJullaMa HECTAIMX U BbUXOBUM YIPYXKEHUMA.

This publication was created with support from the Commission on Missing Persons of the Government
of the Republic of Serbia and the Commissariat for Refugees and Migration of the Republic of Serbia,
as part of the process of searching for missing persons and providing support to the families of the mis-

sing and their associations.

Opy:xanu cykodu ¢ kpaja 20. Bexa Ha npocTopy dusLie Jy-
rocjaBHje OCTaBUIIN Cy Kao CBOjy HajTexy, Hajsehy U Haj-
TpParuyHUjy MOCIAEANLY Ha XWbALE JbyIU YHja CynOuHa je
Y JaHaC Hermo3HaTa. ['yOWUTak HajopaXkux je TOKOM BHUIIe
opn 30 roguHa MEWao CBOj ODIHK, TOPOJHLIE HECTAIHX CY
Ce Kpo3 Taj IEPHUOJ CyouaBasle ca BUM Kpo3 Do, TyTy, dec,
pasoyapame, 04aj ¥ naTwy. 3ajeIJHUYKH UMEHUNal CBUM
eMolMjaMa Koje Cy OCeTHIH Ouia je aroHuja Koja He je-
haBa U Hehe pecTaTH JoKJIe ol 0Baj Mpobiiem ocTaje He-
peleH.

Onrosop Ha MUTalE KOje je aKTyeJTHO KOJIUKO W MPBOT
JaHa U JJa/be HeyXBaT/bUBO BUCH Y Ba3lyXy, HENOCTWKAaH
Kao UCTHHA K0jOj Ce TeXH BHllle o7 3 JelleHuje.

Bpeme je cBe WITO je IpeocTano MOpogUllaMa HeCTalux
JULa HAKOH TYOUTKA OHOT HajBPENHHUjer IITO Cy UMaJlH.
Ocnamajy ce Ha Bera kao Ha HEMOTPOLIUBH PECypcC, CBe-
CHHU JIa UM je UCTOBPEMEHO U HellpHjaTesb U CaBe3HUK, jep
IITO Cy yOa/beHUjH 0 TParuuHux forahaja To je omacHoCT
ol mpenaje dnwxka. AW UCTO TaKO WITO YK€ OYEKYjY
OITOBOpE TO BUXO0BA HaZa CBe TBPIOITIaBHje He ITOCYCTaje.

Bpeme je 3ajior koju Cy CTpafiajld U HeCTaJId OCTaBUIIH JKU-
BHMa, KaKko OM y BHUX0BO UM€ CTI03HAIU UCTUHY U OCETUIH
TpaBzy, Kako OM MM MIOMOIJIH Jla BbUX0Ba KPTBa He dy[ie y3a-
nTynHa, Beh fa mouynBajy ZOCTOjaHCTBEHO, OHAKO Kako Cy TO
3a JKMBOTa 3aCTy’KWIH. MICTHHA HEMa POK Tpajama, CTora je
YBEK IIpaBO BpeMe 3a By KOJIMKO rof criopo ctusaia. Cse oBe
NI0pOJHLE HEYMOPHO Y€Kajy, a IbHX0Ba UCTPajHOCT je U MOfI-
CETHUK U ONIOMEHa Ha MHCTUTYLIMOHAIHY, MOPAJIHY U JbYA-
CKY OZITOBOPHOCT CBUX HAJJIE)KHUX 3a NUTamke HEeCTaTUX
JVIa fa CBOJUM 3ajaramkeMm, TPaHCIAPEHTHO M NpenaHo,
KaKO UX IBHUXOBU MaHJATH U CTPYYHOCT 00aBe3yjy, UCTUHOM
3aTBOpe HajbosHUja cehamwa MPONIUIOCTH U oMoryhe MUp
OHMMa KOjH Ha Bera IIPefyro Yekajy.

Cnuke xoje cy npen Hama nyctuhe Hac ja 3aBUPUMO Y
/bydaB, y Hajnermniue yCrioMeHe Koje OCTajy U3BaH JoMeTa
cBaxor cykoda. Ha oBUM ciikama Hema mecTa 3a Dos1 Koju
uM je ycaenuo. OBO je HaUMH Jla Ce XyMaHH3Yjy OHH KOjH
Cy CTpajasy, I0KasaTesb a OBY 3ayBEK U3TYO/bEHH HEUHjH
CUHOBH, popuTesby, Opaha, cectpe, bake, neke, mpyjaTesu
Y Halll¥ CyHapOOHULM HUCY CAMO CTaTUCTUYKHU MOJALH,
Beh sbyzncka duha koja cy uMarna )uBoTe BpefHe cehama.

Bemko Opanosuh, npencesHux
Kommucwyja 3a HecTana nuua
Bnage Penybnuke Cpduje

Armed conflicts from the late 20th century on the terri-
tory of the former Yugoslavia have left as their hardest,
greatest and most tragic consequences thousands of
people whose fate is still unknown. For more than 30
years, the loss of loved ones has changed its form, during
that period families of missing persons faced pain, grief,
anger, disappointment, despair and torment. Never-end-
ing agony is what have in common all these emotions that
they felt. And that agony will last until the problem of the
missing person is solved.

The answer to the question which is as current as the first
day, still hangs somewhere in the air, unreachable as the
truth we have been striving for more than 3 decades.

Time is all that families have left after losing their most
precious possession. They rely on that time, aware that it
is simultaneously their worst enemy and their ally. The
further they are from the tragic events the danger of res-
ignation is getting closer. But at the same time, the longer
they wait for answers their hope becomes more stubborn
and relentless.

Time is the pledge that victims have left to the survivors,
to find out the truth and to feel justice instead of them,
so that their sacrifice would not be for nothing. To help
them to rest in peace and dignity, as they lived and
earned. The truth has no expiration date therefore the
time is always right for it. All these families are waiting
tirelessly, and their perseverance is a reminder, but also
a notice for institutional, moral and human responsibility
of all relevant authorities for the issue of missing persons
to continue with their transparent and committed efforts,
in accordance with their mandates and competences, to
seal with the truth the most painful memories from the
past and to bring peace to those who wait for it too long.

These paintings will let us peek into pure love, into the
happiest memories which remain out of reach of the
armed conflicts and there is no place for pain that fol-
lowed. These paintings humanize the victims and show
that all these forever lost sons, parents, brothers, sisters,
grandparents, friends are not just statistics, but human
beings who had lives worth remembering.

Veljko Odalovic, president
Commission on missing persons of the Government
of the Republic of Serbia



HaxoHn patoBa neseneceTvx Ha MpocTopy Jyrociasyje, MHOTH
Cy U3ryOWIM OHO HajBpelHHje, a TO je TPaBO Ha >KUBOT.
Te xpTBe ce Boge kao OpojeBH, 3aXTEBH, IPEAMETH JIULIEHH
CBOT WJIEHTHTETa, WA Oe3 UMeHa U npesuMeHa. JKHBOT je
Jlap ¥ Kajia Heko cedu 11a 3a [paBo fla ra HEKOMe Ofly3me, LiITa
OHZIa MpeocTaje WwiaHOBMMa mopopuua? Iloponuue HUCY
TIOCyCTaJie, HaCTaBsbajy Tparame y Hagu fa he npoxahu coje
HajMWIMje, TaYHHje, OHO LITO je Off KX OCTaJIo.

[Tpen Bama cy ciuke cjehara Ha one Cpde ybujene u He-
CTaJie y paToBUMa JieBeleCeTUX roJMHa Ha IoApydYjy Ouslie
Jyrocnasuje. [TpukazaHe cy ciivke cjehamwa nopoauia kKoje
Cy OCjeTwsie IITa 3Ha4YM paT ¥ Kakas je )KUBOT OpOJHLEe
Kajia U3TyOH jeTHOT WJTH BUILE YWIAHOBA, a TAKBUX MIOPOAHUIIA
VMa Ha Xwbaze. MHOTH Off BUX M JaHaC KHBe y DOTHO]j He-
W3BjECHOCTH, 3a BUX ParT jecTe 3aBPLIEH, ajld HE U DOIHE
naTHe Koje je paT JoHeo ca codom. OcTano UM je camo cje-
hame Ha HajMUITHje U JKesba [la Ce OHU He 3adopase.

Haur gyr mpema xpTBama je, Ipe cBera, Jja lbUxXoBe CynOrHe
dymy 3abmbeskeHe, 1a CBaka XKPTBa I00H]je jeTHaKY Kby
Y NHjeTeT, 1a ¥ Ha OBaj HauWH OyJe cauyBaHa ofi 3adopasa.

3axBasbyjeMO CE YIaHOBMMA MOPOJHILIA HECTAIUX U MOTH-
HYJTUX JIWIA KOjU Cy CBOje UCKpeHe eMOLje MOIeUH ca
HaMa Y Ha OCHOBY 4era Cy HacTaie ciauke cjehama Ha
IHX0BE HajMUIIH]jE.

[TocedHy 3aXBaHOCT LyTyjeMO YMETHULIMMa KOjH Cy WITy-
CTpOBaJIX EMOLIMje CTpajja/IHOT Hapoza

Coma Pocuh

Ip Yrmema Llonuh

Iparana Munuh

Iparana bhyxuh,

npencjenHuna Yapykemwa Nopoaulia HeCTalux
Y NOoruHyux nuua ,Cysa”,

Hymuhesa 6, beorpan
suza.beograd@gmail.com
www.afmpkr.org.rs

After the wars in the 1990s on the territory of the former
Yugoslavia, many persons lost their most precious posses-
sion — the right to life. These victims are recorded as
numbers, requests, objects without identity, faces without
names. Life is a gift, and when someone takes it away,
what remains for the families of the deceased? Families
never gave up, still hoping that they will find their loved
ones, or at least their remains.

These paintings represent memories of killed and missing
Serbs during the war in the 1990s. They represent mem-
ories of families who experienced and survived the war
and felt the pain of losing loved ones. There are thousands
of such families. Many of them still live in painful uncer-
tainty, for them the war is over, but the suffering that war
brought to them continues. All they have left are the
memories of their loved ones and a wish that they are
never forgotten.

We owe to the victims to record their fates, ensuring that
each of them have equal attention and respect, to be saved
from oblivion in this way as well.

We want to thank the families of the missing and killed
persons for sharing their sincere and deepest emotions
with us, which were the basis for the paintings of mem-
ories of their loved ones.

We owe special gratitude to the artists who illustrated the
emotions of the suffering people

Sonja Rosi¢

dr Ugljesa Coli¢

Dragana Mili¢

Dragana Djukic,

President, Association of Families of Missing
and Killed Persons SUZA (Tear)

Nusiceva 6, Belgrade
suza.beograd@gmail.com
www.afmpkr.org.rs

O u3noxou
,CERAIbA”

Hsnoxda ,Cehama” ycmepeHa je ka U3rpanmbyu KyJuType
cehamwa Ha paTHa cTpagama Cpba y dbusmoj Jyrocnasuju
90-THX rofivHa y K0joj LEHTPAJIHO MECTO 3ay3WMa Iep-
CIIEKTHBA XpPTaBa KPO3 HOB ITPUCTYII MEMOPHjaTU3aLHjH.
Taxohe, HAacTOju ma JompuHece cyovyaBamy ca Haciehem
paTHe NPOLJIOCTH U IPOMOBHCaby IIOMUpPERA Kao U YHa-
npehemy CBECTH jaBHOCTH O PaTHOM CTpafjamy CTaHOB-
HUILTBA.

H3noxdy unMHe wiycTpaldje 3a MOPOAULIe YUjU Cy dia-
HOBH HECTAJTA WIX MOTHHYTH. OCITUKAaHHU PAafOBH Cy O0JIH-
Ka cara, CMMOONN3yjy Telko OpeMe yekamwa, ajid CBOjOM
cagpxxajHoLINy Y JIETIOTOM WITyCTPYjy ¥ BDESHOCTH BE3aHE
3a JBYZICKO JTOCTOjaHCTBO, UIEHTHUTET, cehame, ToMUpemhe
Y U3rpajithy MHUPA.

Crnvxe Kao JIMKOBHA iela UMajy ICUXOJIOLIKY YJIOTY Jia [0~
BEXY WIaHOBE IIOPOJMIIA Ca CBOjUM HajMWIHjUM MOTHHY-
MM WM HecTanuM. M3pas cy nenux cehamwa Ha apare
YJIaHOBE [OPOJULA KOjU Cy HECTald WIH IOTHHYIU U
cagp)ke MOTHBE U3 )KUBOTa CTpafiayIuX 0coda 110 Kojuma 01
JKeJIeNy fa octady ynamhenu. MitycTpanyje BUXOBUX KU~
BOTA YMHE jeJHy BPCTY IICUXOJIOIIKOT OJIaKLIama 338 EMO-
LUOHAIHU TepeT KOjU 4YIaHOBM mopopuna Hoce Beh
JIeueHujama, a yjeqHo MPeCTaBsbajy OI1aroTBOPHO Ca3HAKE
3a TIopoJuile Koje Cy HelITo YYHHUIIe 3a 0code Koje Cy H3-
ryOusie ¥ TUMe [ONIpHHeNe ouyBawy cehama Ha BHUX. Ocum
Tora, ynora ,Cehama” je na ce “U3pasu 1104acT IIOTUHYJIOj
WJIH HECTaJI0j 0CODH, TE fa Ce »KPTBaMa BpaTH UIECHTUTET.

Crnuke 3a u3nox0dy ,Cehamwa” cy pesynrar mpojekra ,[loz-
PpllUKa [IopoAMliaMa HECTA/IUX — MEMOpHjaiu3anyja” Koju
je peanu3oBaH y capanwby ca Mel)yHapogHUM KOMUTETOM
Lipsenor xpcra, MKIIK u npojexra ,,HoBu npuctynu me-
MopHjanu3auuju” uujy peanusauujy je omoryhuo pervo-
HanHU npojexar [Togpmka EY msrpagmy nosepema Ha
3amagHoM bankaHy, koju ¢uHaHcupa EBporicka yHUja U
cnpoBonu [Iporpam YjenuweHux Haldja 3a pa3soj YH/II.

Ygpyncewe nopoguua nectanux u uotunynux auua ,CY3A” u
Ygpyaicere niopoguua KUgHanoeanux u Hecianux tuyd na Kocosy
u Metwoxuju, unanuue Koopgunavuuje cpickux ygpymerd opo-
guua Hectuanux, youjenux u HoTUHYIUX TUuUa ca apoctiopa dusuie
Jytocnasuje

About the exhibition
+MEMORIES”

The exhibition ,Memories” is focused on building the cul-
ture of remembrance of Serbian war suffering in the
former Yugoslavia in the 1990s. The centrepiece of this
exhibition is the perspective of victims through a new
approach to memorialization. Also, the exhibition aims
to contribute to the confrontation with the legacy of war
history and the promotion of reconciliation, as well as
raising public awareness of the suffering of the Serbian
population in the war.

This exhibition contains paintings of missing or killed
persons’ families. The paintings are in the form of clock
and they symbolize a heavy weight of waiting. With their
content and beauty, they represent values related to
human dignity, identity, remembrance, reconciliation and
peacebuilding.

The paintings, as artworks, have a psychological role in
connecting family members with their missing or killed
loved ones. They are expressions of the most cherished
memories of their beloved family members, who are
killed or missing. Paintings contain motives from lives of
victims, things that they would like to remember forever.
[lustrations of their lives represent a form of psycholog-
ical relief for families and their emotional burdens which
they carry for decades. At the same time, they represent
beneficial knowledge for families, that they did some-
thing good for the persons they have lost and preserve
their memory. Besides, the role of ,Memories” is to hon-
our the missing or killed persons, and also to bring back
identity to the victims.

Paintings from the exhibition ,Memories” are the result
of a project ,,Support for the families of missing — memo-
rialization”, which was realized in cooperation with the
International Committee of the Red Cross (ICRC) and
project ,New approaches to the memorialization”, which
was realized by the regional project EU Support to the
Confidence Building in the Western Balkans funded by
the European Union and conducted by the United Na-
tions Development Programme (UNDP).

