Crime Cannot Be Forgotten- The Perpetrators Must Be Punished

The Tenth Anniversary of the Beginning of War in Bosnia and Herzegovina

The 6th of April was the tenth anniversary of the beginning of the war in Bosnia and Herzegovina. In commemoration of this day, Women in Black from Belgrade and Women to Women from Sarajevo organized the panel discussion »Testimonies of the Srebrenica Massacre« in the Center for Cultural Decontamination in Belgrade. Testimonies were given by Zumra Sehomerović and Kada Hodzić from the Movement of Mothers Enclaves of Srebrenica and Zepa. Activists from twenty cities from across the country, representatives from public and cultural life and non-governmental organizations were present on this occasion.

Stasa: I am speaking to our dear friends from Bosnia and Herzegovina, our sisters in peace, but not only in peace; friends with whom we have established so many ties over all these years, to Zumra, Kada and Jadranka. 

Having been reading the book “Justice, not revenge” by Simon Vizental, published by Svijetlost, which I received as a present from my friends in Sarajevo, I am going to read out a sentence from it that says: “It is not good enough to enter everything in books because books, unlike people, cannot be asked.” 


However, my friends I would not only like to ‘ask’ you; we are also here to listen to you. Your pain echoed in our ears and we could hear you even when you were unable to testify about it. 


The fact that you have come here is very important to us. What you wish to convey to us is of utmost importance. Nonetheless, we need to show respect for your human and women’s dignity by asking you to choose what you would like to talk about and what you wish to ask us. 

Therefore, I wish to thank you, on behalf of Women in Black, and furthermore, on behalf of those citizens of Belgrade who supported us and with whom we attempted to transform intrinsic evil into actions against war; I wish to thank you for finding the strength to come here and listen to our individual opinions and judgments. And, above all, I would like to thank you for not regarding us as a part of the collective story. This was by no means easy, because our activities unfolded in a city whose regime had committed countless atrocities and was responsible for the massacre in your Srebrenica. 

Therefore, we know that we are responsible for what each one of us did or did not do. We know that moral autonomy impels us to take responsibility for what was being done in our name. It is also our wish to, in this way, acknowledge and pay our respect to your suffering and your grief. But, we wish to find out not merely in order to alleviate our feelings of guilt, responsibility and shame, but because it is just and honest to confront what happened to you. In this way, we wish to uphold your wish to work together in creating peace. Peace, not only the absence of war, but peace as a wish to face responsibility for what you have witnessed and experienced. 

                                                          KADA

 I wish you all a very warm welcome. How do I feel? My heart brims with joy when I see how many people there are in Belgrade who understand me and my grief: who understand us, from Bosnia, who were somehow cursed or doomed, for no reason I can understand, to be victims. 


We have been bereaved of our dearest. I have lost my son, my husband and my brother and there are no men left in my family. Yet, thank heavens, I have a living daughter who bore me two grandsons and somehow I have, again, a reason to live and someone to live for. But this is not all. It is such a relief to know that, in spite of this terrible tragedy, I am still surrounded by friends, because, without their support and understanding, I would have been devastated. 

Knowing that there are people who wish to hear us and who understand us has brought me back to life. In spite of the disaster that destroyed us all – because when politics has the upper hand, everything goes down the drain– there were people who resisted. That was the organization of Women in Black with whom we remained in touch and shared our ideas. We knew how to respect one another, to listen to one another and to recognize the right to life, to love, to beauty and to work. In fact, a human being needs the right to all those things regardless of the fact of who we are, whether we are Muslims, Serbs, Croats, Africans, or anything else. We all have the right to life and the right to choose our God depending on how we feel. It is a fundamental human right. 


I will not speak much longer. War is indeed a horrendous thing and I wish it would never happen again to anyone. I myself would not be able to experience what I have been through ever again. 


No one knew about us in Srebrenica. Yet, we were being shelled, murdered and tortured in all possible ways, which I do not wish to mention. Those of us who managed to survive remain deeply and painfully scarred forever. And yet, in a certain way I am proud, because I can tell when people can truly feel; when people are sensible. I think that it will instill me with the strength I need to join them in a struggle against evil, so that evil will never prevail again. In fact, I can assure you that war brings nothing but misery, poverty and suffering. And we can do without suffering. What we ought to do is build a better future, for my two grandsons, for your children and for the young generations to come. 


