
14th of April 1992. It was supposed to be just another spring day filled with laughter,

games and cheerful activities. Just an ordinary day in the life of a ten year old whose

only care in the world was how to outsmart her friends in the game of “hide and seek” or

how to beat her brother to a bigger slice of cake. Well at least that is what it was

supposed to be. Instead it turned out to be the day which will haunt me for the rest of

my life, day full of memories too hard to remember and yet much too precious to forget. 

Early in the morning I was woken up by my mum who told me to pack few things that I

need for one week holiday in Slovenia. This was highly unusual but I didn’t care, I was

going on a holiday. Not even the tearful eyes of my mother or the worried look on the

face of my father were enough to raise a suspicion in my mind. This was the first time I

was visiting Slovenia and for my brother and I, that was the only thing that mattered. I

paid no attention to strangely high number of people deciding to go on a holiday before

school holidays commenced. I overlooked the obvious signs of panic and distress on the

faces of people around me. Even the fact that my father was staying behind to guard

the house, in a town where most people left their front doors unlocked, was completely

ignored by me. I was too overwhelmed to notice, I was going on a holiday. 

At the bus stop, a large number of my family and friends came to say their goodbyes. In

turn, I was kissed and hugged by my grandmother, grandfather, various cousins, uncles

and friends. At one moment I heard my father calling to me. As I turned, our eyes met

and my heart stopped. Being the only daughter of a proud father, I had a very close

relationship with my dad. To me he was a symbol of strength, power and protection.

With him around, he provided me with a sense of security and confidence that he would

never let anything bad happen to me. My dad had a solution to every problem, answer

to every question and always time to tell his little princess how much he loved her. I was

his world and he was mine. Standing there, gazing into his eyes I began to wonder. Why

was this man, who commanded such a powerful presence amongst his family and

friends alike, standing there with a horrified look on his face and eyes full of tears? At

that moment I finally realised. This was not a holiday. Something was terribly wrong. 

Sensing the fear and panic boiling over me, my father pulled me closer, wrapped his

arms around me and held me tight for a while. He quietly whispered into my ear, telling

me not to worry and that everything was going to be alright. Immediately, I felt safe

again and I had no reason not to. Being in his arms I felt isolated from the rest of the

world and I knew that nothing could ever harm me. Little did I know that that was to be

the last time I felt that way and that I would never see his face or feel his gentle touch

again.
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Once on the bus, I started realising the true scope of just how serious the situation was.

The bus was overcrowded with crying women and screaming children. We were going

towards an unknown tomorrow uncertain of what the next step is and what is going to

happen to the loved ones left behind. Seated in my mother’s lap, I considered how

fortunate we were to even have a seat as most of the passengers were forced to be

content with a place on steps or floor. That bus was the only way away from the horrible

evil bearing down on my home town of Srebrenica and even a place on the dirty floor

with uncomfortable conditions was still considered a privilege. Approximately after an

hour into the unpleasant trip, we approached a checkpoint on the Bosnian border

guarded by uniformed chetnics. These were the men who only yesterday considered

themselves our neighbours and were frequent visitors to our homes. The same men who

today were acting as possessed beasts yelling and shouting at women and children

demanding money and precious valuables. I was struggling to come to terms with what

was going on. I was scared, frightened and confused. Holding on to my mother’s arm I

was too horrified to look at the man searching through her bag for money and jewellery.

The bus was also searched for any weapons or adult men hidden in its luggage

compartments and eventually, after all the passengers were relieved of any valuable

possessions, we were allowed to pass.

Even to this day, I cannot find the words to describe what was going through my head at

those moments. I was growing up too fast and struggling to grasp the reasons behind

the actions of those men and the trip itself. Atmosphere on the bus was dull after that

checkpoint. Everyone was occupied in their own thoughts, searching for answers,

praying and reflecting on what just happened. I might have been very young at that

time but I realised that my life as I knew it ceased to exist.  

What followed were the most difficult years of my life. We were placed in a refuge camp

in Slovenia with approximately 30 other families from Srebrenica. We all shared same

toilet facilities and dining area. I slept in the same bed as my brother and had to queue

up for a modest meal containing either baked beans or rice every day. For me and

about 100 other fellow Bosnians in the camp, life had suddenly turned terrible. But we

didn’t complain. It just didn’t seem fair to people left behind. 

News coming from Srebrenica and other parts of Bosnia were not encouraging at all. For

the first few months, we have had no contact with my father and stories circling the

camp about mass killings across Bosnia were enticing emotions not experienced before.

Every day was the same, filled with tears, prayers and eagerly anticipating any news

from Srebrenica. 

Eventually, my father somehow got in contact with us and although life didn’t get any

better at least it was a little bit easier knowing that he was safe and well. I only had one

chance to speak to him before the lines were cut and only form of contact became

through Red Cross letters. Each letter received represented hope and urged my family to

go on and believe in better tomorrow. It provided us with strength to believe that the day

will come when we will reunite again.  



After two months in Slovenia we migrated to Germany to join my uncle and his family.

The letters received kept us informed of situation in Srebrenica. Our home was burnt

down along with all belongings but at least dad and other family members were alive

and well. After a while we regained some of the dignity we lost. I started school and was

determined to prove myself. I couldn’t allow anyone to point their finger at me and treat

me differently. So I studied hard to make my parents proud. Life was still difficult. My

mom worked hard to provide us with every day necessities and dad was a constant

thought on my mind. I longed to hear his voice and to hold his hand again. I envied other

kids for having fathers to take them to school when it rains or to pick them up after dark.

It was a simple privilege but it was also the one that I will never have. 11th of July was the

day I finally realised that. 

As many of you already know, 11th of the July was the day the armed chetnics forces

entered the UN protected territory of Srebrenica and embarked upon pillaging, burning

and murdering all that was Muslim. Women and men, young and old. No one was

spared and nothing was sacred. Thousands of people were executed in a day, entire

villages burned to ground along with its residents, tens of thousands more banished

from their homes. All this while the whole world was watching and chose to do nothing.

Witnessing horrifying scenes on television sets, hundreds of kilometres away, was a

devastating experience for a young girl. Together with my mum and brother, I was

waiting and hoping for the phone to ring. I was waiting for a call from dad, telling us that

he is alive and that he is somewhere safe. I was waiting for a call that never came. We

lived in Germany for two more years until mum decided that it was time to turn the new

page of our lives and make a new start. 6 months later, we landed in Melbourne.  

Today I am 25, I have learnt a new language, made new friends and started a family of

my own. I live my life the best way I could to continue the legacy of my father. Just like

he did, I offer help to whoever needs it, I judge people by their actions and not religion, I

hold my head up high and have my own integrity. Events of Bosnian war, my mother’s

guidance and words of my dad echoing in my mind have made me the person I am

today. Many years have gone by now, obvious signs are harder and harder to face. But I

still hope. I am still waiting for the day my father will somehow return to us and we will

continue where we left off. He has left such a big void in my heart and missed so much

of my life. He wasn’t there to give me away at my wedding, he wasn’t there to see me

graduate and he wasn’t there to see his little princess grow into a woman. I have lived

my life as inspired by him. I hope that wherever he is he can look at me now and be

proud of who I’ve become and what I have achieved.      

11 of July doesn’t only mark the massacre committed upon innocent and weak, it marks

the attack on the human society itself. Instead of succumbing to despair and sadness,

the survivors of Srebrenica insist that the legacy of this crime is addressed. 

The simple fact is that by allowing the events of July 11 1995 to disappear into the

history books, would be a far greater crime then the crime itself.