The Association of the Families of Missing and Killed Persons ,Suza”
(Tear) and The Association of the Families of Kidnapped and Missing
Persons on Kosovo and Metohija, members of The Coordination of
the Serbian Association of the Families of Missing, Murdered and
Killed Persons From the Territory of Former SERY



TO JE BUJIA JbYBAB

INocseheno APBYTHUHA BO)XXHU-BOERH,
HectanioMm 01. 05. 1995. roguHe

Tor naHa cam Te jefiBa HArOBOpHIIA Ja y3MELI MOje BY-
HEHE Yapalle jep Cy TH BOJHUUKE YUU3ME, IPUMETHX, OUIe
npodyiieHe. Tako CM OTHIIAO Y HEMOBPAT Ca BYHEHUM
yapanama Ofl CHBO 3€JIEHe NTapaHe ByHEe HEKOI CTapor
1iemriepa. A OuIm cMO MJTafiy ¥ TOJIMKO 3a/byOJbeHH, 1a
HUCMO UMaJly ToTpedy HUIAe fa u3nasumo. Cemenu cMo
y MapKy Ha KIyny, noniefom uctpahanu Bo3ose y Ky-
THHH U TaKko ce Bojend. Humrra Ham apyro Huje duio
Ba)KHO CeM Jia cMo 3ajenHo. To je duna jbydas.

Aytop: cynpyra Harama Kpwajuh

THAT WAS LOVE, PURE AND SIMPLE

Dedicated to ARBUTINA BOZ0O-BOCA,
missing since May 1%, 1995

That day, I barely persuaded you to take my woolen
socks because I noticed your military boots were
worn out. You left with those woolen socks made
from gray-green yarn from an old sweater, never to
return. We were young and so in love, we didn't need
to go anywhere. We sat on a bench in the park,
watching the trains leave for Kutina, and that was
enough. Nothing else mattered but being together.
That was love.

Author: wife Natasa Krnjajic




CAIbAJIA CAM HORAC
IOA TE UMAM

ITocseheno BAIIIMK BPAHKY
HecTasioM 4. asrycra 1995. ronune

OHO MaJio BpeMeHa LITO CMO ITPOBEJH 3ajeJHO MU je
MaJIo, a OTeT, MyHO, TOJINKO TOTa CH MM TIPYKHO. TH CH
1o yBex Moja yekwa W CBera C ToDOM ocTana cam
JKeJbHA. JIeJTiIa caM Te ca CBUMA, Kao MarHeT CH TIpH-
BJIQYHO JhYZIEe CBOjOM XapHU3MOM.

Hnak, 3Hao cu ma dupall, 3HaO CH KO TH je Hajjauu
CaBe3HMK, TO je OO Croj HajdomUX, cylap KOMETa.
3Hall, TH ¥ ja, DpauHy JPYTOBH, PONUTEBH, CAaBE3HULIH,
TaHJEM CHOBAa. BpegHo cmo cTBapaiy, JaBajH, OKy-
TUbAIH. .. 3AIUTO TeDE a MU Y3My KaJ CH TH TOITUKO Jao
cBUMa’

3Hall, HaZoTPaJikiia CaM jouI jemaH map pPyKy, He mam
Ila OHOM HajBpelHMjeM IITO CMO CTBOPWJIM MLITA 3a-
anu.

Mosia 0BO He 3HAlll, &M ja YyBaM CBaKH TBOj JaX,
YecTo camaM Jia Te oTeT UMaM. A 0BO MOCeHHO KeTum
Ila 3Halll, y MEHH U JIajbe CeBa Taj BaTPOMET Y ITIaBH,
¢ewrra, kornuh U TBOja Jbydas.

AyTop: cynpyra bamuh Cnasuna

I DREAMT LAST NIGHT
THAT YOU WERE WITH ME

Dedicated to BASIC BRANKO,
who went missing on 4 August 1995

That little time that we spent together was little to me,
but again, a lot, you gave me so much. You were always
my longing and I was left yearning for so many things
with you. I shared you with everyone, you were
attracting people with your charisma like a magnet.

Still, you knew whom to choose, you knew who your
strongest ally was, it was a convergence of the best
ones, the joining of comets. You know, you and me, as
spouses, parents, allies, the dream team. We diligently
worked, provided, gathered together... Why did they
take you away from me when you were giving so much
to everyone?

You know, I built another pair of hands, I am not
allowing that the most precious things we created lack
anything.

Perhaps you don’t know this, but I safeguard your every
breath, I often dream that you are with me. And this I
particularly want you to know, that firework is still
flashing in my mind, and party, and pot and your love.

Author: wife Basic Slavica




KAPHJATHIIA

ITocBeheno BJIATOJEBHR MUPKY
HecTasioM 1. maja 1995. ronune

Xej, jecu 1 uyo HoBocTH: [Toctahemo Daka u fexa! Xej,
uyjeut 11 Me, rie cu? ['oe cu? YesHem a TH KaXKeM OBE
HajpafloCHUj€e BECTH, aJIM CTPaxXyjeM Jia Ce OIET U3HOBA
CyOuMM Ca IIPasHUHOM uHja MM Oyka napa ymu eh
MyHUX IBafieceT U cefilamM roprHa. Mako cMo HoxuBenu
TEKTOHCKM opemehaj, Hall JoM ce HUje CPYLINO0 OTKag
CH HECTao jep caM Ce IIPETBOPUIIA Y CTyO, [JIaBHU HOCAY
KOHCTpykuuje. Hamra myxoBHa kyha, Hallle OTHULITE je
Y Jasee kKBo, a Koctn hemo npuyaty mpuye o IeKUHOj
(pu3nUKOj IENIOTH, YMHO] CHa3H, JbyDaBH Npema Qyn-
dasy ¥ HEyCTpaIIUBOCTH.

Kako fa objacHUM KOIHUKO Me je 3aDosenno U NoTakio
TO 1TO je CaHApa Tpakuia TBOjy Majully [a y HOoj CllaBa
IOK caMa yeka Jia nocraHe Majka? Kako fa odjacHUM
KOJIMKO Me TO MUCTOBpeMeHO pamasa u panyje? Cagma
CXBaTaM [ia je y TOM KpaTKOM IepHOzy Balller 3ajeHu-
YOor )XUBOTa KOHOEH30BAHO 0ecKoHAYHO MHOTO J'bYSElBI/I,
a Moja IeBojuuIIa je, Hako Masa, noduna Hajsehu map —
TaTHHO 0D0XKaBamwe.

Tu je cBojum cynep Mmohuma 1 Jasee dyBalll, IITUTHIL U
ycresall 1a je e3 GU3MUKOT MPUCYCTBA BOAMII HA YTy
ca3peBara 0fl TaTHHe ITPUHIIe3e JI0 3peie KeHe Koja he
YCKOPO IOCTaTH Majka. Bonum re.

Aytop: cynpyra bnarojesuh Hena

CARYATID

Dedicated to BLAGOJEVIC MIRKO,
who went missing on 1 May 1995

Hey, have you heard the news: we will become grandma
and grandpa! Hey, can you hear me, where are you?
I yearn to give this happiest of news, but I fear to once
again face the emptiness whose noise is ripping my ears
for full twenty-seven years already. Although we went
through a tectonic disorder, our home has not fallen
since you disappeared because I turned into a pillar, the
key structural support. Our spiritual home, our hearth
is still alive, and we will tell Kosta stories about his
grandpa’s physical beauty, strength of his mind, love
for football and his fearlessness.

How to explain how it hurt me and touched me that
Sandra asked your T-shirt to sleep in it while waiting
to become a mother herself? How to explain how much
that hurts and makes me happy at the same time? Now
I realize that during that short period of your life
together an infinite amount of love was condensed,
and that my little girl, although very young, got the
greatest of gifts — his daddy’s admiration. You still
watch over her with your superpowers, you still protect
her and succeed to, without physical presence, guide
her on her way to maturity from daddy’s princess to
a mature woman who will soon become a mother.
I love you.

Author: wife Blagojevic Nena




TATHHE 3EJIEHE O4YH

IToceeheno FOPOMHCA ITEPH
HecTasioM 4. asrycra 1995. ronune

[IpBa y MUCJIMMA, @ Y CTBApH MOCIEAHBA CTHKA TaHa
KaZia cH oTHLIAo. IIpeseno, OCyHYaHo jyTpo, CTa3uLla
omeheHa 3eJIeHHUIOM, HCTe TaKBE OUH U MOCITIENH 110-
rien. Y MOM CpLy MOMeIlaHH JbydaB, CTpax, MOHOC.
TakaB kaKkaB Cd OHO, HUCH MOTA0 I]a OCTAHelll, MOPao CH
otuhu. Onpacia cam, CXBaTaM.

Hexapa omacuu y mymy, cakymsbame [7brBa. [IeteHa
KOIlIapa y jemHOoj 04eBOj PyLH, a Y OPYTroj Moja AeTHba
pyuuua. Ocehaj curypHOCTH M TOIUIOTE Kajia Me TaTa
Ipku 3a pyky. HesxHocTH 1 /byDaB Koje Me MperuiaBibyjy
Y BHCOKA TpaBa Koja Me Tpiu. Ilorienam omo3zo, CyHIe
Me MaJIo 3aCJIelH, ATk KPo3 KMHPKae yIieNaM heroBe
cjajHe 3enene our. CBeT u3riea BeJINKH, ajld CUTYPaH.

Kpos penienyje ce 1o JaHac mpoduja 3Byk MOTOpa, 4yje
Ce U3faJIeKa, 11a CBE DIIVIKE U 38 CODOM JOHOCH LIPBEHH
Tomoc. OMUBEHU MOTOLIMKII KOjHU je CTU3ao cBya. Tata
Ha BEMY Ca KauKeToMm Ha IaBu. Bpaha ce ca nocna,
IUIaBY PaJlHX MaHTWI MUPHUILE Ha ipepal)eHo ApBo.

PapocHo p3ame benor Cokona, koje HajaB/byje 04eB 1o-
nasakx. Iberos jpydrmaln, BOJEHH KO, OHO je Kao WwiaH
TIOPOJHULIE, MAXKEH U MAXKEH, OPYT y UIPH. JOII YBEK ITaM-
TUM IIKpHIake CHera Moz caoHuIaMa koje je benu Coko
ByKao, YUMe O oTal 0dpasoBao Jely U3 cena CBaKe
3UMeE.

Kapa je miemeHHTa KUBOTHIbA JIeT1a TOCIENBY YT U
HYje BUILE MOIJIa yCTaTH, TaTa je CTUrao Aa Ce I03paBx
ca BUM ToC/IeIkhH myT. M3a ounjy MyHHX Ccy3a, 3amekao
ra je u o npenocehaj, HaroBewTaj 3e Koou.

Iyro ra HEMa, ajly U Jajbe, MOHEeKa] Kao Jia je Ty, 1o-
TITyHO ITPUCYTaH.

Aytop: hepka Kpcruh Pagmuna

DADDY'S GREEN EYES

Dedicated to BOROMISA PERO,
who went missing on 4 August 1995

First in my thoughts is actually the last picture of
the day when you left. Beautiful sunny morning, little
garden path with greenery on its sides, the same
colour of your eyes and the last look. Love, fear and
pride mixed in my heart. The man you were, you
couldn’t stay, you had to go. I am an adult now, I
understand.

Visits to the forest, collection of mushrooms. Woven
basket in father’s one hand, and my little hand in the
other. Feeling of safety and warmth when my dad holds
my hand. Tenderness and love that overwhelm me and
tall grass that hugs me. I look up, the sun blinds me
slightly, but through blinks I see his shining green eyes.
The world looks big, but safe.

Through decades till today the sound of motorbike per-
meates, it can be heard from far away, and then its
coming closer and brings with it the red Tomos. Daddy
with a cap on his head sits on it. He is returning from
work, blue work overall smells of processed wood.

Joyful neighing of White Hawk, which announces
father’s return. His pet, beloved horse, was like a family
member, cared for and loved, a play-mate. I still re-
member the squeaking of snow under the sledge pulled
by White Hawk, my father’s gift to the village children
every winter.

When the noble animal lied down for the last time and
couldn’t get up anymore, dad came to say the last good-
bye. Behind his eyes filled with tears, there was a tin-
gling of a bad foresight, announcement of bad omen.

He is not around for a long time, but still sometimes
it's like he is here, fully present.

Author: daughter Krstic Radmila




CERAIHLA CAYYBAHA
Y YCIIOMEHH

ITocseheno BYJAHYEBHR JJPATAHY-BAJH,
noruHysnoMm 01. Maja 1995. ronune

IOparu moj BAJO, nako cy Ham [opojulle pacyTe Io
CBeTy, 00jenubyjy Hac 3ajenHuyka cehawa Ha Tede,
HallleT BOJBEHOT DpaTa 0 YeMY HEPETKO Ipu4amo. buo
CY1 MaMHHO Me3MMYe, pafiocT Hac cecrapa U cTapujer
Opara. YcriomMeHe Ha Hallle JETUHBCTBO U 04pacTame Cy
U fasbe xuBe. Ca y)KMBabeM U CETOM HapOUYUTO Iam-
THUM MHPHCE TUTE KPOMITUPYLIE KOjy je Mama IpaBuia
CBOM CHHY Me3MMILy Makap 4 ycpen Hohu. ITaMTum u
KpeMIIUTE KOje CH BOJIEO M CaM Ja IpaBulll, IOCyTe
nmpax mehepoM, 4uju cy ce MUpPHUCH pasjieraiy 1o Yu-
TaBoj Kyhu, urpe KIvkepa y JBOPULITY, TBOje 0Dy3eTo-
CTU MajCTOPCKUM IIOCJI0BHMA, NOTPEDOM fia CTalHO
HELTO [1OITPaBsballl, CKJIanalll ¥ packjanaul, CIIpeTHOT
pykoBama roMWIoM asnaTa. bp3o cu ogpacrao, fparu
dpate u ca camo 21-om rogMHOM OPUHYO CH O CBUMA
HaMa, a HapOUYHUTO CasHaBIIX Ja hel yckopo nocaTuTH
oray. OfHeo cu ca codoM caMO CEHIBUY KOjU CaM TH
Hanpaswia. Hukana ce Buuie Hucu Bpatro. Hapmam ce
Ila Te HUje dosieso ¥ fa HUCK Buo cam.

AyTop: cectpa hykuh JIparana

MEMORIES PRESERVED
IN REMEMBRANCE

Dedicated to VUJANCEVIC DRAGAN-BAJO,
who died on May 1%, 1995

My dear BAJA, even though our families are scattered
around the world, we are united by shared memories
of you, our beloved brother, which we often talk about.
You were mama's favorite, the joy of us sisters and our
older brother. The memories of our childhood and
growing up are still vivid. Fondly and with a pang of
heartache, I remember the smell of potato pie that
mom made for her favorite son, even in the middle of
the night. I also remember the vanilla slices you loved
to make yourself, sprinkled with powdered sugar, their
aroma filling the whole house, the marble games in the
yard, your fascination with repair work, always need-
ing to fix, assemble, and disassemble things, skillfully
handling a heap of tools. You grew up quickly, dear
brother, and at just 21 years old, you took care of all of
us, especially knowing that you would soon become a
father. You left with only a sandwich I made for you.
You never came back. I hope it didn't hurt and that
you weren't alone.

Author: sister Djukic Dragana




KYMOBH

IMocseheno I'PTUR BOTTAHY — BOBAHY,
HecTasioM 23. HoBeMOpa 1991. ropune

[Tpurpnuny cmo y /bydaBy U MOLITOBAY jefjaH Jpyror
Ofl IIPBOT JlaHa Haller IpyroBama, Te MPeko MOMKO-
Bama, KyMoBamwa U Kao bpaha femema Jodpor U Jiouer.
Harue cento Capunosal uyBa 3acaheHe ycromMeHe Ha KO-
cunde, Ha o[UIacke y MPOBOJ M Ha ITPEJIo 3a IITa HUje
Owmito xacHo HU y nosa Hohu. Humra bodany Huje duno
TEIIKo, Kao BO3au Pajiio je 4o Mociefmer aHa, BOIeo
je TossoITpHBpe Ty, @ MallIKHe je cam IOIpaBbao U ofp-
’KaBao. Y IBOPHUILTY je ©Mao YWTaB BO3HH MapK: LIPHOT
Mepueneca ,,0xama”, MOTOp CPEDPHO KYTH, TPAKTOP,
(peprycoH..., a OHO IUTO je HajBpeAHHUjE Y HETOBOM KHU-
BOTY 4yBao je ca IIyHo Jby0aBy 1 010 cpehaH ca cBojoM
MOPOJULIOM.