Somehow I feel a bit puzzled, but nonetheless happy for being here among you and for having been given the opportunity to talk about everything I have been through, and above all, because you have restored my faith in people. Thank you for that. 

ZUMRA

I am Zumra Sehomirovic from Srebrenica. Many of you know me, and many do not. This is my second visit here and I can say that I feel really good here and I would like to greet you all. 

After Novi Sad, this is the second time I have come to Yugoslavia, to Belgrade this time, and somehow with you I feel as if I am among my own people. 

I have always been strong and proud, believe me. But, over the past ten years, my life has somehow taken a wrong turn. And yet, being surrounded by people who offer me warmth and hope for a better future has helped me regain my pride. 

In April 1992, when the war in Bosnia and Herzegovina began, I happened to be in my hometown and all of a sudden I found myself caught in a whirlpool that has captured me to this day. I manage to roll on, to keep my head above water in the hope that one day I will emerge from it. 

The very beginning of the war caught me unprepared. I was not aware of who was supposed to attack me, where the threat was coming from, who was going to deprive me of the most precious, dearest and nicest things in life. Who, ultimately, was about to take my life away from me, the life I was entitled to live. And, believe me, I was practically deprived of all those during the war. As soon as the war started, we were besieged, cut off. For as long as three and a half years we lived in isolation, besieged, in an enclave consisting of 60,000 people. Those were not only the inhabitants of Srebrenica, but also many refugees from communities all the way from Zvornik to Visegrad, who had fled to Srebrenica looking for salvation. Since the beginning of the war, we merely struggled for survival. We were not in an agricultural area, we did not have land, we did not have gardens or fields. We used to earn our living. Our town used to have a sound, developed industry and we were all employed; everybody had a job. We also used to have our spa – Guber, famous for its iron rich water and curative for many diseases-- so the community had revenue and therefore the population benefited  as well. 

Soon after large numbers of people poured in, food became scarce. We, the residents of Srebrenica, shared what we had with those people and we all ran out of food. We had to find ways, by going to Bratunac, to the village of Volavica, from where people were bringing food, because it is an agricultural area and the population had stocks of food. So the peasants would take up to 80 or 100 people to their farms to collect supplies of food: corn, wheat, beans, whatever they had. That is how it was until there was food. When those stocks were consumed, people roamed the fields picking premature corn, but that saved their lives. My aunt, who had fled from Zaluzje, used to say that she had to go to pick hybrids in order to feed the family. 

Life in the city was extremely difficult. At the end of 1992 and the beginning of 1993, people were dying of hunger. The first to go were the children and old people. We lived on hazelnut tree catkins; we scratched the bark and made bread out of it; we ate chips of tree bark and that was almost impossible to digest. People could not cope with that and they were dying one after another, dying of hunger, literally. Hungry children went from door to door, with their eyes wide open, asking one single question: Is there any bread? No child ever asked for sweets, or chocolate, only for bread. 

We were besieged from everywhere. There was a tank on every mountain around Srebrenica and every tube was pointed to the city. We were being shelled daily and every fired shell hit a target. Believe me, there was no time for mourning in Srebrenica, because one could get killed any minute. It was soon forgotten who had been killed two or three hours ago, because new casualties were pouring in all the time. I struggled for survival with great difficulty, but I somehow managed to feed my family. Unfortunately, my son was wounded on October 13, 1992 and that was an awful experience. I had no food, and he was released from hospital on the third day, because the conditions there were appalling. The hospital was in a sorry state. People were having their arms and legs amputated with common saws, because there were no instruments. We only had a department for internal medicine. There was no surgical department, and wounds were being dressed in the most primitive way. After my son had spent two days in hospital, we brought him home, because we could not bear to watch him in those conditions, and the doctor came to put stitches on his wound. It was an open wound, big enough to hold my hand. When the doctor began to work, my son screamed so loudly that I thought the tiles on the roof were going to burst. Then, soaking in sweat, he took a cushion from the couch and stuffed it into his mouth. I still cannot explain how he managed to do that. That is how it was and he pulled through. 

