
My name is Hurija, and I was born in 1995 in the midst of war. I am a child of a martyr.

Today, I have decided to share my story with you in the hope that Srebrenica is never

forgotten and that such a tragedy never repeats itself.

The genocide in Srebrenica took away my father Refik, known as Fikro, my grandfather

Hasan, uncles Nurija, Zahid, Kemal, Mujo, Salko, Sadik, and Suljo, and many other family

members. Even though I don't remember them, I feel their absence throughout my entire

life. Although I don't remember the war, I live with its consequences every day of my life.

I don't have my father, and I don't remember him because I was only 6 months old,

which is the hardest for me. How many times I wished that like other children, I could call

someone Dad, Grandpa and Uncle.

My father was only 30 years old when he tried to escape through the forest in July 1995

but was unfortunately killed along the way. I regret that I never had moments with my

father. I never played with him, sang to him, held his hand, or joked with him, and how

many more small but significant moments, but it is not possible.

I often think about my father and his last breath. Did he mention me at that time? Did he

want to see my hands and face then? Did he think about how difficult it would be for me

to grow up without him?

No matter who I ask about my father, everyone tells me he was a good man, smart,

hardworking, and a great entertainer. My father is known as a violinist and singer; he

was one of the founders of the pre-war singing group. During the war, he played the

violin in villages to trade music for food, so we could eat. When I was younger, I always

hoped that my father would return. I hoped he had survived and would find us. I

remember when I was around five years old, I wanted a new cassette player and cried

loudly, "Dad, come buy me a new cassette player, please."

My mother told me that my father played the violin for me, and I watched him, and when

he stopped playing, I would cry. She said that he called me his little star because I was

small, and he wanted me to grow up and be a worthy girl.

I am most sorry that my father is not here to see how I have grown and to see his

grandchildren, who now carry his surname, and my youngest son carries his name. It

hurts me when children ask about their grandfather or when another man is called

grandfather because I remember when I was little and called other men “dad” because I

didn't have my own.
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On the day when Mum and Dad went to the hospital in Srebrenica for me to be born,

shells fell from Bratunac. I cannot imagine that situation and fear because the birth itself

is stressful for a woman, even without shelling. My mother knitted caps and socks for me

and turned her shirts into clothes for me.

Then six months after that when Srebrenica fell and we descended to Potočare in July

1995, my mother held me for seven days. We didn't have enough food or water, but Mom

fought for us and put her shirts on my feet because there were no diapers.

Somehow we survived all the shelling and shooting and the fall of Srebrenica and

Potočare. I am sad that my father could not survive and cross through that difficult path,

that day when Dad was killed, part of me was also killed. I need my dad more than ever. I

often turn on recordings in which my father plays the violin, and I hear his voice. I can't

count how many times I watched and cried with those recordings because I miss my

father so much.

We always need to remember what happened in Srebrenica, what happened in our

Bosnia. We need to talk about our martyrs so that their death is never forgotten.