Aytop: kym Manpuh 'ojko

BEST FRIENDS

Dedicated to GRGIC BOGDAN — BOBAN,
missing since November 23, 1991

We embraced each other in love and respect from the
first day of our friendship, we were young men to-
gether, were each other’s best man and shared good
and bad times like brothers. Our village, Sadilovac,
holds planted memories of mowing, outings, and late-
night gatherings. Nothing was difficult for Boban, he
worked as a driver until the last day, loved agriculture,
and repaired and maintained machines himself.
In his yard, he had an entire fleet: a black Mercedes, a
silver-yellow motorcycle, a tractor, and a Ferguson.
What he valued most in life he guarded with love and
was happy with his family.

Author: best friend Gojko Mandic




ITUJETA

IMocBeheno JOBPUR CHHUIIIHN H ITETPY
— CHHY H CBEKPY — 3ajeJHO IOTHHY/IHM
4. aBrycra 1995. ronpune

Huxapa HHCaM Mepuiia CBOjy U€XHY 3a TODOM HEKMM
BPEMEHCKUM apLUIMHOM, jep JbyDaB MajKe kana Xyau 3a
CBOjUM U€JIOM HUCLIPIU/bYje BpeMEHCKe OKBUPE, CyHUeBe
CUCTEME U CBaKM ODNUK Mpemepasama. [locroje Tpe-
HyLIU KOjU Y ceD1 HOCe YMTaBe eOHe Pa3aBOjeHOCTH, au
y MoM cehamy ¥ y M0joj /bydaBu nipema TedH, CHHE,
HeMa pasfia/biHa, caMmo ce y 3abopaBy OTBapa MOHOP.
HcTuna, npxana cam TBoje PyKe, CHHe, KpaTKo, allu y
MaMHHOM CH CpLy 3ayBeK.

Hukan ce HucMo 1 HUKan ce Hehemo pacrartu. Jep, ce-
hame Ha Tede je cyBulIe KUBO Y MeHU U onseh mpe-
crnatko, cnahe og Mena. Tu v fasbe UMalt Moh Iia Ha Moje
MIPENYKJIIO CPLie CTABULI MEJIEM U CBOjY MajKy pEaHHMH-
pau. Tu cu moja Hajseha don, anu ¥ Moj ek, Ty cu cat-
koha, TH cu Men. Y ;pydaBH Koja ce ca TOBOM ponuiia
JIobusa caM CHary 1ia IpeMOCTHUM CTpaxoBe 3a Koje pa-
HUje HHCaM 3Hajla [ja MoCToje, MpOoHAIa CHary Kojy
LIPITUM U3 TBOje HEBUHOCTH ¥ MOpaJjla Cam MOCTaTH jaua
on CMPTH Ioa ou ™™ Y MEHH XUBEO.

A T cu ce, muenule, caM, de3 CBoje KOLIHHUIIe, BUHYO
YT CyHIIa. TH CH 38HUT Y CyMpaKy HallleM, a TBoja MJla-
IOCT HaM je Mofapuia CHOBe. 3aMHUIIbaM [ja Tamo
Herze, ca CBOjUM BOJBEHUM JIEKOM, Y MYIPOCTH KOjy CH
IIpepaHo MOYeo J1a CI03Hajell, FPafylll CaBpLIeHo mpe-
1[u3He xekcaroHe henuje caha kojuma ycresal fa ca-
cTaBUIIl HeDO W 3emsby, Tako Jja u3mehy Hac Hema
IIpasHor ITPOCTOpa U FOTOBO Jla MOTY MIOHOBO Jia Te J0-
TaKHEM.

AyTop: Majka u cHaxa Jodpruh Hesenka

PIETA

Dedicated to DOBRIC SINISA AND PETAR
—son and father-in-law — who got
killed together on 4 August 1995

I never measured my longing for you by some time-
like measure, because mother’s love when she yearns
for her child exhausts the frames of time, the solar
systems and any other form of measurement. There
are moments carrying in them the entire eons of
separation, but in my memory and in my love for you,
my son, there are no distances, only an abyss is created
in oblivion. True, I held your arms, my son, for short,
but you are in your mom'’s heart forever. We never
have and we never will part. Memory of you is too alive
inside me and too sweet, sweeter than honey. You still
have the power to heal my broken heart and reanimate
your mother. You are my greatest pain, but also my
cure, you are sweetness, you are honey.

With love that was born with you I gained strength to
overcome fears I never knew existed, I gained strength
from your innocence and I had to become stronger
than death so you can live inside me. And you, my little
bee, together with you grandpa, but without the hive,
flew towards the sun. You are the zenith in our twil-
ight, and your youth has gifted us dreams. I imagine
how somewhere there, with your beloved grandpa, in
wisdom that you early began to know, build perfectly
precise honeycomb hexagons with which you success-
fully bring together heaven and earth so that no empty
space exists between us and I can almost touch you
again.

Author: mother and daughter-in-law Dobric Nevenka




HA ITPA3HHK,
BE/TUKY I'OCITOJUHY

IMoceeheno OYJIUR JATOOH, pol). KYKHUH,
Hectanoj 10. nenemdpa 1991. ronune

Tpedano du ma nmocroju , Tpakrar o He3ycioBHO]j Jby-
OaBu” Kkoju 3a y30p uma TBOje ymehe s1a Hac cBe
OKyIIMLI, YTOCTHUIL, Npupehyjeml panocHe TpeHyTKe,
yrahaut, yuuin cBemy, HecedbuuHo Bonuil. Hukania Hehy
3adopaBUTH Kako CMO Kao NWinhu, Hac IEeCT TBOjUX
YHyuulla, BECEJIO TpUKapasle U y CTOIy Te [TpaThiie He-
CTpIybMBO HIiryexyjyhu cnacHy dynnesapy. U caga mory
Jla 0OCeTUM MUPHUC Xxyieda KOju cH TeKla Y JBOPUILHO]
nehu Ha JIMCTy cBexer Kymyca. Bopuna cu Hac, daxo, y
LIJBUBUK Ja KyIIMMO LIJBUBE, [T0Ka3ajia HaM KaKo U3Iyie-
Jajy MyLIMyJIe, jep HUCMO 3HaJIM HU IITA Cy, HU KaKO
ce jemy, a onyiasak y OUBJbe jaroe, duia je mocedbHa u
cnaTka aBaHtypa. ObokaBanu cmo TBOjy kyhy nopami-
YaHy JPBEHHUM II0O/IOM HCIIOJ, KOra Ce Hajlasuo, 3a Hac
Jely, MACTEPUO3HHU NOIPYM Y KOME CH YyBasla CHjaceT
VMHTEpEeCaHTHUX CTBapH. KpeseTu cy Ounu fpBeHH, ca
MepHaTHUM Ty’hama (jopraHuMa) Koje Cu cama IpaBuiIa
OJ TyIIvMjer nepja Kojuma, kajja ce moKkpujell, ImpocTo
YTOHEI y O/Ia)KEeHU CaH ¥ He MpJiall ce 10 jyrpa. MHoro
MH HeJ0CTaje TOIUIMHA IUIETEHHX Yapala, pyKaBHLa U
[IpCTyKa, CBE TBOjUX PyKy feno. Bem cu pyyHo npana
CaNyHOM KOjU CH cama MpaBuia U CBe je dUI0 Tako
YPEenHO, YACTO, MEKO U Ha cBoMe mecTy. [Tocedan naH
3a cBe Hac duo je mpasHuk Benuka ['ocrojuHa kana je u
cnaBa cena, 28. aBrycT. OBaj MpasHUK je yCIIOMeHa Ha
Tede kajia CM Hac JoYeKkHBasla BeJIMKOT Cplia ¥ pauvpe-

HUX PYKY.

Aytop: yHyka Pajkosuh Bpanka pot). bawaHnan

ON THE DORMITION OF THE MOTHER
OF GOD (Serbian — Velika Gospojina)

Dedicated to DULIC JAGODA, born KUKIC,
missing since December 10%, 1991

There should be a ,Treatise on Unconditional Love”
inspired by your ability to gather us all, host us, create
joyful moments, indulge us, teach us everything, and
love selflessly. I will never forget how we, your six
granddaughters, happily followed you, eagerly await-
ing your delicious pumpkin pie. I still remember the
smell of the bread you baked in the yard oven on a
fresh cabbage leaf. You took us to pick plums, showed
us medlars for the first time, and led us on sweet ad-
ventures picking wild strawberries. We loved your
wooden-floored house with the mysterious cellar full
of interesting things. Your wooden beds with feather
quilts made by your hands were pure bliss —you could
just nestle in the soft warmth and not move until
morning. I miss the warmth of your knitted socks,
gloves, and vests, all your handiwork. You washed
clothes by hand with soap you made yourself, every-
thing was neat, clean, soft, and in its place. A special
day for all of us was the Dormition of the Mother of
God, also the village's patron saint day on August 28th.
This holiday is a memory of you, welcoming us with an
open heart and wide arms.

Author: granddaughter Rajkovic Branka, born Banjanac




BHJIA CH MOJA CHATA, CBETJIOCT,
3BE3JIA BOOHUJ/BA

ITocseheno HYKHUR JAPH,
Hectanoj 02. maja 1995. roguHe

Busno 61 mu maxire kaja OUX 3HA0 UCTHHY O TBOM He-
CTaHKY, KOJIUKO TOJ [ia je cypoBa. He mory na 3aMucium
Ila je HEKO MOrao Jia TU HayZAH, He camo 3aTO IITO CH
MOja Majka, kpxke rpahe 1 biaxeHor nuka, Beh yonure,
Ila Hay[l¥ JKeHH Koja je ocTana cama kop kyhe. He 3Hate
BHU MOjy [lapy, CHa)XHY ¥ TBPJIOIJIaBO YIIOPHY. [Tpesku-
Besa je oHa pa3He Hepmahe. Yak joj HU ynap Bo3a HUje
morao HuTa. ITpodynuia ce U3 kome nutameM , e je
MO0j CHH", OTIOpaBUJIa C€ W ITOHOBO MPOXO0Jaa.

2KuBenu cmo jefHo 3a Ipyro, Musa Moja Majko. brna cu
MOja CcHara, CBeTJIOCT, Moja 3Be3/ia Boguba. Mmanu cMo
HesaDopaBHe TpeHyTKe. Bynuna cu me Mupucom Kage
KOjy cMO 0DOxaBasiy, BOJIEJIM CMO 0D0je Halle pas3ro-
BOpE, ane. Y3 kady, yBek CH ajauia LUTrapeTy Kojy cu
camo myhkara, a ja cam y>kKMBao y CBeMy ILTO je Be3aHO
3a tede. [Ipe cBera y TBOM [pyIUTBY, TBOjOj XpaHH, KOjy
CH MU pajo cupemana, Hajdbo/sum ,MacHunama’ —
LITpyIjamMa ca MakoM M opacuma. MHC/IHO cam Jia Hac
BHIILIEe HULITA HEe MOXKE Pa3/IBOjUTH. buia cu omubeHa y
HallIEM Kpajy, 3a CBaKora CH MMasla JIENy Ped, yBEK CH
duia cipeMHa Jja TIOMOTHEIl, Jja ce JOTOBOPHIL, a OHO
wto odehaut, To je 610 3aKk0H, a 00pa3 CBETHA.

Aytop: cuH Bykuh Bnagumup

YOU WERE MY STRENGHT, MY LIGHT,
MY GUIDING STAR

Dedicated to DJUKIC DARA,
missing since May 2", 1995

It would be easier if I knew the truth about your dis-
appearance, no matter how harsh. I can't imagine
someone harming you, not just because you are my
mother, fragile and serene, but because I can’t imagine
anyone harming an unprotected woman, alone at her
home. You don’t know my Dara, she was strong and
persistently stubborn. She even survived a train hitting
her. She woke from a coma asking, ,Where is my son?”
and recovered.

We lived for each other, my dear mother. You were my
strength, my light, my guiding star. We had unforget-
table moments together. You would wake me with the
smell of coffee we both loved, and we enjoyed our con-
versations and jokes. You always lit a cigarette while
having coffee, which you just puffed, and I enjoyed
everything about you, especially your company and
the food you gladly prepared for me, like the best
»masnice” — strudels with poppy seeds and walnuts.
I thought nothing could separate us. You were beloved
in our neighborhood, always had a kind word for
everyone, ready to help, to talk things trough, and your
promises were law, your honor sacred.

Author: son Djukic Vladimir




JbYBUM TE IIECMAMA

ITocBeheno KOJUK KOCTH
HecTasioM 1. maja 1995. ronune

Jlenora je y jeJHOCTaBHOCTH, & Y je[JHOCTaBHOCTH je
nenota. Hamra xyhuua, Tpem, noueTak faHa, jyrapma
Kadulla, yaluila pasrosopa. [1odpo, na gogam Ty u
jenHe BpTOI/IaBe OpKe, MapMEPCKH OCMEX U Dalll OBaKaB
norsies]. Hura Bulile Ha CTMLIM HYje Tako 00MYHO, 0BO
je ungua, oBO je BpXyHall Halle jbyDaBH, OBO je Halle
371aTHO jyTpO.

[Tpenycruna cam ce jbyDaBH, a OHa ME je paHWia, pa-
3amesna, oxnecana. [lonpumuna cam 0dIuK MpasHe CTo-
JIMLe KOja YeKa Jla Ce BpaTHILL Ha Halll jyTapkby PUTYa,
CTO/INIEe I(Oje CH TaKO BEIITO ITPaBHO. A)'[I/I, HaKO CaM
CTI03HasIa OOJ IpeBeuKe HEKHOCTH, HaKo Me je Dda
OBO WIWIWYHO NMOWMame JbyDaBU PAaHUIIO KAao CpPHY,
KpBapHUM Jpare BOJbE ¥ PafOCHO jep caM ca TODOM CIo-
3Hasia jby0aB, jep je Bpeneso Tebe yrno3HaTH U ca TOGoM
JKUBOT CTBOPUTH. A KaJia ce yrpejeTe Ha OTrkby JbydaBy,
OBaKBa jyTpa MOCTajy Tpar y 0eCKOHAYHOCTH.

U Taxo, Moja jyTpa ¥ JaHac oYMy ca TODOM, KyBam
kadwully 3a IBoje, pernpruyaBaM TH CBOje CHOBE, HEXKHO
TH ynyhyjem jbydaBHe peud. TokoMm faHa JIeTUM Ha
KpUIMMa TBOje /byDaBH, a OHIJA YCHUM Ca MOTTUTBOM 3a
Tede U CJTaB/beHUYKOM IIeCMOM Ha yCHaMa. Ma Koimuko
Bornero, ce dux onet ca Todom ucrovyerka! [Tpomenuna
Oux, eTo, camMo TO J1a CH iy’Ke ca HaMa ¥ (PU3HUUKH TIPH-

CyTaH.

Aytop: cynpyra Kojuh Oymanka

I KISS YOU WITH MY SONGS

Dedicated to KOJIC KOSTA,
who went missing on 1 May 1995

Beauty is in simplicity, and in simplicity there is
beauty. Our little house, porch, beginning of the day,
morning coffee, conversation. Ok, I should add here a
pair of moustache, charmer’s smile and the look just
like this. Nothing on this picture is that ordinary
anymore, this is idyll, this is the peak of our love, this
is our golden morning.

I let myself to love, and it hurt me, it crucified me, it
carved me into stone. I became an empty chair which
is waiting for your return to our morning ritual. Chairs,
which you so skilfully made. But although I learned
pain of too much tenderness, and although my idyllic
idea of love hurt me like a doe, I bleed gladly and
joyously because I learned love with you, because it
was worth meeting you and living life with you. And
once you get warm from the heat of love, such morn-
ings become a trail in an eternity.

And so, my mornings still today begin with you, I
prepare coffee for two, I tell you about my dreams,
I gently tell you that I love you. In the course of the
day I fly on the wings of your love and then I fall to
sleep with a prayer for you and a celebratory song on
my lips. As much as it hurts,  would do it all over again
with you! The only thing I would change is to have you
with us longer and physically present.