But in January, my son got ill with hepatitis, and I practically had no food left. Can you imagine how I felt with him lying there, and not a lump of sugar, not a pinch of flour in the house, let alone other things a sick person needs. 

The whole war had been very difficult. But I have to tell you that I was a textile worker, and used to work in a mill. That was a light clothing embroidery mill from Zvornik. They had a workshop in our town where we produced items for the European market. During the war, we managed to save the machines and we worked under shell crossfire. We managed to sew caps and baby garments for newborns. We had some leftover cloth in our mill, and toward the end of 1993 we received some cloth from UNHCR so that we were able sew trousers and blouses for our children and give them something to wear. 

The first humanitarian relief arrived on the 7th of March 1993. American planes dropped some lunch packets and that was a real treat for the 8th of March. It was the first time we had decent meals on our tables. For three and a half years we had gone without salt and that had been hard enough. When foreigners ask us how it had been, we tell them to bake unsalted bread and cook unsalted beans, and they will know just how it had been for us. 

Nevertheless, we had survived it all and as of 1993, when Srebrenica was proclaimed a safe haven, we were placed under UN protection. However, that was made possible exclusively owing to the women of Srebrenica, who got organized and stopped Philippe Morion. Had it not been for that, Srebrenica would not have been demilitarized. The women of Srebrenica guarded General Morion day and night in organized shifts, preventing him from leaving, because Srebrenica would have been crushed immediately. It was then that disarming took place. The little armament the citizens possessed, such as hunting rifles and some hand made rifles which I had the opportunity to see-- they were about 60 or 70 centimeters long, with tubes, something very primitive indeed – anyway, they took all that away from us, destroyed it and protected us. But, although we were being protected, we were shelled again and bombed, and I call tell you, we were bombed from Serbia. We were bombed from planes that the Bosnian Serbs did not possess. I have to say that only the JNA had the MIGs, the Bosnians did not have them. It was the MIGs that bombed us, from Tara, from Ponikve near Kadinjaca, from the Yugoslav territory. We were not bombed from Bosnia. But we were shelled from there.

They continued shelling us daily and people were being killed all the time. Sometime in August 1993, in front of the secondary school, in the afternoon, young people had gathered in a football field for a tournament between the people from Zvornik and Srebrenica, because there were refugees from the Zvornik community, and from Vlasenica, and others as well. While they were playing, the Chetniks fired four mortar shells from the mountain and 86 people were killed on the spot. There were streams of blood everywhere, and torn human bodies, heads and legs and arms could not be pieced together.

This might be a bit tiring, but I feel the need to tell you what happened to us. Every bombing incurred tremendous fear, even the mere sound of airplanes. While the MIGs were raiding us, there were also those cassette bombs I had never heard of before. And often we were bombed from small, agricultural airplanes. Their bombs were filled with some thin iron waste and nails, and when they exploded that burst into the air. Those who were hit did not stand a chance of surviving. This may sound unbelievable, but I know people who had 5 mm scratches, but did not survive. They must have contained some poison, and we were not equipped to treat such wounds. Well, all that happened and we struggled on until 1995. 

In May 1995, rumors went around that we were going to be attacked by the Uzice corps, or the Valjevo and Novi Sad corps and we wondered what business the Novi Sad corps had in Srebrenica. It was a bit odd, but indeed, on 11th July, we had to flee from our town. 

We had been attacked by the Novi Sad, Valjevo and Uzice corps at the same time and also by the corps from Drina and Bosnia and Herzegovina. Therefore, the enclave with 60,000 people had been attacked with such numbers in order to be banished in the cruelest way, out of whom more than ten thousand and several hundred did not survive. On that 11th of July at three o’clock, I left my house. I had been waiting for news and it was the last news I heard in my house, because, unfortunately, I have not yet returned there. I live as a refugee in another town, but in my Bosnia and Herzegovina. I barely managed to hear the news, when I had to leave the house. My husband and I were carrying our jackets. 

But, I did not tell you that my son had left Srebrenica in September 1994, when he went to Zepa to buy some living supplies. The child outwitted me. He had arranged it with some pals, and I did not even know. Six days later I found out that my son had crossed into the free territory of Tuzla, thank God. He managed to survive. 