Author: wife Kojic Dusanka




POMAHTHYAH IUIEC

INoceeheno KPEKHUR YPOIIIY,
HectanoM 05. aBrycra 1995. ronuse

buro cu Moj KUBOTHH OC/I0HAL, MOje cBe. TBOjy Oypmy
U JIaH IaHacC J0’KMB/baBaM IOIYT YapoOHOT 3payersa fiy-
ruHux 0oja, a cehame Ha ,lIpBeny JIyky” y benkosuy
LJapCTBOM OIOjHOT Tepernepeha HallUX JbyDaBHUX IO-
Ilefa y3 poManTHua 1ec. Ko tede je ce duno kpu-
CTaJTHO jaCHO: JIETH je Hefiesba O1ila HeMPUKOCHOBEH IlaH
3a urpame DasoTa, a 3MMH 3a OfJIa3aK y JIOB. JeHO-
CTaBHO, 3HaO CH Ja NMOJAPHUII CBOjy MCKpeHy JbydaB
IIPBEHCTBEHO MEHHU U HALIOj JELH, POAOUHY, Npujarte-
JpUMa. Mopam TH MpHU3HATH Aa CaM Ce TOTIyHO M3Iy-
Owia ¥ HMCam yMena fia ce cHaheM Kkaja CH HecTao.
[Tutana cam ce xkako hy marme fa »xuBum de3 Tebe. Caga,
y3 NoMoh Y NMOAPLIKY Hallle YeTBOPO YHy4YanH U JIenX
MHCTIH 0 Tedu ycnesam....... HEKAKO.

Ayrop: cynpyra Kpekuh Pycmuna — Pyxa

A ROMANTIC DANCE

Dedicated to KREKIC UROS,
missing since August 5%, 1995

You were my pillar in life, my everything. I still see your
wedding ring as a magical glow of rainbow colors, and
the memory of ,Crvena Luka” in Benkovac as the king-
dom of our love-struck glances during a romantic
dance. With you, everything was crystal clear: Sundays
in the summer were always set aside for playing bocce,
and winters for going hunting. You knew how to give
your sincere love first of all to me and our children, rel-
atives, and friends. I must admit that I was completely
lost and didn't know how to cope when you dis-
appeared. I wondered how I would live without you.
Now, with the help and support of our four grandchil-
dren and beautiful thoughts of you, I somehow man-
age.

Author: wife Ruza Krekic




HECTAJIA IIOPOJHIIA

ITocseheno ITOPOJHUIIH HOBKOBHH,
norunynoj 07. asrycra 1995. ropune

JTvBaH je HWO HAIl MOPOOUYHH KOPAYHAIUKH KHUBOT Y
ceny lymak ropef peke I'miune. ATMocdepa kao ca pas-
[lefHuLe. Y3 OMIITH KaMop M ca YXKMBabeM ToMa-
»kyhu 6adu, nenu U yjaky, 0daB/baMo MOBOTIPHUBPEHE
panoBe, HAMHUPYjeMO KpaBe, CBHHe, KOome. CBU JUIEMO
Kao jeJHO y3 XyK peudulie ydja cHara okpehe Toyak
Hallle BOIEHHUIIE, BOLEHHULIE KOja Hac je otxpaHuna. Ce-
0CKa Ufiusa Koje BUlle HeMa. Hema Bullle HU y)KMBamba
Y 3ajeJHUYKOj BOXKIHU yjakoBom ,Jlagom”. Ocrana je
CaMo Tpa3Ha CIMKa pasryeqHulle ca Koje HeocTajy ue-
TBOPO MOjUX HajMUIUjuX: Dada, fema, yjak, yjHa U bH-
XO0BO jour HepoheHo pete. CB1 MU HepocTajy. Octano je
caMo Jia ux ce cehamo moja cectpa MusneHa | ja.

Aytop: yHyk BjenuByx Musnom

A MISSING FAMILY

Dedicated to the NOVKOVIC FAMILY,
killed on August 7, 1995

Our family life in Kordun, in the village of Dunjak by
the Glina River, was wonderful. The atmosphere was
like something out of a postcard. Amid the general
chatter and with great pleasure, we would help our
grandmother, grandfather, and uncle with the farm
work, and with feeding the cows, pigs, and horses. We
all breathed as one with the sound of the stream,
whose power turned the wheel of our mill, the mill that
sustained us. A perfect countryside picture that no
longer exists. There is no more enjoyment in the
shared rides in my uncle’s Lada. What remains is an
empty image of a postcard missing four of my dearest
ones: grandmother, grandfather, uncle, aunt, and their
unborn child. I miss them all. All that remains is for
my sister Milena and me to remember them.

Author: grandson Milos Bjelivuk




hHPA

IMocBeheno CAMAPIIMJA TAHUIIU U
TEOIJOPY Hectanum 7. aBrycra 1995. rogune

HewussecHOCT Tponasy Kpo3 MEHE U TYTHH Kao BO3 KOjU
CMO I103[paB/ba/Id CBH 3ajeqHO. MeKkaHH yKyC Kojada
MOje MajKke, KOju MUPHILY Ha Jby0aB U 6e30prKHOCT, He
I0O3BO/bABa Ja Ce€ Moja Hapja 3arinaBu. Kao Hora Ha
[Ipy3H, NPY3H KOjy HHMKaj HHCaM Ipeuia. Joul yBek
CTOjUM Ty IZie CaM IIOMelllaia YKyC Kojlaya, Tparama U
OopOe. Bo3 Bo3K ¥ yBeKk ITPOJIa3y KpPo3 U MOPES, MEHE.
[To3ppaB/paM CBE MyTHUKE BUOpEhU TaTUHOM KaloM
JKEeJIe3HAYapa Kao 3aCTaBOM U 00jaBjbyjeM NPUMHp]eE
Mehy nomelaHUM YKyCHMa U Y MEHH JIETHbE TITIaMTH
JKUBOT Kao Oram KOju Tpaje.

Jour yBek cTojuM Ha Mecty rae hy crajaTy. Jow yBek y
cedu Heryjem Hany. [1a OHZIa OTET KPO3 MEHE IPOTYTHE
cTpax u Hemup. Kaja umare poguTerse KakBe caM ja
MMaJla, OHJJa BaM jelMHa »Kkerba Dyze a UX Masure, na-
3UTe, Ia UM yrahare 0K cTape, 4 ja UM y3Bpahate CBY
7y0aB 1 HEKHOCT Koje CcTe JoOWIH, a ja cam UX foduia
MHOro. Hukaxko HHCaM kesnena ia MU Ce JOTOU OHO
LITO MU Ce JOTOJUJIO, ia DyemM CypoBO CIpevyeHa y Toj
HaMEepH a UX pasMasuM, [Ja UM y[IOBO/baBaM, fa UX
nasuM. Huko He 3acimyxyje Takas Kpaj. [llassem nopyky
W3 CBOT CpLIa, HICKOHCKOM JOOPOTOM W CHarom fevwje
7ydaBy, CBUpaM Ha CBe Tpyde — fa ce HUKaga HUKOMe
OBaKO HEWTo He forogu! A oHZIa Me CaMo jeHa MUCA0
YMUDH — HEBUHUM JKpPTBaMa ITpUIIajia BEYHU MUP.

Aytop: hepka bogupora Hazga

CIRA

Dedicated to SAMARDZIJA DANICA
AND TEODOR, who went missing
on August 7, 1995

Uncertainty pervades me and rumbles like the train
that we were greeting together. The soft taste of my
mother’s cakes that smell of love and absence of worry
doesn't allow my hope to get trapped. Like a leg on the
railway, railway that I never crossed. I still stand there
where I mixed the taste of the cakes, the search and
the struggle. The train passes and it always passes
through and by me. I greet all the passengers by wav-
ing dad’s railway man’s cap like a flag and announce a
ceasefire among the mixed tastes while life glows child-
like inside me like a lasting fire.

I am still standing at the spot where I will be standing.
I still nurture hope inside me. And then again fear and
restlessness rumble through me. When you have par-
ents like mine were, then your only desire is to cuddle
them, take care of them, do things for them as they
grow older, give all your love and tenderness in return,
and I got plenty of both. I never wanted to happen
what happened to me, to be brutally prevented in my
intent to spoil them, to satisfy them, to care for them.
Nobody deserves such an end. I am sending a message
from my heart, with primal goodness and with strength
of a child’s love, I am trumpeting from all trumpets —
let something like this never happen to anyone! And
then one thought alone soothes me — to innocent
victims eternal peace belongs.

Author: daughter Bodiroga Nada




KOJIEKOHHOHAP

IMocseheno CTOJUR JPATOMHUPY,
HecTtaioM 20. oktodpa 1991. ropune

On ManeHa cam Te ocMaTpania ¥ yBubhana Kako CBUM
CBOjuM Orhem UmycTpyjel 3a/byd/beHUKa y CTPUTIOBE,
ca UCKpeHOM cTpairhy ¥ oMaso NeTHHE MOMyHaBalll
KONeKuujy o ,3aropy”. ['memana cam kako ce y Tedbu
Ppa3BHjajy pasnuuUTa HHTEpecoBama U 1norpede koju-
Ma ce omyieMemyje U HoraTd y packolld TBoja Aylia.
A TBOja je myua Ouia HUpOKa, IVIEMEHUTA, CJIaBOHCKA.
Mucnuna cam myro ma Hehelr 0fo/IeTH MPUBJIAYHOCTH
IyBaHa U Ja heur nmocraTy cTpacTBeHU Myliay, C 003U-
POM Ha TO [ia je TBOja KoJIieKIHWja KyTHja HajpasHo-
BPCHUjUX LMrapeta Hapacia 0 KpUTHUHE IpaHHUIle
CMEILTajHUX KanaluTeTa.

Aytop: cectpa bynpano Kata u dpat Ctojuh Munan

THE COLLECTOR

Dedicated to DRAGOMIR STOJIC,
missing since October 20™, 1991

I watched you from a young age, over the years realiz-
ing that you embodied a true comic book enthusiast,
filling your ,,Zagor” collection with sincere passion and
a bit of childlike wonder. I watched as different inter-
ests and needs developed within you, enriching and
growing the abundance of your soul. And your soul
was vast, noble, Slavonian. For a long time, I thought
you wouldn't be able to resist the allure of tobacco and
that you would become a passionate smoker, given that
your collection of cigarette boxes had grown to the
critical limit of storage capacity.

Author: sister Bundalo Kata and brother Stojic Milan




3A CBE CTBOPEHA

IMocseheno TYPANIHR MAPHUJHU — MAPHUIIY,
pobenoj KYKABHUIIA,
Hectanoj 05. aBrycra 1995. rogune

TakBy daky kakBa CH TH HUKO CEM MeHe HHje UMao.
Haxo je y To BpeMe nMe Mapuja Oro Haj3acTyubeHuje
y HaweM baHujckom kpajy, unax cu dusa jefuHCTBEHA
meh)’ cBuM Mapujama, ocedHa U NPENo3HaT/bhBa Kao
Mapuna.

CBH Cy IIpenpryaBaay TBOj MOABUT, TAKO CUTHE XKEHE,
0[] MJTaJOCTH 00y4YeHe y UPHO, KOja je ycresna Ja MHOTO
IIpe CBUX OCTaJUX HampaBu IpBeHy OaHUjcky Kkyhy
COjeHUYKOT THUIA Cca KaMeHHUM cTyboBHMa, kyhy be3s
eKcepa ca TPU ITPOCTOPHje Iie CMO CBY 3ajeJHO XKUBEJIH,
y paBHULIM Y3 peky CaBy of] KOje je IeJIM0 CamO HaCuI.

OnyBex cam B1o oHOCaH Ha Tebe mienajyhu kako map-
JBUBO U C TyHO JbyDaBX pafull Mo DaIlTH Koja je BUlle
CTMYHIIA U3710KOEHOM ITPOCTOPY ca HeCrpekopHO HCIp-
TaHWM PeIoBHMa U UCIIHKAaHUM JiejaMa HajpasinuIuTh-
jer noepha. Hajnemnu ekcrioHaTH Ha TOj U3/10x0u dune
Cy 3eJieHe cajare Koje cy camo Kojj Tede y u300umy yc-
neBasie TOKOM YHTaBe TOHHE.

A [1a BaM Ka)KeM jOII HelTo O MOjoj daku Mapuuu: y
xyhu je uckpeupana nocedHy npudy of JIENOTe U Ipe-
LIM3HOCTH, Takopehu, opXKasa je ce KOHIle Y CBOjUM py-
KaMa, a mocedHo Kaja cegHe 3a HaTpy (pasdoj) ma on
0e30p0oj HUTH KOHOIJbE TKA HajIenIa IiaTHa.

He Opunu bako, M3aTkaHa Cy Ha CBUM JKUBOTHHM I10-
JbMMa U y HajnenmumM Oojama cehamwa Ha Tede kao
MajKy, daxy, mpabaky 1 4yKyHOaKy.

Aytop: yHyk Typajnuh Huxona

MADE FOR ANYTHING

Dedicated to MARIJA — MARICA TURAJLIC,
born KUKAVICA,
missing since August 5%, 1995

No one had a grandmother like you. Although the
name Marija was the most common in our Banija re-
gion at that time, you were unique among all the Ma-
rijas, special and recognizable as Marica.

Everyone talked about your accomplishment, being
such a petite woman, in mourning clothes since your
youth, who managed to build a wooden Banija-style
stilt house with stone pillars long before anyone else.
This was a house without nails, with three rooms
where we all lived together, on the plain by the Sava
River, separated from it only by a levee.

I was always proud of you, watching how diligently and
lovingly you worked in the garden, which resembled
more of an exhibition space with impeccably drawn
rows and beautifully arranged beds of various vege-
tables. The most beautiful exhibits in that garden were
the green lettuces, which only you managed to grow in
abundance throughout the year.

And let me tell you something else about my grand-
mother Marica: in the house, she created a special
story of beauty and precision, so to speak, she held all
the strings in her hands, especially when she would sit
at the loom to weave the most beautiful fabrics from
countless hemp threads.

Don't worry, Grandma, the memories of you as a
mother, grandmother, great-grandmother, and great-
great-grandmother are woven into all aspects of life in
the most beautiful colors.

Author: grandson Nikola Turajlic




JoJup

ITocseheno 6pahu XHHUER, I'OJKY HecTanom
16. oktodpa 1991. rongune u BOIJAHY
MOTHHYJIOM 5. aBrycra 1995. rogune

[TpucyTHa caM H ja Ha OBOj KOMTIO3ULIUjH, UAKO BaM ce
Ha TIpBH TOTJIe]] YMHU Ja Hucam. Cynpyra U cHaxa,
YyyBaM yCIIOMEHe, opaBaM MOPOAUIly, yCMepaBaM
IelLly Ha IIpaBy MyT, He IOMyIUTaM HUTHMaA Jia Ce pa-
CKHHY. Y MOjUM MHCIMMa Cy U Jla/be PyKe 3rpueHe y
dorty, Haou U Bamajy 3a JOOUPOM BOJBEHUX CMHOBA. Pyke
MOje IOKOjHe CBEKpBe, Majke bormana v ['ojka, uesHymne
Cy [la joll jeTHOM JOTaKHY CHa)KHE U TOIUIE JIaHOBe
cBOje nerie. Moskzia Hekap...Herze...omerT.

Ty, usmelyy renepanuja, usmehy ysnora, Majka, cyrnpyra
U CHaxa, yBEK y CEHIIH, a/Ti CHXXHO U CTAMEHO Kao CBe-
THUOHUK, TPYAUM ce Ja obacjaM CBe OHE KOje BOJIUM.
CMHULITBAM HAUHH JIa TIPEMOCTHM BPT/IOT HEM3BECHOCTH,
YyeKawa 1 DOJTHOT CTPaamba BOJbEHUX.