When we were leaving the house, my husband and I, carrying only our jackets, he said: “You know what, we have to go back and bury under firewood the little food we have left, because people are going to break into our house and take away the last supplies we have left.” It was a sweltering July day, extremely hard on us. We returned and buried under the wood 10 kilos of flour, two liters of oil, a kilo of sugar and a handful of salt. We did not think that we would not come back, that we would be away for such a long time. We had to go, because the first Chetnik hoards were entering the town, shooting. There was so much shooting that even now, when I go back to that day in my thoughts, it seems to me that the sky was burning, let alone the earth. While we were pacing along the street, bullets were falling behind me, and each time a bullet hit the asphalt, it flashed in front of my eyes, but, somehow, we were lucky and we pulled through. 

We arrived at Potocare, because the UN troops, the soldiers of the Dutch battalion, had told us to go to their base, where we would be safe, as they said. The journey to Potocare was difficult, through a shower of mortar shells, which I managed to go through and stay alive. I shall never forget my encounter with those feeble elders in front of the emergency room of the Outpatient Department. A dozen elderly women were lying on sponge mattresses tied to infusion tubes; they had just been thrown out in front of the door, as no one had obviously had the time to collect them or drive them away, so they were abandoned and so helpless, and I was unable to help them. Walking down the street, I arrived in front of my factory, the embroidery mill, where there was a group of old people sitting on the pavement and trying to crawl slowly further on. About fifty meters away from there, there was a transportation vehicle and my husband asked a Dutch soldier to go back and pick them up. He managed to make himself understood and to persuade them to take them to Potocari. 

We were walking along that five kilometers long stretch of road on that scorching day of July, and everywhere around we could see piles of clothes, shoes and other items that had just been thrown away by the road, as people could no longer carry them. In Potocare, we came across a group of exasperated people who knew neither where there were going, nor what they were doing there. They only kept asking one another when they had arrived, where certain persons were, whether they had been seen and which way they had gone. I spent two nights at Potocari, in the open air. The days were extremely hot, but it was very cold at night. 

On the first night, we cherished some hope that we would only stay there for some time before we returned to our homes. On the second day, it was a Tuesday, the Chetniks walked in and began calling out people by their names and taking them away. It was then that two of Kada’s brothers were taken away, and our Habib’s two sons, of the Tepic family, all those were people I knew and with whom we lived together. Again, some people barged in and called out a list of names, and those people never returned. After they had been taken away, more men in uniforms wriggled in among us. They were all wearing uniforms of the Dutch soldiers and they all had helmets with the UN sign. But, suddenly, there was a big outcry, clamor and commotion. “What in the world are these Dutch soldiers doing, they are taking away our children, what do you want our children for, give them back to us!” 

If they came across a young girl, she had to go with them. It was incredible that they should have invited us to their base in order to protect us, and now they were doing this! However, the truth is that the Chetniks had disarmed the Dutch soldiers, put on their uniforms  and stepped in among the people to commit atrocities. They were taking away men, they were taking away girls, and they started killing and stabbing as of the second day. 

The second night in Potocari was the hardest. I cannot find words to describe those cries, moans and the misery hovering over the people, nor can that be conveyed to someone who did not live through it. Those were some horrendous growls; wails and howls that words cannot depict or describe. Horror films are a far cry from that. 


And I have to say that I have not been able to sleep much lately, and this film unrolls in my mind, and I say to myself: My goodness, I go on talking about human suffering, but I must also remember the animals. The whining of the tied cattle and the neighing of thirsty and hungry horses resounded throughout the deaf hours of the night. Believe me, it was a calamity both for the people and for the animals. 

KADA


Let Zumra rest for a while. I wanted to spare you from hearing this dreadful story, but on that night in Potocari – believe me – I thought that it was the end of the world. We could hear people choking. A woman was bewailing: “They have stabbed my son, the UNPROFOR soldiers stabbed my son!” 


This cannot be described. At daybreak, my husband had dozed off for a while. My brother had been taken away that afternoon. I told my husband: “Let us go out of here, even if we get stabbed, I can no longer bear this!” A barricade had been erected. Then a truck arrived. People were crammed so close together that they had nowhere to move. Yet the truck made its way through the crowd. What happened to those who came under the wheels? If someone fainted, they could not even fall down, so tightly packed together we were. The scorching heat… No water… People crying…. Some twenty women gave birth, prematurely, amid such a crowd. Nowhere could we turn for help. Then, transportation began. There was a brief sense of relief  because we were going to board buses and go somewhere. A group of people, I recall they were wearing black, pressed a rifle barrel against my husband’s neck. I glanced briefly at him as they led him away. He disappeared before I could utter a word. 


So I entered the bus speechless and my mind had gone blank. I had stopped thinking. I had no wish to live, nothing. The bus headed on and on. The driver inserted a cassette and started the music. That awakened me, somehow. I felt a grudge, and he looked round and understood that music was the last thing we wanted. He opened a packet of Marlboro and passed it around. He had this peculiar accent so he must have been from Serbia. All the buses belonged to “Strela” from Valjevo, “7th July” Sabac, “Lasta” and “Transport” from Zvornik. They were all involved in that transportation. However, that man really behaved in a humane way; there was a streak of compassion in him. He turned around, and the children were crying, and said that we would stop to get some water and he did stop by the road. He took some water and said: “Give that to the children and take care of them, they are all you have left!” 


And we had already gone past Bratunac and were heading downtown. We could see our captured men everywhere, with their hands tied, some of them naked to the waist. I said to myself: “Yes, I will recognize my son, and my brother Mustafa who has taken to the woods, and will recognize them but no, no, they cannot be here, they will be back”. We arrived at Tuzla. A month went by, and another one, and I asked every passer-by: “Have you seen my Samir anywhere?” No one had. As if he had disappeared from earth. He never showed up again. Those are immense wounds. 


However, I say, let no one ever suffer again. Let no mother ever bewail! Whatever happened is over and cannot be amended. But, trust me, it was sheer terror! Whatever might   have happened, no one deserved such a horrid punishment. And what in the world had we done?  We used to live as one benevolent people. That is how I felt. I would never have thought that a man, or a group, would split us apart and make us murder one another! That was sheer disaster! God forbid anything like that should ever happen again! And if God will, if there are sane people around, it never will. This is something no one should ever experience. And we could go on for days talking about details. Yet, I will never be able to put into words all that I felt and lived through! It is incredible to think that a human being can outlive such things! But humans are strong. You cannot imagine how strong one can be!


During the war, I made 19 trips in order to provide food. I used to travel over the mountain for two days. How many times did a group get killed, because of landmines. But we kept on going there anyway. The struggle for food, at times of famine, is formidable! It is a desperate struggle. You cannot imagine the proportions of that struggle! Drenching wet, soaked under the rain, wading through the snow, benumbed by the cold, I was proud to bring back home two or three kilos of corn! If only my family had survived, how proud I would have been! 


When there was no electricity during the war, we used to make mini generators, from the engines of cement mixers and with wire, and we produced power, we listened to the radio and even watched television from time to time; we made chargers and filled the batteries. The people coped with the difficulties; we are an inventive people indeed, but God forbid it should ever happen again. 


No one gained from that war. You should see how hard it is for the Serbs in Republika Srpska. That is sheer poverty. And in Srebrenica, there is nothing. They cannot start the water supply system, and what good water we used to have! There is nothing but weeds. The people are wretched, desolate and sullen. It is devastating. No one has gained. We are all losers. Everything that used to be good has been ruined and no one has anything left. All of us have been plundered, torched, and pillaged, except for a handful of warmongers. And if that is good, if that makes them happy, let it be that way. 

ZUMRA


On the second day, General Mladic came to Potocare. He stood right there, next to me, brimming with joy for having banished people from their homes, before some other people the city belonged to. Allegedly, it never belonged to us, but that does not matter now. He stroked some boys on the head and told us, those are his exact words, that no one had reason to worry, that no one should panic, that all the women and children would be transferred to Tuzla, and that all the men would be set apart and taken to Pale, where he would exchange them for his own soldiers who had allegedly been captured in Sarajevo. And those very boys that he stroked were to be taken away, at the parting point down there, on the 12th and 13th of July, those mere children have been missing to this day! So much about the promise he gave in Potocari. 