Ha TpeHyTak 3aKMypHUM, jefiaH...1Ba...TPH... CJIUKA T10-
POIUMYHE UAIHIIE je Tpes OuMMa, IBa dpara y moseTy, 3a-
HOCY, MyHH ’KUBOTA, BECEJNIO jype 3a JIONTOM, Jela ce
pasznparaHo Urpajy, a ja, laka MoryT NTHIIe TPOMaTpam
u oceham cMHcao XXUBOTA. U €TO, CaMO Y TOM TPEHYTKY
MOXKeTe YXBAaTWUTH OJIaTH, 3aTOHETHH OCMEX Ha MOM

JIHLTY.

AyTop: cynpyra 1 cHaxa XuHrnh BpaHka

TOUCH

Dedicated to the brothers HINIC, GOJKO,
who went missing in October 1991,
and BOGDAN, who got killed in August 1991

I am also present in this composition, although at the
first glance you might think I am not. Wife and daugh-
ter-in-law, I safeguard memories, maintain the family,
guide the children to the right path, I don't let the
threads to fall apart. In my thoughts the hands are still
shrivelled in pain, hope and cry for a touch by beloved
sons. Hands of my late mother-in-law, the mother of
Bogdan and Gojko, longed to once more touch the
strong and warm palms of her children. Perhaps
once.... somewhere.... again.

There, between generations, between roles, mother,
wife, daughter-in-law, always in the shadows, but
firmly and stoically like a light-house, I try to shed light
on all those I love. I think of ways to overcome the
whirlpool of uncertainty, waiting and painful perishing
of the loved ones.

For a moment I close my eyes, one.... two.... three...
picture of a family idyll appears before me, two
brothers with zest, passion, full of life, happily running
after a ball, children joyfully playing, and I, light like a
bird, I watch them and sense the meaning of life. And
there it is, in that moment alone can you glimpse a
mild, enigmatic smile on my face.

Author: wife and daughter-in-law Hinic Branka




KAIJA ABI'YCT HE BH ITOCTOJAO

IMoceeheno CJIABYJb BYPHU
HecTasioM 21. aBrycra 1998. rogune

[Topacnu 13 UcTor KOpeHa, Kpo3 XKUBOTE HaM je TeKIa
MJIQ[IOCT, 1Ie0 CBET HaM je dmo moxj Horama. Hac nBa
dpara, Ba myTa, JBa ,XaBepa JbyTa”. Y CBOjOj jauMHU U
Mohu mpes; Hama ce 0TBapao ’KUBOT, yIa3WIH CMO Y
mydepTeT, a TM CM MEHU OUO jeIuHHU y3op. Majctop
KOHBEP3allMjCKor KaHpa, Guno3od y Ayuu, cpla npu-
POOHO HAIITHMMOBAHOT Ha JbyDaB, IPELU3HO CH XBATA0
cBe (ppexBeHLMje JIeTIOoTe U 3Hama. [11uBao cu mmekep-
CKH Ha TOM TaJiaCy XHUBOTaA.

IlaBHO ToO Helue, y 3eMJbH KOja He NTOCTOjU BULIE, paT je
MOPYLIHO CBE OHO IUTO je MOj HpaT Morao a CTBOPH.
KopauaM HecTabWIHO ofKal CU HECTao, OCUpPOMALIeH
32 CBE OHO IITO CMO MOIJIM IIPOXKMBETH 3ajefHo, a
TPajHO U HernoBpaTHO oboraheH nenoTom TBora fyxa.

YyjeM TBOj IJ1ac Ha CBAKOj paiio CTaHHUIIM, Y CBAKO] Te-
CMH K0joj je JbyDaB oJpeqHHLa, CETHOM 3BYKY TMTape...
Uyjem cBaKOIZHEBHO TBOje M3rOBOPEHE peyr y HalleM
nocienmeM TenedoHCKOM pasroBopy Ha [Ipeodpa-
xemwe: ,Hemoj na dpuner, dpare!”

Bupum Te cByza, y CBaKOj IPOYUTAHO] KIbU3H, Y Opagu
CBOTra CHHA, OCBUTY Ca3Hamba, BUIHUM T€ y CBEMY IUTO JO-
71a3y, dpare Moj.

Aytop: bpar Cnasyss [1epo

IF AUGUST DID NOT EXIST

Dedicated to SLAVULJ DJURO,
who went missing on 21 August 1998

Grown from the same roots, youth ran through our
lives, the whole world was under our feet. We, the two
brothers, two paths, two ,feisty comrades”. In all its
power and strength life was opening itself before us,
we were entering adolescence, and you were my single
role model. A master of conversation, a philosopher in
soul, with a heart naturally tuned for love, you pre-
cisely caught all frequencies of beauty and knowledge.
You swam the wave of life in a grand style.

It was long ago, in a country that is no more, the war
ripped everything my brother could create. I walk
wobbly since you disappeared, made poorer of all those
things we could do together, but permanently enriched
by beauty of your spirit.

I hear your voice on every radio frequency, in every
song that sings of love, in a sad sound of a guitar....
I hear every day the last words you said during our
telephone conversation on the Transformation Day:
,pDon't worry, brother!”

I see you everywhere, in every book I read, in my son’s
beard, in the dawn of the day, I see you in everything
coming my way, my brother.

Author: brother Slavulj Pero




YEKAJ ME JARY CUTYPHO IOhH

IToceeheno UBAHY MAJCTOPOBURY,
yuenuky III paspena rumHasHje

~ABo Jlomna Pubap”,

HecTasioM 19. aBrycra 1999. rogune

Pasrnor 30or kora u faske JUIIEM je a KpPO3 CBOj Oax
Tedu KUBOT yIaxXHEM CBaKora JjaHa. [loHekan mu ce
YMHU []a HEMaM JJOBOJBHO Ba3fiyXa, 7la TOHEM, Jla HecTa-
jem, anu oHfia yIienam TBOj JIENH, BOJbEHH JIUK Npej
oyMMa ¥ Op30 WCIIMBaM Ha MOBPIIKHY. MajunHa
7bybaB CTBApPHO He NO3Haje rpaHulie, UCLIp/byje UHTe-
JIEKTyaTHO IOMMake )KUBOTA, CMUCTIA, PEATHOCTH U J1a-
Jexo ra mpesaswiasu. Hukama HMcaM Morna fia 3a-
MHCIIMM JIa je Moryhe ia Moje cplie Moke KylaTtHu 0e3
TBOT, /1 KPO3 CBOjy JbybaB npema TedH crHe, OTKpUIIa
cam y cedu Hecariefuse fyOHUHE, OTPOMHA NTPOCTPaH-
CTBa a TH ITpeACTaBsballl eNMLieHTap Moje Ayiue. U 3ato
IUIMBaM, IUIMBaM TBOjUM CTWJIOM, He faMm Jia TajlacH
JKUBOTa OJHECY MOje HajoparoueHyje. Moje ouu rie-
Jajy camo fa 01 y BMMa TBOj KMBOT MOTao Jia Ce OIVIena,
TBOj OCMEX, IIapM, JIETIOTa, EHEPTHja, JbyDaB IpeMa »Ku-
BOTY U JbyJUMa.

Morkpa Hehe cBU pa3symeTH, aly Majka 3Ha Kakas je TO
KOIIEpHUKAHCKU 00pT 1o Kazja CU OfljefHOM 3aBOJIeO0
Ia jemew macyss. UyBam CBaKy TBOjY TajHY, BOJIUM TH-
Tapy, BonuM BpamwaHKy, BomuM dpaoH cradoprna, u
Jlajbe yCIieBaM Ja ce pafgyjeM jep ce cBaka pajocT 3a
MEHE UMEHOM TBOjUM 30B€.

Oceham, cuHe, 1a CU BEIUTO MIUBajyhu CUTypHO UCII-
JIMBAO, U3POHHMO, U 3HaM [la TBOje BUIIKACTe IIajie cajia
MTpaBe jolI IJIaCHUjU OffjeK Y UNTaBOM YHHUBEP3yMY, a
Taj, MOj OMUJbEHH 3BYK, JUPEKTHO JIOTTHPE 10 MOT CpLia
U [Jaje My TaKT U OTKYLaj.

Aytop: Majka Jlparana Majcroposuh

WAIT FOR ME, I'LL BE SURE TO COME

Dedicated to IVAN MAJSTOROVIC,
a third-year student of the Ivo Lola Ribar
Gymnasium, missing since 19 August 1999

The reason I'm still breathing is to everyday use my
breath to breathe life into you. Sometimes it seems
that there is not enough air, that I'm sinking, fading
away... but then I see your beloved visage before my
eyes, and, in an instant, I am back to the surface.

A mother's love truly knows no bounds. It surpasses a
rational understanding of life, its purpose and reality.
I never thought that my heart could beat without
yours, but through my love for you, my son, I was able
to find endless vastness and depth in my own soul —
the soul of which you are the epicentre. And so I swim,
like you used to do. I will not allow the waves of my life
to carry away that which is most precious to me.
My eyes see, only so that your life can be reflected in
them. Your life, your smile, your charm, your beaty,
your energy, your joie de vivre and your love of people.

I'm sure not everybody would understand, but your
mother understands just how much of a Copernican
revolution it was when you suddenly learnt to enjoy
eating beans. I keep all of your secrets, I love the gui-
tar, I love the Vranjanka, I love the brown Staffy. I am
still able to feel joy, because in my mind any joy bears
your name.

I can feel it, my son. I know that, being an expert
swimmer, you were able to get across, to dive out, and
that the laughter caused by your jokes now echoes po-
werfully across the universe. It reaches me, this sweetest
sound, and lends its rhythm and its beat to my heart.

Author: Dragana Majstorovic, Ivan's mother




YAC JOII YBEK TPAJE

IMoceeheno MUJIEHKOBHR CBETOMHUPY
HecTtanioM 02. aBrycra 1999. rogune

Jlexuuje Koje cu 0CTaBHO 32 CODOM Cy OHE HajBpenHUje.
Yde Hac nomremwy, fOOPOTH U jbyDaBH, yIpaBO OHUM
WIeanuma Koju Cy KpacUi TBOj XKMBOT U KOjUMa CH
00juo CBeE LITO CH pafyo U CBE Jby[ie KOjU Cy YHHUIH
TBOj DajKOBUTH CBeT. Taj CBET je UCIIpHUYaH Y MHOTHUM
KIbHTama ca Kojuma cu pazio, nocseheHo U ca yxuBa-
HBEM IPOBOAMO C10D0IHE TpeHyTKe. TBoja BU3Hja U JIeK-
IMje Ccy JaHac Moja Kpuwiaa, MOKpeTauy M CHara ja
CTBapaMm CBOjy, ¥ OpaTCku cadyBaM U MOJETUM ca CBe-
TOM ITPUYY TBOT XKHUBOTA.

TBoju hauu cy, Kao ¥ CBU MU, HETPEMHUIIE TTefau y
Tede W ynHjaay 3Hama KOja CH HECeDUYHO JIeH0 |
MpUYe Koje Cy UX y4Yusie MPaBUM BPEIHOCTUMA Yy KHU-
BOTY. bpura, TOXKPTBOBAHOCT U JbyDaB Koje CH ponuTe-
JbUMa TIPY?Ka0, YNHUIIU CY TE YOBEKOM BPETHHUM CBAKOT
TIOIITOBAA U TUB/bEHA.

YcnomeHe Ha pa3He )KUBOTHE H3a30Be Tpel KojHMa CMO
Ce HallUTU U IPOXXKUBEIU MOMayKe IlaHe TpaTe Me U
naHac. He mory 3adopaBUTH HU 3ajeSHHUKa JieTa Koja
CMO ITPOBOJWIIM Y KaMITy, KaJia CH CBOjUM IOJIAaCKOM
ko Hac y ClloBeHHjy IOHOCHO BaTpoMeT d0oja, panocTu
v Becerba. Cafla ca CeToM IyiefjaM Ha Taj yac Kojem joIu
yBEK HHje 0/I3BOHUO KPaj. Y MOM CpIly U Y MOjOj OyILH,
Ha dparcku yac he TpajaTu 3ayBek.

Aytop: Bynumup Muneunkosuh, 6pat

THE CLASS IS STILL IN SESSION

Dedicated to SVETOMIR MILENKOVIC
missing since August 2%, 1999

You left us with the most important lessons, teaching
us about honesty, kindness, and love — the ideals you
lived by. Through them, you brought colour to every-
thing you did and into the lives of all the people who
made up your fairy-tale world. This world is outlined
in the numerous books to which you would devote so
much love and devotion, and from which you used to
draw immeasurable pleasure in your precious free
time. Your vision and your teachings still serve as my
wings, propelling me onwards and giving me the
strength I need to keep writing my own life’s story, as
well as to keep yours from oblivion, brother, and share
it with the world.

Your students used to fix their eyes on you, much like
the rest of us, and soak in the knowledge you so self-
lessly shared, or the stories you told in order to teach
them about life’s true values. You were also greatly re-
spected and admired for the care, devotion, and love
you showed our parents.

Memories of all the life’s challenges we faced, and of
our teenage years stick with me to this day. There is
no way I could forget the summers we spent together
in the camp, or the firework of colour, joy, and hap-
piness that would be set off whenever you came to
visit us in Slovenia. Now I longingly look back on
these scenes still playing out before my eyes. In my
heart and in my soul, the time of our brotherly love
will never end.

Author: Budimir Milenkovic, brother




IOAHH CPERE

IMocBeheno IETKOBHR
JKUBKY H TECAHKH
HectanuM 19. jyna 1999. rogune

Moju popuTessu cy BoJIENH 1a je NOPOAULA Ha OKYILy.
Ibux nBoje, yBEK BECENIH, HACMEjaHH, YECTO Cy CENENH
Ha KJIYTIM, UCTIOf BULIKE KOjy je oTal mocaguo, a 0ko
BUX yHyhuhy. Y MEHH joLl yBeK XKUBY Ta CJIMKA U JKeJba
Jia ce TM naHu Bpare. Heonucuga Tyra je odojuna moje
Cpue OTKaj UX HeMa. Benuka pasHUHA U HEJOCTATaK,
HenornyHa ja de3 wux. Ocehana cam ce kao y OHOJ
opamu ,Yekajyhu I'ogoa” kaga Cy I71aBHU JIMKOBH 4e-
KaJ/IM Jla C€ HEIITO [I0jaBH aJld TO HUKAKO Aa fohe...

OHo 1ITO CUTYPHO HUKana Hehe HecTaTH cy Jiere ycro-
MEHE Ha ’bUX, IUXOBY 10OPOTY, HEKHOCT, TIO3UTUBHOCT
1 xpadpoct. CBe OHO LITO Cy U KOJ Hac ycapund. Huje
MI0CTOjasI0 HUILTA IUTO TaTa CBOjUM BPEJHUM pyKama
HUj€ yMEO [ja IIONIPaBH. YBEK CTPIUBUBO, Ca JOCTa TPyZa
Y MIPEIAHOCTH. JOLI YBEK Pafio MPU3UBAM CITUKY MaMH-
HOT BpTa U ONOjHW MUPHC Py’ka JOK OHA Ha CTOJIMLIA
ceny ¥ Bese robnene. Kaxsa je To unwia duna.

Y MeHHU XUBe HHX0Ba /bydaB, pasymeBame, CHara, 10-
Oporta u uctpajHoct. To je OHO LITO MOPOJULly TIOBe3yje
¥ YMHH JIa CMO CBU ITOHOBO Ha OKYTIY.

Aytop: Jaropa Ynamosuh, hepka

DAYS OF JOY

Dedicated to ZIVKO AND
DESANKA PETKOVIC
who went missing since June 19™, 1999

My parents liked having the family together. The two
of them were always smiling and in high spirits, and
they would often sit on the bench beneath the sour
cherry tree my father had planted, surrounded by
grandchildren. This image is still so vivid in my mind
—how I long for those days to return! Ever since they
disappeared, my heart has grown dark with an inde-
scribable sadness. An enormous emptiness and a
yearning; I am incomplete without them. I used to feel
as if [ were a character in ,Waiting for Godot”: waiting
in vain for something to appear...

However, I know that the beautiful memories of them
and the things they gave us, their kindness, gentleness,
positivity, and courage, will never go away. There was
nothing my dad couldn’t repair. Whenever his hands
were busy fixing something, he would become an
image of patience, devotion, and immersion. I also love
to recall the image of my mom’s garden and the intox-
icating smell of roses which lingered about her as she
sat in a chair and did embroidery. What an idyll!