And so I awaited the second night in agony, and dawn came on the 13th of July. While I was sitting amid this crowd, about eleven o’clock, a woman nearby gave birth, and we had nothing to lay the newborn baby on, because we had all left empty-handed. We had barely found a peace of cloth to wrap up the child, when an old man died and some children began calling out. They called out to my husband to come, because a relative of his had hanged himself. That was because he had three daughters with him, and he feared that they would take them away and abuse them in front of him, and he hanged himself because he did not want to live to see that. 


At the same time, people were being born and were dying, they were being led away and stabbed, and I was sitting amid that whirlpool where life stopped only in a wink, and the commotion, the clamor and shrieks continued and we went on. 


We arrived at a line some twenty meters away from the place we were supposed to reach, now one by one. Trucks with Sabac registration plates were already driving out of Srebrenica loaded with spoils from our pillaged houses, where they had collected what they needed, while they were still threatening us that they would stab us and kill us and calling us names all along, telling us that we were women of this and that kind. 


We arrived at a spot where I was supposed to part with my husband. Here a part is missing, where Zumra says how she will never forget the weight of her husband’s hand on her left shoulder that seemed as if it had been impregnated in her inner being… He was being led away and I could not utter a word, and now I regret not having at least tried to do something… - check if you have that on the cassette, because Zumra herself cannot remember what exactly she said…


In front of us, ten meters away, a nine-year-old boy was taken away from his mother, while she was struggling with them as a lioness and trying to tear him out of their grip. 



I arrived from Potocari in a truck. In Bratunac, the women were throwing stones at us. The truck was covered with tarpaulin. Those who went by bus might have been better off. At least they did not get stoned. People were breaking bottles and throwing bottlenecks at us, some got hit on the head and blood gushed, and there was no one to dress the wound, so blood just sprinkled around in that heat. 

We arrived at Kravica where the Chetniks awaited us, stopped the truck and came towards us drunk, with messy hair and holding out some big knives, threatening that unless we gathered 5,000 DEM within an hour, they would cut our genitals and do horrible things to us before they killed us. 


They told us that if we did not manage to gather that money, we should look over there and see what they had already done to our men they had captured along the way, in the woods stretching from Srebrenica in the direction of Tuzla. On one hill we could see some two o three hundred men sitting, with their hands behind their necks, helpless, surrounded by heavily armed soldiers. And they were telling us that unless we gave them the money, they would kill them all. Unfortunately, we had no money. They wanted to take away two young girls, but that provoked new outbursts and shrieks that made them withdraw a bit, and we went on. We ran into the same kind of problems in Vlasenica, where we were stoned again. Having arrived at Tisce, we walked on for nine kilometers, and we had to drag and carry the old people, who could no longer walk. 


The road between Tisce and Starici, which served as some kind of buffer zone, was covered with grass and it looked very unusual to me. Grass had grown out of the asphalt! I was bewildered, because I had never walked along an asphalt road that looked like a meadow.


It had been raining hard and the river was high; it roared ominously and the people were embittered. We arrived at Tuzla and they accommodated us in Dubrave, in tents that had already been erected. We had already been expected there; they knew we were due to arrive. We stayed there for 10 to 15 days, and then we dispersed; some people had relatives they could stay with, some went abroad, anyway, the tent camp disappeared and those of us who remained in Tuzla got organized and started looking for our 10,000 missing men. Actually, we did not know they had disappeared, we thought that they were still alive somewhere!


For the first time, we staged a protest in front of the International Red Cross. It was supposed to be a peaceful protest: we appealed to the international institutions and the UN, and everyone else. We sought an answer to the question what had happened to our men who had been held up behind us. Three months went by, and there was still no news whatsoever. We were only seeking the truth and nothing else. After our peaceful protest was ended, no one ever deemed of addressing us in any way. And it was then that we raised hell, infuriated, by throwing stones at the International Red Cross. They called us mad animals, commenting that communication with us was not possible, because we were a savage people. And that is how they presented us to the world. In general, that is how the women of Srebrenica were featured in the media and nobody felt the need to talk to such folks. They simply concluded that we were some kind of homeless people. In Tuzla, we were even asked if we had ever seen television, if we had cars and whether we worked. They would not believe that we did have houses, cars and jobs. And yet, the life we had in Srebrenica before the war had been really good.  We live in Sarajevo at the moment, but it is not as if we would trade the life we used to have for this one in Sarajevo. 

We used to be a small town in the province, where everyone knew one another, like a large family. We used to live in harmony; we celebrated Orthodox family patron saints and Muslim holidays, and birthdays and weddings and there did not used to be any divisions; we were one community. 

And what happened then, believe me, I do not know! Things just happened!


After the signing of the Dayton accord in 1995, the canton of Sarajevo was deserted, because the Serbs reckoned that they should live in one state, so they collected all their possessions, they even dug out their dead, and took everything with them and settled on Bosnians’ property in order to start a new life. We came from Tuzla. No one had invited us, but no one had chased us away, either, when we arrived in the canton of Sarajevo. When I got there, I occupied a Serbian apartment, a 40 square meter bed-sitter. There were no windows nor doors, the toilet basin and the faucets were missing; there was only floor paneling and two windowpanes. It was piled with garbage. I cleaned up everything and repaired everything and have lived there ever since. 


In Sarajevo, we got organized again and we formed the Association for Tracing the Missing. A Memorial Center has also been established, which is air-conditioned, so it is bearable to go in and look. Unfortunately, the process of identification is slow; few people have been identified in terms of their names and family names and only 5,600 have been exhumed, unearthed from mass graves. All the exhumed bodies were photographed, and so were their clothes and any other objects they might have possessed, everything has been washed and exhibited and published in books so that the families could recognize something. The families of the missing are having their blood tested for DNK analyses, which is supposed to facilitate identification. 


New crimes are being committed with regard to the posthumous remains. All the mass graves where the Bosnians were buried are being dug out and the bodies are being dislocated in order to conceal the magnitude of the crime, so that 500 bodies would not be found in a grave, but 20 or 30 instead. 


Last year we were in Cancari and Kamenica near Zvornik. That area has literally been ground – it is like minced meat – you cannot tell anything apart. I am sure that it will never be known who was buried there, that their names will never be found out. We pledge that all the bones be buried. You know that Women in Black were present at the commemoration of the five years after the fall of Srebrenica. The foundations for a mass tomb were laid down, but we have not managed to bury a single body there. We hope that by the time of the seventh anniversary, we will at least have started with the burials. 


Our struggle is immense. For us, the war is not yet over, because we are still displaced persons and refugees in our own country, and have not returned to our homes after six and a half years. War criminals are still at large and for us the war is still going on. Above all, according to the Dayton accord, everyone is entitled to their property and the Serbs are now fighting for theirs in the federation. I am not happy in that Serbian apartment and I have not driven in a single nail, because it belongs to somebody else, but I have to live somewhere. Unfortunately, they threaten to dislodge us. I have to leave that apartment now, I have to get out of there in spite of the fact that two Serbian families from Donji Vakuf live in my three-storey house in Srebrenica, which I cannot repossess. I do not know where I will go. But, two months ago, I got a grandson, so as long as he is alive and kicking, I might as well live under a tent. 


A human being is not made of wood.  At times, I feel the need to speak of what they have done to us. Although we were ravaged by evil, my message would be that Srebrenica should never be repeated anywhere in the world against anyone whatsoever. 

              Stasa: Yes. I think that I can, on behalf of everyone present, thank you for your strength and your courage and trusting us enough to be able to tell us everything you have told us. 

While you were talking, I remembered what the mothers from May Square once told me, talking about their Argentine public, who had been accomplices and hostages of the military junta. They said: “Stasa, we told them: there is no justification in saying that we did not know.” We said: “ If you did not know before, you know now! We speak to you with our grief.”


And I have to tell you that those of us who are present here today, had wanted to know and we knew. And I also wish to tell you that our friends from many cities in Serbia are present here and that together we are trying to increase the number of those who wish to know. We do not know how visible our results will be. 


But together, we are stronger!


If you agree, let us speak with our friends outside, in the courtyard. 


Reported by Women in Black

Belgrade, June 2, 2002