Their love, understanding, strength, kindness, and
perseverance live on in me. These qualities bind us and
make me feel as if the family were together again.

Author: Jagoda Ulamovic, daughter




T'OJIYBAPHHK

IMoceeheno APUTOHOBHUR MUOPATY
HectaroMm 05. anpuna 1999. rogune

TBoja Bo/ba 3a JKUBOTOM ITPKOCHIIA je CBAKOM CTPaxy.
JlvBUsIa caM Ce CHasW TBOT Ayxa deckpajHo. Hac mre-
CTOpO Tetie OUIN CMO YWTaB TUM KOPUCHHX, B0OOPO yT-
PEHMpaHUX HUrpaya, BpPeAHHUX M IOXPTBOBAHUX Ha
CBaKOM TEpeHY, NMpYy’Kalu TMOAPIIKY U DOOPHUIIH jefHH
opyre. A Td, TH c4 ofyBek oo Bparonact. Ceham ce
TBOT 33IUPKMBama JJOK CMO OWIH fena, U Kako yCIo-
MeHe HaBUpY, TIOHOBO YCIIeBalll Ia MU U3MaMHII OCMeX
Ha JIu1le.

[Toxymasam fia CXBaTUM ILTa C€ JOTOOHWIO, HE MOTY Ja
TIOBepyjeM Ja 40BeK TaKo HecTaHe, NOIMyT IpaLIkHe Kojy
BeTap ofyBa. [IBajieceT 1 YeTUpU rofMHe Cy ITpoLyie, au
Haza ja hy Te mpoHahwu jou yBex Me He HallyITa.

TBoje meTuwacTo cple OWIo je yBek MyHO jbyDaBH, a
TBOjOM HeskHourhy cMo ce CBU yMUBaIH. Boreo cu Te-
TOBa’Ke Ca PEMIHjCKUM MOTHBHMA, CaJi ¥ MOj CHH ca
MIOHOCOM HOCH jefiHy off iUX. BpenaH, nobap u npyxe-
7yOUB, yBEeK CM OWO OJMepeH W OAroBOpaH Ipema
CBeMY ILTO CH pazivo. ['ienam TBoje CIMKe U TaMTHM Te
o ro;TydoBUMa Koje cH ca ouiem 4yBao. bpaha cy Ha-
CTaBWIa TBOjUM IyTeM, jenaH y Humry, npyru y [Tapusy,
jep bpunyhu o romydoBuMa, BEPHO U IyTOBEUHO UYyBajy
YCIIOMEHY U BeUHy JbyOaB 3a Tede.

Tu cu u cam, nonyT roydosa, CHMOOJI MUpPa, OITPOCTa
Y Jby0aBU. MOKJ1a jeIMHO TaKO U MOTY Jla CXBATUM TBO]
HecTaHak. [ITUIM ca TakBUM pPacliOHOM KpU/Ia HUje
MECTO Y KaBesy.

Ayrop: Bepuua Hokuh, cectpa

DOVECOTE

Dedicated to MIODRAG ARITONOVIC
missing since April 5%, 1999

Your lust for life was greater than any fear, and I end-
lessly admired the strength of your spirit. As children,
the six of us were a team of useful, well-trained
players, giving it all we had on any field, supporting
and encouraging each other. And you, you were always
the mischievous one. I remember how you used to
tease me when we were kids and, as the memories
come streaming in, you make me smile yet again.

I am trying to understand what happened, and I still
find it hard to believe that a man can just disappear
like that, like dust in the wind. It's been twenty-four
years, but I am still clinging to the hope of finding you.

Your childlike heart was always filled with love, and
you showered us all with your kindness. You liked
tattoos of religious symbols, and my son now proudly
has one. Hardworking, kind and sociable, you were
always measured and responsible. I look at the photos
I have of you, and I remember the pigeons you used
to keep with our father. Your brothers have followed
in your footsteps, one of them in Nis, the other in
Paris, faithfully keeping your memory alive by fancy-
ing pigeons.

Much like a dove, you yourself are a symbol of peace,
forgiveness and love. This might be the only way I
could actually come to terms with your disappearance.
A cage is no place for a bird of your wingspan.

Author: Verica Djokic, sister




HU3I'YB/bEHHU I'PALT

IMoceeheno IITYPOUR OPATAHY
HecTasioM 18. aBrycra 1999. rogune

Yjax IIparas je 6uo moceda nuk, apmMep, UMao je 11eo
cBeT oz Horama. Ciyllany CMO IIoYe U pasroBapaiu
0 )KUBOTHUM H3a30BUMa — TO Cy BEJIMYAHCTBEHU Tpe-
HYLU KOjU Cy M€ YUHWIN cpehHOM. Y TUM pasroBopuma
CcaM OTKpHBaja HOBe NUMEH3Hje, HOBe CBETOBe, jep
YOBEK Ca TOJIMKO HHTEpeCoBama U »kapa pema »KUBOTYy
“Ma MHOTIO Tora fa Kaxe. JJok oc1vkaBaM Hallle 3aj-
€THUYKO BpeMe, Kp03 MUCITH MH CTPYjH HBeTOB CITUKAp-
CK{ TajieHaT ¥ MUTaMm ce caga: Kako Ou oH cBojuM
YMETHUUYKMM HajaxHyheM Jodapao Hajienue Tpe-
HYTKE KOje CMO ITPOKUBEJIH ?

TakBy YMETHUUKY JIyLIy KpacHo je CBeTOHA30p jesHOr
TIOHOCHOT, JI0CTOjaHCTBEHOT U IPUHIIUIIH]eTHOT YOBeKa.
3aTo MOj yjak HUje JkeJleo a Haly1LITa CBOj JIETH I0M U
BUHOrpage. Kopauao je MOHOCHO 3eM/bOM HAIMX Mpe-
Jaka Koja je pahana Hajbosse rpoxhe of kora ce CTBa-
payio HajouBHUje BUHO. Takas XKUBOT je KHUBEO JIa HHje
UMao 300r uera 1 o kora Jia Oexu.

CasHame fia je HecTao 1o je BETUKHY LIOK 3a CBE KOjU
Cy ra o3HaBasu. TeTke U Majka Cy Yo YeKaJle BECTH
0 BEMY ajTM, HKaIOCT, Ca CODOM Cy OIHENE CBY TYTY,
TaTkhy U HEU3BECHOCT.

Hmnak, Hexo Taxko DoraTe TUYHOCTH U JOCTOjaHCTEHOT
’KMBOTA HE MOXKe 3ayBeK Jla HecTaHe. OcTao je mpucyTaH
V CpLIIMa CBUX Hac Kojuma je 6ro y3op. Kpo3s Hac meros
JKMBOT Tede Kao OHO Hajcahe BuHO. U 3ato ra ce pano
cehaM Ha MOTOpY, y BHjaTHAMKH, ¥ CTapkama Koje Cy
Ousie weros 3alITUTHY 3HaK. Octahe 3ayBek ycrnomeHa
Ha Hera, HeroBy NodpoTy, IVIeMeHHUTY IyLIy U jefaH
rpaji Koju je Denexuo merope Kopake.

AyTtop: Maja MopaBueBrh, cecTpuuriHa

THE LOST CITY

Dedicated to DRAGAN SURDIC
missing since August 18™, 1999

Uncle Dragan was a special guy, a real charmer. The
world was his oyster. We used to listen to records and
talk about life challenges... and I was so happy in those
magnificent moments. Conversations with him opened
entire new worlds and dimensions to me, because a
man with so many interests and such a burning pas-
sion for life had a great deal of things to say. As I sit
here, painting the time we spent together, I am re-
minded of his artistic talents, and I keep wondering:
»~How would his inspiration depict the magnificent
time we spent together?”

His artist’s soul was complemented by a worldview of
aproud, dignified, and principled man. For this reason,
my uncle refused to leave his beautiful home and his
vineyards behind. He proudly trod the land of our an-
cestors which bore the best grapes that would turn into
the most exquisite wine. The way he lived his life gave
him no reason to run away from anyone.

The news of his disappearance came as an enormous
shock to everyone who knew him. My mother and
aunts waited for any news of him for a long time, but,
unfortunately, they passed away, taking all of their sor-
row, sadness, and uncertainty with them.

However, it is impossible to snuff out such a rich per-
sonality and erase such a noble life. He still lives in the
hearts of people who looked up to him; his life flows
through us like the sweetest wine. And so, I recall this
image: him riding his motorcycle, dressed in his army
jacket, with his trademark All Stars on his feet. The
memory of him, his kindness, his beautiful soul, and
the city marked by his footsteps will persist for all time.

Author: Maja Moravcevic, niece




JIOBAYKA ITPHYA

IMoceeheno CTAHKOBHR 30PAHY
HectasioM 09. neunemdpa 2000. ronuHe

3opaH je duo Moj miahu Opart, Bpsio CKpoMaH MOMaK,
OllaH ¥ MOTIYHO NPUBPKEH MopofuLu. Boseo je mpu-
POIy Y YecTo je ykKMBao y JIOBY Ca CBOjUM IICOM KOjH ra
je BepHO IpaTHO U YIIaMTHO CBE CTa3e Kojuma Cy Xo-
Jwid. Jleta je TpoBOOWO y pPUOONOBY U MJIWBaky Ha
ODNMWKIEM je3epy WIM pekama MOKpaj Hauler cena.
Hajnenura cehamwa yyBaM Ha Hallle JETHICTBO U Pasio
WX JIeTUM ca ipyrima. Ha Halle urpe v oHO IITO CMO
3ajenHo, DpaTCKky rpajyiu ¥ UyBalIy Kao Hajeehe dorat-
CTBO. Y CBe IITO CMO CTBAapay YTKaIU CMO MYHO Jby-
daBu, TpyZa, Bepe y 6osbe CyTpa ¥ BpeIHOCTH KOjUMa Cy
HacC POOUTEbH YIWIN. Map/bBO CMO TpafitiIv Halll oM
Y cajia I1efjaM y Te 3uoBe u3mMel)y Kojux cy ce pahamu
Haj/IeNLIY TPEHYLIU KOje CMO NTPOKUBEIIH 3aj€[HO.

Ty cy capa ciuke Koje Me OKpYXKyjy, CHTHHLE KOje CH
3a cODOM OCTaBHO U jefHa Hagda Ja he BEYHO TpajaTH
IpUue 0 TBOjUM JKMBOTHUM aBaHTypama Koje cy 3ade-
JIeXKEeHe Ha IIYMCKHUM CTa3ama U peyHHUM odarama.

Aytop: Josuua Crankosuh, dpar

THE TALE OF A HUNTER

Dedicated to ZORAN STANKOVIC
missing since December 9%, 2000

Zoran was my younger brother. A very humble fellow,
loyal, and utterly devoted to his family. He loved nature
and he enjoyed hunting with his faithful hound, who
memorised each and every path they trod together.
Zoran used to spend his summers fishing and swim-
ming in a nearby lake or in one of the rivers that sur-
rounded our village.

My fondest memories are of our childhood, and I
gladly share these with other people. I recall our games
and all the things we built and guarded like treasure.
Everything we made was imbued with love, hard work,
the values our parents had taught us, and the convic-
tion of a brighter future. We built our home with great
care, and I now sit and look upon the walls that wit-
nessed all of the wonderful moments we spent to-
gether.

In these walls I see images of the past, trinkets you left
behind, and the hope that the stories of your adven-
tures etched into the forest paths and riverbanks will
last on into eternety.

Author: Jovica Stankovic, brother




JbYBAB MAJKE

INocseheno JOUYHUR OYIIIAHY
HectanoM 18. jyHa, 1999. ronune

He Moxe ce ynopenuTy HUjenHo fpyro ocehamwe ca Maj-
YUHCKUM HEXHUM, OPHKHUM, IIyHUM JbyDaBU U TOI-
JIMHE, KOjy caMm CIIo3Hasa ca Bama. [IpexpaTko cu MUy
Hapyu4jy OM0 alu ja joll MaMTHM JIOK CTe€ MaIk OHIH,
KaKo CMO IOJbeM XOJiaJI U kako cam Hocehu Te y 3a-
I'pJ/bajy MUCIWIIA O TOME Jia Cy Jella Y pyKama POJHUTesba
HajCUTYpHHja.

H3pacna cy TBOja Kpuia, BOJIEO CH KUBOT, OHO CH TIe-
MEHHUTOT, J0OpOor cpLja U MUCITHO CH J1a Cy CBH Ha OBOM
cseTy npaBuuHu. ’Kuseo cu He ciaytehu na he mpepano
HEKO IIPEKUHYTH Taj JIET KOjU CH TeK 3amodeo. IIpe-
KpaTKO BpEMe 3a Hallle IyTOBamke U TOpYMHa Koja Me
paTH, Koja Me yckpahyje ja MOHOBO OCETUM PanocCT
KOjy HOCe TBOje U3rOBOPEHe peur: ,Majko, ja Tebe Haj-
BHUIIIE HA CBETY BOIUM”.

[Tpouio je MHOTO BpeMeHa, CJIMKe Ce HWXKY Y M0joj
rnasu... On Tede uMam jor myH Kodep CUTHHLA, YCITO-
MeEHa Koje CH 3a CODOM OCTaBHO, DOMIHU 3a IBa XKMUBOTA,
alv ¥ MajuMHCKe JbydaBH, KOja ce ca ToDOM poJusia u
koja he TpajaTu 3ayBek. Moja jbybaB mpema Tedu, crHe,
Ouhe BeyHa y CHa3| CBOT NIOCTOjawa JOK roj Me Oyne.

Aytop: Ceetnana Jounh, majka

A MOTHER'S LOVE

Dedicated to DUSAN JOCIC
missing since June 18%, 1999

No emotion can compare to what a mother feels. Hav-
ing you in my life made me learn just how a heart fills
up with gentleness, care, love, and warmth. You were
ripped from my arms too soon, but I can still re-
member when you were little, and we used to walk in
the meadows. As I was carrying you, I kept thinking
how there is no safer place for a child than a parent’s
embrace.

As soon as your wings grew in, you developed a thirst
for life. Your heart was noble and kind, and you be-
lieved that there was honour in everyone on this earth.
You lived without ever suspecting that someone would
cut short the flight you had just embarked upon. Our
journey together was far too brief, and the bitterness
that envelops me keeps me from again feeling the joy
of the sweetest words you used to say: ,Mother, I love
you more than anything else in the world”.

So much time has passed, the images stream into my
mind... All that is left of you is a suitcase full of trin-
kets, the memories you left behind, two-lives-worth of
hurt, and a mother’s love which came into this world
along with you but will never die. My love for you, my
son, will be eternal and infinitely strong, for as long as
I live.

Author: Svetlana Jocic, mother




MAJCTOPCKA PAITHOHHIIA

IMoceeheno PUCTHUR JABOPY
HeCcTayIoM 22. jyHa, 1999. ronune

IlaBOp, MOj BOJBEHH CHH, MOja Jylla, IOHOC ¥ Hajeeha
naTHa.

AyTo je Ouo meroBa fpyra kyha W BEYUTH H3a30B.
Jerneo je 1a HarTpaBX HEKO HOBO Yy[0 Off era. CTasHo
je Majcroprcao ¥ IIpelaHo Tparao 3a IeJIoBUMa Kako Ou
CacTaBHO CBOj HOBU HU3YM.

Hcrnipen panvionvLie yBek anar pasdbauaH cByza. .. ATMO-
cdepy Te kpeaTHBHe, MajCTOPCKe PafUOHULIe Kpacuiie
cy IlaBopoBe 11asie, JIENOTa PeYX U 10Ope HaMepe 3a CBe
KOjH C€ Ha BErOBOM IIyTy 3aTekHy. Hae namrue ra je
CByZa MPaTWIO Y CTPIUBMBO YEKAJIO [ja 3aBPILU 110CA0,
Jla ce MOUrpa ca BUM U IPOB0O3a KOjU KPYT.

Kao nobap u mocsehen cymnpyr, yxuBao je mienajyhu
(¢unmoBe ca CBOjoM HeXHOM cympyrom. JKuseo je
WCMYHEHO, CMI03HA0 je mpaBy jbydaB U OMO UCTUHCKU
BOJbeH. HberoB UBOT y 3eHUTY, y TIyHOj CHa3M, Ouo je
Kao Hajremniie MUCaH CLeHAapHO HajpOMaHTUYHHjUX
¢unmoga.

Bonena dux ma kao majka, MOTy ia pexupam, Aomy-
HUM U U3MEHUM Kpaj TBOI OBO3EMasbCKOT (puima. Y
MOM CLieHapHjy, TH cinodojaH, de3dpuxaH Kkakas cH
0o, BO3MII HEKUM JIEITUM MTyTeBUMa U YKMBAIl y Ya-
pUMa HOBOOTKPHBEHUX NUMeH3Hja. TBOj pyuHH car je
3a MEHEe 0CTao Kao 3aBellTame Jla HaM 3ajeNHHYKO
IIPOBE/IEHO BpeMe HUKO He MOJKe OfIy3€TH U Jia je Hallla
7by0aB BeuHa. JbyDaB Majke He MO3Haje OKBUpE Bpe-
Me€Ha U npocropa, Beh ux Hagunasu. CurypHa cam ga
TO 3HALI.

Bonu Te Mmama.

Aytop: l'oppana Puctuh, majka

A GEARHEAD'S WORKSHOP

Dedicated to DAVOR RISTIC
missing since June 22%, 1999

Davor, my beloved son; my soul, my pride, and my
greatest suffering.

His car was his second home and his perennial chal-
lenge. He wanted to turn it into a new World Wonder.
Ceaselessly tinkering about it, he was always on the
lookout for parts that could be incorporated into his
newest invention.

Tools were constantly strewn about in front of his
workshop... and the atmosphere within this gearhead’s
lair was defined by Davor’s jokes, kind words and the
purest intentions he harboured towards anyone he
would come across. Our mutt was constantly by his
side, patiently waiting for him to finish his work so that
they might play or go for a joyride.

As a kind and devoted husband, he enjoyed watching
films with his gentle wife. He lived a full life, having
come to know what true love feels like. At its zenith
and its prime, his life seemed to be taken straight from
the best screenplay of the most romantic film.

As your mother, I would love to be able to direct, edit
and extend the ending of your earthly film. In my
screenplay, you are as free and untroubled as you used
to be, driving down sceenic roads and enjoying the
beauty of newly discovered dimensions. To me, your
watch is like collateral, letting me know that no one
can rob us of the time we spent together and that our
love is eternal. A mother’s love doesn't recognise the
limits of space and time, it disregards them. I am sure
you know this.

Your mummy loves you.

Author: Gordana Ristic, mother




MEJEHO CPIIE

IMToceeheno CTEBAHOBUR 30PAHY
HecTaioM 24. aBrycra, 1999. rogune

Y MucCiIMMa MM je Majka U beHa deckpajHa Tyra ok
ceny Kpaj nposopa M yeka BecTd o Tedu. Ta Tyra, ca-
TKaHa 0]} JbyDaBU M YEKHE, MOITIA je Y TPenTajy oka
OWTH OHELIEHA TBOjUM I10jaB/bUBalBEM. TBOj HOJIa3ak
On 610 HajpalOCHUjU TPEHyTaK KOjU OM U3 CplLia Halle
Majke odacjao yutaB yHUBep3yM. OH OU MOMyT KpaTkor
CT0ja OJlarHao TYTY W OCI0DO0AMO CBE HAC OKOBa He-
W3BECHOCTH YEKama.

[Tpu3uBam Tako AaHe HALIET 0e30PKHOT IETUIBCTBA U
CBE OHO LITO CH BONeOo. i Mau cMOo IyHO NJ1aHOBA, KOjU
Cy IPEKUHYTH Kao U TEKCTOBH TBOjUX 3aIlOYETUX IIe-
cama. Maxo cy me ca ToODOM yBeK My3HKa U BECEJBE ITpa-
TWIH, OTKaJ CH HECTao, rofjdHaMa cam 0e3 rnaca,
YKUBUM Kao I0J] HeKOM aHecTe3ujoM. CTasna je U Hama
MPOU3BOAA HIAMITHBOHA. MHOTO TBOjUX CjajHUX HULEja
j€ CIyTaHo y MmoBojy.

Ceham ce kako cMO ce Hekasla OKYI/bajlu y3 aKope
TBOje ruTape. Y MOMeEHTHMa cpehe Hac je Taj 3BYK
YMHHO jOUI BECENHjUM, Y JaHUMa TyTe TEIHO U JaBao
ocehaj cmokoja. MHoro je 3abenexeHWX TepeHa Y
HalllUM HOrama ¥ MHoro cpehe y ronoBuma IOCTUTHY-
THM Y 3aIlbUM MUHYTHMA yTaKMHUIIE.

Y3 cBe 0BO, YyBaM M HajOpakH TPEHyTaK Of 3a00pasa,
Kaga i Moje hepke Mapa u Jluna Tpue y 3arpssaj IOk
¥M Ha Jlap AOHOCHULI MeneHo cpue. bpate Moj, Haule
PYKe Cy U fajbe LINPOM OTBOpEHe, Ye3HY U Barle 3a TBO-
jum 3arp/bajeM. M Tako, paclioHOM TBQjUX KpHIa,
TPJIMMO CBAKY YCIIOMEHY, CBAaKH TPEHYTaK, CBAKy Of-
CBUpaHy HOTY, CBAKW HATIMCAHU CTUX, CBAKU YKYC CJIaT-
KOT JeTumCTBa. Hamle pyke HUCy NpasHe, IyHe Cy
KMBOTA U JbyDaBU KOje cU HaM 3a cODoM ocTaBro. Kako
YOBEK YOIIITe TO Ia CXBAaTH — HEMA Te, a TOJHUKO CH
NPUCYTaH y CBUMa HaMma...

Aytop: Cranko CteBaHoBuh, &par

GINGERBREAD HEARTS

Dedicated to ZORAN STEVANOVIC
missing since August 24™, 1999

I picture our mother and her boundless sorrow, as
she’s sitting by the window waiting for news about you.
This sorrow, made of equal parts love and mourning,
would have been sweapt away in an instant if you had
just shown up. Your arrival would have been the hap-
piest moment in history, and the joy emanating from
our mother’s heart would have illuminated the entire
universe. The sadness would have simply burnt out, as
if it had short-circuted, and all of us would be free from
the chains of uncertainty and anticipation.

I find myself calling to mind our carefree childhood
days and all the things you used to love. We had so
many plans, all cut short, much like the lyrics of the
songs you never got to finish. Music and good times
used to follow me whenever I was around you, but in
the years since you've been gone I am voiceless, living
my life as though under the influence of some anas-
thetic. We're no longer growing champignons... So
many of your brilliant ideas were nipped in the bud.

I can recall how we used to gather round the sound of
your guitar. When times were happy, it made us extatic.
When they were sad, it consoled us. Just how many
pitches did our feet trampl, and how much joy was
reaped by goals scored just before the whistle blew...

Apart from all this, there is a special moment that I jeal-
ously guard from oblivion. It’s my daughters Mara and
Lida running to your arms, as you are bringing them a
packet of gingerbread hearts. My brother, our arms are
still wide open, longing, despairing for your embrace.
And so, matching your enormous wingspan, we hug
every memory, every moment, every strummed note,
every written verse, every aroma of our sweet childhood.
Our arms are not grasping thin air, no. They are met
with the life and love you gave us. It is hard to under-
stand —you are gone, and still, here you are in all of us...

Author: Stanko Stevanovic, brother




OCMEX ITYH JbYBABH

IMocseheno ITIETKOBHUR JOBPUITH
HecTtanoj 09. asrycra, 1999. rogune
H INETKOBUR HEBOJIIIH
HectanoMm 30. jyna, 1999. ronuHe

Hemoryhe je 3adopaBUTH Tako HEBEPOBATHY 0CODY
KakBa je duna tetka JJobpuia. YBek myHa jbydaBH, pa-
3yMeBama U HEXHOCTH NomyT majke. Hemocraje mu
HbeHa Be[pMHA U pasfparaHocT, Mpesien 0CMeX MOMyT
HHU3a ducepa. ®anu ¥ wEHO NpenuBHO IBehe koje je
kpacumno dankoH kyhe. 'ajuna je HensmepHy JbyDaB
IIpeMa IeLH aJld HaKasloCT KUBOT HHje OMO HaKIOmEH
Iia joj ucryH" HajBehy xesby na opXu y Hapydjy CBOjY.
Ocrase cy npeuBHe yCIIOMEHe, PyYHH Be3 U XeK/laHe
CTBapH KOj€ je CBOjUM BPEJHUM pyKamMa CTBOPHIIA.

KuBOT ce mourpao ca MHOM M Y3€0 jOLl jeflaH 1e0 CpLa.
Mor Bommenor 6para Hedojury, koju je 510 miemeHuTor
cpua u 1odpe Aymie U KOjU ce MOOPUHYO [1a diucTajy
OCMECH MHOTHX JbYZIY, OUapaBajyhux Kakas je ¥ TETKHH
O10. YBeK je y2KMBao y Urpama y KojuMa nodemy He o-
HOCH ITyKa CTy4ajHOCT Beh 0ruKa, KpeaTUBHOCT U CHa-
JIaKJBUBOCT. Y jeIHO]j )KUBOTHO]j IAPTHjH CE U OH HAIllao
Y HajTeX0j MaT MO3ULIHjU.

ANy TIONYT LIeHTPaJHUX LIaXOBCKUX (UTypa, OHHU CY
MOj y30p xpadpocTH, Betap y jieha 1 3acykHHU 3a CBe
Y3BOjeBaHe Mmodee y )KUBOTHUM OUTKama Koje BOIOHUM.
Kao Ha cnuuu, oHM OnUCTajy U MOMYT CBETHOHHKA
obacjaBajy moj myT, majy myTokas, CHary u mpasall.
HcTuHcKa bydaB yBek mpoHahe cBoj myT.

Aytop: MapuHa Jlasuh, cecTpyuurHa U cecTpa

LOVING SMILES

Dedicated to DOBRILA who went missing in
August 9%, 1999 AND NEBOJSA PETKOVIC
who went missing in July 30® 1999

It is impossible to forget someone as special as Aunt
Dobrila was. She was always full of love, understanding
and kindness — almost as if she were my mother. I miss
her jolliness and enthusiasm, as well as her beautiful,
pearly smile. The same goes for the magnificent
flowers that adorned the balcony of her home. She
loved children dearly. Unfortunately, she was never
granted her biggest wish of being able to embrace chil-
dren of her own. What I'm left with are wonderful
memories, her embroidery, and the knitted clothes
made by her diligent hands.

Life played a cruel game with me and robbed me of
another piece of my heart. My darling brother Nebojsa,
with his noble and kind soul, someone who brought a
smile to many a face, including that of my stunning
aunt. He enjoyed games based on logic, creativity, and
resourcefulness, rather than pure chance. However, on
the chessboard of life, he had found himself in the
most devastating checkmate.

Just like the king and queen on the board, the two of them
are symbols of bravery, and it is from them that I derive
the strength that has borne all of my life’s triumphs.
Pretty as pictures, they illuminate my path, guiding me
and urging me on. True love always finds a way.

Author: Marina Lazic, niece and sister




IMoJ 3BE3TAHHUM HEBOM

IMocseheno ITOITOBUR MUJIOPALTY
HecTtanoM 31. aBrycra, 1999. rogune

CBUX OBUX TOJJUHA MUCITUM O TOMe Kako &4 H11o AUBHO
HMMAaTH Te 1opef cede ¥ KOUKO O 3HauWIa TBOja MoJ-
plIKa, oxpadpeme U IoXBaje 3a CBe yCrexe Koje caM
nocturia. HauuH Ha KOjU CH YXKMBAo y TpeHyliuMa
cpehe ocTanu cy 3a TooM Kao 3Be3/ia Bogusba ia Tpeda
WCKOPUCTUTH OHO HajOosbe M3 CBake CUTYalHje y K0joj
ce HaheMo U Ja yBek uMa MecTa 3a Jiere jorahaje, ma
KOJIMKO Ce HaMa YMHUJIO J1a Cy OKOJIHOCTH JIOLIe.

Haponase HajlmO3UTHBHY]E CITUKE KaZla MUCITUM O TedH,
Kao Jla Y CBOM [elllaBarky HaroBeIlTaBajy v TBOje MPH-
cyctBo. TBOje pyuHo uspaheHe ¢urype u HameIuTaj ox
rBo’kha Kpace Hall TOTUTH KyTaK U AUPajy HajTaHaHH]je
IIeNI0Be IyLIE.

Kao Hajapaku NOKIOH of Tebe YyBaM JbysballIKy KOjy
CY MM HallpaBHO KaJ cam Duiia Maza. Buuie myta cam y
1H0j Ha/la3wa CMUPaj U yTOUMLITE Kao [ je TO TBOj 3a-
TpJbaj.

CMmex ¥ maje nop 3Be3faHUM HEDOM KOje CH TOIHKO
BOJIEO, MpeJeNny CTUXOBH, JbyDaB Mpema KUBOTYy U
BpeMe Koje CH ITPOBEe0 Ca MaMOM TI0J] CBET/IOM BeJIU-
YaHCTBEHe ['pavaHulie Cy HajouBHMje yCIIOMEHE Koje je
OHa MOJENWIa Ca MHOM M Koje hy 3ayBex MamMTHUTH.
Yysam Bamia nucma 1 ¢pororpaduje koje cy CBefoYaH-
CTBO jeIHE BeJHKe jbydaBU M MOT IOCTOjama. Hucu
(bU3NYKY TPUCYTaH, ajly CU U Jake Ty, Y3 MEeHe, Kao
3B€3/1aHO HEDO.

AyTtop: Mumana Mutposuh, hepka

UNDER THE STARLIT SKY

Dedicated to MILORAD POPOVIC
missing since August 31™, 1999

All these years, I keep thinking how wonderful it would
be if you were by my side, and how much I'd appreci-
ate your support, encouragement, and praise for
everything I managed to accomplish. The memory of
how you used to savour every moment of happiness is
my guiding star and a reminder that we should always
make the best of any situation we find ourselves in, and
that nice things can happen at any time, no matter how
grim the circumstances appear to be.

Whenever I think about you, my mind floods with
beautiful images and it's like you are there with me.
The figurines and wrought-iron furniture that you
made still adorn our cosy home and speak to the most
delicate fibres of our souls.

Out of all your gifts, the one I cherish the most is the
swing you made for me when I was little. So many
times it gave me peace and shelter, almost as if I were
in your embrace.

Telling jokes and laughing under the starlit sky you
were so fond of, wonderful poems, love of life, and the
moments you and mum spent together illuminated by
the sublime Gracanica — these are her favourite mem-
ories and she shared them with me. I will treasure
them forever. I keep your letters you wrote to each
other and your photographs. They bear witness to a
boundless love and to my own existence. Physically
you might not be here, but I feel you over me, just like
the starlit sky.

Author: Miljana Mitrovic, daughter




ITO3OPAB JECEHH

ITocseheno JIASUR BATHUIIU
HectaioM 18. Maja, 1999. ronune

Crpun je d10 BUCOK, IIpH MOMaK, Jodpe AyLIe U BelIU-
Kor cpua. Jbydas npema (ponxiopy ¥ TpaguUHju My je
IOHesa JoCTa 3aHUMJBUBUX IyTOBama U JIEMMX yCIIO-
Me€Ha KOje Cy IpaTHIe beroBy miaanocT. OnyBek je duo
OKpY’KeH JOOPUM U BECETUM JhyAUMa.

JeceH je noba koje me yBek moaceha Ha mwera. Anu He
OHAa K0ja JOHOCH [iyTe Y I0CafHe KUILe U YBJIauH BiIary
Y KOCTH, HETO OHA JIeTla ¥ MPHUjaTHa Kaja ce LyMme 0doje
31aTHOM U DakapHOM D0joM, Kaza ce MpyUpoza cpema
3a caH U Kaja MoCie JIeTHHUX JKera 3aBiaja CIoKoj.
Taxge je ocehaje u on Synno xox Jbymu KOju Cy ra 1o-
3HABa/IM — MIPHjaTHe, rnoetcke U ymupyjyhe. To Bpeme
Kaga nouHy depde rpokha v kaza ce BUHO TOYH, Kaf ce
3ameBa M KOJIO 3aMrpa, 4yBa C/IMKe Koje Bpahajy merosy
mitagocT. FberoB HaponHU AyX y TO f0Da HUje MUPOBAo,
Beh npryao o mecmu, ayTeHTUYHOj UIPU U KOpauruma
Hacneha, uneHTuTera u KynaType. CBe BpeJHOCTH He3a-
CITY?KEeHO Tazajy y 3adopas, ajiv OBO je HAYHH i Ce MTPH-
CEeTHUMO Y BpaTUMO Ha CLIeHy AyX HallluX Npefjaka, ia ca
ITOHOCOM H3r0BapaM BErOBE PEYH IITO Y CPLY OLjEKy]y.

Aytop: Huxona Jlasuh, dparanar

A GREETING TO THE AUTUMN

Dedicated to BATICA LAZIC
missing since May 18, 1999

My uncle was a tall, dark young man, with a big heart
and a pure soul. His passion for folk dancing and tra-
dition enabled him to go on many interesting journeys
and create many beautiful memories in his youth. He
was always surrounded by kind and jolly people.

Autumn always reminds me of him. Not the kind with
long, boring rains that make you shiver to the bone.
Rather, a mild and cosy autumn which turns forests to
gold and copper and comes after a scorching summer,
bringing respite to the natural world, as it prepares it-
self for the winter slumber. Cosiness, mildness, respite
—these were the emotions Batica poetically inspired in
everyone who knew him.

The season of grape harvesting and young wine, of
song and kolo, always brings images and associations
to his youth. With a spirit enamoured of folklore, he
would be unable to sit still at this time of the year, and
would ceaselessly talk of song, traditional dance, her-
itage, identity, and culture. All these values are being
unfairly forgotten, but they are a way to recall our an-
cestors and bring them back, so I proudly repeat his
words which echo in my heart.

Author: Nikola Lazic, nephew




CERAIBA'Y MATJIH

IMocBeheno HUBPAJ HCHU
HectanoM 19. jyHa, 1999. ronune

Cge oBe rofiiHe Tparawa 3a HalllUM BOJbEHHUMA HUCY
ycIiene ia Me yMope U ciome. Jour cam cedu 3aBeTo-
BAO M OCTAo Jy’KaH fla casHaMm M TBOjy CyADuHy. Ja
3HaM Jla Hema rosopa ja hy Te »xuBor Hahu anu y
MEHH HaJia IoCToju Jia hy Te 10CTOjaHCTBEHO OKAJIUTH.
Yecro camaM WyMy, uMam ocehaj kao fa caM y HEKOj
Mariy, BUOUM Jla MM JIONasHlI y CyCpeT, Kopayaml
xpabpo Kao LITO CH U KPO3 »KUBOT HiIao. Hemro no-
PyyYyjel anu rnaca Hema. A 1odpo bu MM [oUuIo 1a MU
CITyCTHLI PyKy Ha pame, ia Kao Hekall 3ajeHo Mpolie-
Tamo [I0J/bUMaA, Jja C€ UCTUHCKU HACMEjEMO, 103UBajyhH
cehama Ha npolLIe laHe Koje CMO ITPOBEH 33jeHo, He
cnyrehu na hemo Hexan 3alyTaTd y 0Baj CyMpak.

Ca moHOCOM, Y3OWTHYTE ITIaBE KOpayaM jep 3HaMm Jia CH
YBEK ono TIOITEH, BpEOAH, KAKBH CMO CBU MH I(OjI/I LHeHe
JKUBOT U PYKOBOJE Ce 3IpaBUM pasymoM. Mu Hucmo
3HaJIM )KUBETH JIpyrauyje, HEro Mo CpIy, OHaKo Kako
CMO CMaTpaJiy [ia je jemuHO UCIpaBHO, Oupajyhu yBek
mpasu 1myT. Ha Toj Te cTasu u maHac, bpare moj, Haj-
yeurhe cpeTHeMm.

AyTtop: Myxapem Wbpaj, dpar

MEMORIES IN THE MIST

Dedicated to ISA IBRAJ
misising since June 19%, 1999

All these years of searching for our loved ones failed
to wear me down and break me. I made an oath to my-
self that I will discover your fate, and I still haven't
kept it. I know that I will not find you among the living,
but I am still hoping that I will be able to mourn you
in dignified manner.

Often in my dreams I am in a forest that’s filled with
mist. I see you walking towards me with a courageous
step — just how you used to walk in life. You try to tell
me something, but no sound comes from you. I really
could use feeling your hand on my shoulder, taking a
walk through the fields with you, sharing an honest
laugh, recalling the days of our past when we had no
idea that one day we would get lost in this darkness.

As for me, my step is proud and my head held high.
This is because I know that you were always honest
and hard-working, just like all the people who appre-
ciate life and are guided by common sense. In our lives,
we followed our hearts, and we couldn’t have lived any
other way. We did what we thought was right, and we
stayed on the true path. Brother, it is on this path that
I still most frequently encounter you.

Author: Muharem Ibraj, brother




CBET HA IJIAHY

IMocBeheno TYKAYEBUR JACMUHY
HecTtanioM 19. anpuna, 1999. ronune

3aysek hem dutu Moje cyHLE Koje Me I'peje ¥ odacjasa
)KMBUM cehamiMa Ha Hallle BpeMe 3ajeJHUYKHX IyTo-
Bama. Ha jegHom Taxsom y [lapu3y, rpamy CBETIOCTH,
je oTnovesia oBa MOja MajuMHCKa, DecKkpajHa Jbydas.

Cenum y DamTy ca HalIMM BEPHUM TPHjaTe/bEM, CIIH-
KaM OHO BpeMe He3abopasa Kkafa CH JolasHo u3 Mo-
CKBe y M0j 3arpsbaj JoHocehy Ha Jap cUTHHULIE Koje Me
Y JlaHaC OKPYXyjy. ’Kenum fa 3Hall fa je Majka yBeK y3
Tebe Orna 1 OHJa Kaja ce Tedu YuHUIO Apyraudje. [To-
HEKaJ joll 3aTpenepe YIJIOBY ycaHa Kafl CE CETUM TBO-
JUX Ie4jux HecTaluTyKa U Kako CH TOBOPHO Jia Te Tpeda
3aLUTUTUTH. A ja Te yuusa aa Oynemn xpadap U 0OAroBo-
paH 3a CBOje NOCTYTIKE, TOBOPWIIA TH [ia IOTPeLIaH Tpe-
HyTaK ¥ Op3e OfjIyKe JOHOCE HEBOJBE.

Y opmapy 7exu ypegHoO CJI0KeH MOKOjHU KOMaj rap-
nepode, TBoja TpeHepka ¥ BUjeTHAMKa, jOllI jelaH OCTa-
BJbEH TPpar Jla CU HeKaJ] ca MHOM [JIeJIN0 0Baj CUTYPHH
KyTak. CBe Cy TO )KMBOTHE CHTHHIIe KOje UyBajy of
3abopasa.

Bpeme 1 0KOTHOCTH Cy Te OfIBe/IH APYTHUM CTa3ama, alnu
ja jou yBek ca codoM, y MUCITMA U CPLY, HOCUM OHOT
IeJaka, camapa y opecy JyBeHTyca.

Aytop: Bepruua Xayu Wnuh, majka

THE WORLD IN THE PALM
OF YOUR HAND

Dedicated to JASMIN LUKACEVIC
missing since April 19, 1999

You will forever be the Sun that keeps me warm and
shines with the memories of the trips we took together.
It was during one of these trips — to Paris, the city of
lights — that my boundless, motherly love had its start.

I am sitting in the garden with our faithful friend,
painting the unforgettable days of your returns from
Moscow, when you would fling yourself into my arms
and bring me a trinket or two as a gift. I have kept all
of them to this day.

I want you to know that your mother was on your side
even in those situations when it might have appeared
otherwise to you. My lips sometimes still tremble when
I remember the mischief you were up to as a child, and
how you'd ask me to protect you. My answer was
always to teach you to be brave and to take responsibil-
ity for your actions; to tell you that bad timing and
hasty decisions would land you in trouble.

I still have some of your clothes in the wardrobe — a
tracksuit and an army jacket — more traces of you from
when we shared this shelter. All these objects serve as
shields from oblivion.

Time and circumstance took you down a different path,
but in my mind and in my heart, I am still holding the
hand of the little dreamy boy dressed in a Juventus Kkit.

Autor: Verica Hadzi Ilic, mother




33U ITPUJATE/bCTBA

ITocseheno BUTOLLIEBUR CHHHUIIIH
HecTasoM 22. jyHa, 1999. rogune

Y cBeTy Ba)Xy NpaBUIIO Ia 3uJ cUMOONM3yje pasaBa-
jama, nopesne. OBaj HAIl je TOMyT MOCTA CIajao CBETOBE,
CKOPO Ta y UHAT oTyhuBawy U decmucity. CBU HallU
Ipary JbyZu U fela ca KojuMa CMO JIeSTUIN CBaKo[He-
BUIIY, YAHWIN CY OBO MECTO eITULIEHTPOM JBYICKOCTH
nodpor xymopa. A TH...TH CH OMO CTOXEp U MOoKpeTay
OBOT JIPYLITBEHOT (heHOMEHa.

H3mehy Tebe 1 MeHe, IOCTOjasId Cy MOMEHTH Y KOjuMa
OncMo 0d0je TpenepuIy, KOju Cy U3IJIeNaId MOXKA Ca-
CBMM ODMYHO, a YIIPaBO je Ta je[JHOCTaBHA IIpHYa H3-
mehy Hac OHO IITO MU HajBUIlE HefocTaje. Bomeo cu
Moje KoJla4e Koje caM YBEK IIpaBuila ca IyHO JbyOaBu.
Y jenHoj ceKkyHOU MU MU3MaMH OCMEX YCIIOMEHa Ha TO
KaKO CH KPHIIOM, LIEPETCKH, a HUKO HE IPHUMETH,
IIPBU MCIIpoDaBao jecy v nodpo ucnanu. Bonena cam
U Taj ocehaj kaf Te yXxBaTUM y TOM IOMaJIO JeTHUHBaCTOM
HECTALUTYKy.

Cehama Koja ca HalIOM [ELlOM IIpU3MBaM Ha Te JIerne
YCIIOMEeHe Cy U MeCTO jeJMHOT YTOUHIITa, He30prKHOo-
CTH Y CUTYPHOCTH HAaKOH OHOT 1ITO je yciaenuno. OTkan
CH HECTAO0, KUBOT je [0CTa0 jefjaH JIABUPHHT, jeljaH 3a-
YyapaH KpyT U3 KOra Cce YHHWIO Jia h3a3a Hema. [ToHe-
KaJl MH Ce YYHHHM Jla Cy 3UI0BU MOCTAJH IIOHOBO He-
IPEMOCTHBY, ald Cy MU Jena, Hocehu cHary TBora
IyXa, 1aBajsia Moh U UCTPAjHOCT Jja ce U3D0PUM Ca CBUM
13a30BHMMa IIPeJi KOjUMa CMO CE Halll/IU. Y TOM Tparamwy
3a pellerHUMa CTI03Hasla caM Jia [IOCToje MecTa penaxa,
MecCTa Hafle, OIyT OHUX Koje CMO Hekaza rnocehuBanu
H T7Ie CMO 33jeJHO IIPOBOIVIIH Jiere TpeHyTke. Tamo ce
YOBEK 3aMUCITH U BUTM HEKH HOBU 3171 KOjH CBOjHM TO-
CTOjareM, YBPCTO M CTAMEHO IITUTH 0ff 3adopasa.

Aytop: TaTjaHa Butowesuh, cynpyra

THE WALL OF FRIENDSHIP

Dedicated to SINISA VITOSEVIC
missing since June 22%, 1999

Around the world, a wall is usually a symbol of sep-
aration and division. However, our wall was like a
bridge connecting worlds, as if to spite alienation and
senselessness. All the dear people and kids with whom
we shared our daily lives turned it into the epicentre
of humanity and humour. And you... you were the
focal point and the initiator of this social phenomenon.

Between the two of us, there were moments when we
would tremble with excitement on the inside, which
might not have been obvious to anyone watching from
the outside. It is precisely the simplicity of our story
that I miss the most. You loved to eat the cakes that I
would pour all my love into. I only need to think back
for a second about how you'd impishly sneak a taste to
see how they turned out and I will start to smile. I also
loved the feeling of catching you red-handed in this
child-like transgression.

The memories of these wonderful experiences that
I share with our children are the only shelter where
we can find a feeling of carelessness and security after
everything that happened. After you went missing, life
turned into a maze, a vicious circle with no apparent
exit. At times it seemed that the walls had become
insurmountable again, but our children, endowed
with the strength of your spirit, always helped me find
the power and perseverance I needed to overcome the
challenges that arose before us.

This quest for answers made me realise that there are
still places of respite, places of hope — like the ones we
used to visit and where we spent wonderful moments
together. In these places, a man can get lost in thought
and see before him a new wall. One that serves as a
hard and immovable bulwark against oblivion.

Author: Tatjana Vitosevic, wife




HAIIIE BPEME

IToceeheno PEMHUIIITAP HEHATY
HectanoM 13. jyHa, 1998. rogune

Hucmo vmanu 1oBo/bHO BpeMeHa Jia Y’KUBaMo y ofipa-
CTawy Halller CHHa U CTBOPHUMO [OBOJBHO yCIIOMEHa
KOoje dux Mora ja My UCTTprUYaM Cafia, Kajia je ofpactao
YOBeK M Kajia My je moTpedaH oueB caBeT 3a BakaH 3a-
JaTak MpeJl KOjUM Ce U OH Halllao y Ofrajamy CBOje
neue. Moxer na dynemr de)xdprkaH jep Hall CHH je,
OCHM IITO HOCH TBOj JIUK, OXKPTBOBaH, OATOBOPaH M
nocseheH nmopoauuu nomyt Tede. OcTana je mpen MojumM
OuMMa Hajipaka CIMKa TBOjUX HEXHHUX ocehama MoK
cu ra kao dedy npxao y Hapyyjy.

Ceham ce Hawer ceockor fomahHHCTBa, KAKO CH YKH-
Bao panehu y nosmy u dpunyhu o xxusotuwama. Heno-
CTajy CBUX OBUX TOOWHA Hallle MIETHE, OPYXEibd,
pasroBopu ca TodoM. Y ma caciymiam cBe 0BO ILITO CaM
MIPUTPIKIA Y CEOU TOTUKO CHAXKHO, & IITO CaM jaKo Ke-
Jniernia fia nogenum ca Tobom. OcTaro je TpajHo jenHo 3a-
y3€TO MeCTO y CpLy, KoMaf rapaepode u dypma koja
noznceha ja cMo 3ajenHO JeTuIu TpeHyTKe He3adopasa.

Hamra mopopuiia je AyXOBHO MOTIYHA, 1I€JIOBUTA W
BeyHa. Y HalllUM CpIIMMa kuBehenr 3ayBek.

Aytop: Crnahana Pemurap, cynpyra

OUR TIMES

Dedicated to NENAD REMISTAR
missing since June 13%, 1998

We did not have enough time to savour our son
growing up, nor to create enough memories which I
could pass onto him now that he has come of age
and, faced with the important task of raising his
own children, is in need of his father’s advice. You
can rest easily, because our son not only bears your
likeness, but is also as responsible and devoted to
his family as you were to us. My fondest memory is
of your gentleness as you held him in your arms
while he was still a baby.

I look back on our village home and the pleasure you
derived from working the land and looking after the
animals. All these years, I have missed our walks,
spending time together, and just talking to you. How
I need you to hear everything I have had to cling onto
with all my strength, everything I have longed to share
with you. All that's left is a permanently occupied part
of my heart, some clothes, and a wedding band — me-
mentos of the unforgettable moments we once shared.

Spiritually, our family is complete, unbroken, eternal.
You will forever live on in our hearts.

Author: Sladjana Remistar, wife




Cnuke cehiatba nopoAuua Hectanux H noruHynux Cpba
Yy PaToOBHMa fieBefleceTHx Ha npocropy Guswe Jyrocnasuje

Images of memories from families of missing and dead Serbs
in the wars of the 1990s in the former Yugoslavia
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