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“M e m o r y.......

personal story”
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The journey you are about to 
engage in is a collection of my 
personal diaries during the war 
in Sarajevo, [re]presented in an 

tell one individual story, and 

move, and have an affect on much 

lives and the world around them. 
This project illustrates the process 
of [re]constructing memories into 

placing banal plaques engraved 
with the bare facts, how can 
we make a tribute to a series of 
events—a time period that changed 
the fabric of the city—in a more 

How can we integrate digital 
phenomenon in the process of the 
post-war retrieval of information 

Storytelling is a tool that helps 

between the old and the new, light 
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“…It was a fresh summer night, sky deprived of 
stars, and hardly any signs of life. After hours 

allowed us to enter. I couldn’t see or hear much, 
except movements of those in front of me, but 
judging by intense scent of mildew and worm-

like smell of earth, I realized my mile long 
underground adventure had begun. There was no 
looking back, only the brave steps ahead into my 

new, and hopefully, safe and fruitful future...”
[ excerpt from war diary, July 1995 ]

could not remember certain stories, details of 

and at some point, we have all heard it at least 

them again, or to celebrate and highlight other 

memory is a tool we use to 

fashion, not the politics, listing to the sounds of 
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“…There’s a lot going on here in Sarajevo. 
Yesterday was a really wonderful day - my 

birthday. I went out with [friend] Jasna. She 
gave me a book about The Doors – very cool! 

…Sometime in the middle of the night, the 
phone rang. Actually, the phone rang several 
times, but none of us got up to answer it…an 
hour or so later, the phone rang again around 

5:30 am and [sister] Sabrina rushed to answer it. 
It was [uncle] Ibro. He wanted to talk to Mom…I 

thought somebody was in the hospital or even 
dead. Mom was talking to him, actually, she was 

only saying: “...Really?... ...Seriously? ...And what 
else?...Where?...You’re kidding?...” We all got up 

tell us what’s going on. She put the phone down 
and said: “Sarajevo has been surrounded during 

the night. The Serbs put the barricades in few 
places; they killed three people and wounded 
several.”  We turned the TV on to see the live 

broadcasting from few places around the city…I 
started joking and the whole thing was really 

funny to me. It would be too much for me to tell 

stopped, there was no school, and I called Jasna 
but she already knew about it...” 

[ excerpt from war diary, March 1992 ]

Figura-01

appeared to be preoccupied with the political 
shows, the evening news and the announcements 

“…I haven’t written to you in three days. 
Yesterday and today has been almost like a 
real war in Sarajevo. There was a peace walk 
yesterday. Well, it was supposed to be like 
that—peaceful—but unfortunately it wasn’t. The 
people started walking across the Brotherhood 
and Unity Bridge, and as we got closer, they 
started shooting. They were shooting from Vraca, 
the Police Academy, and the ones shooting were 
Serbs with snipers…Those idiots were shooting 
down at the unarmed people…some got shot, 
some wounded. I don’t understand how someone 
could do this…those are not human beings…” [ 
excerpt from war diary, April 1992 ]

“on” in Sarajevo and was spreading fast in other 
regions of Bosnia-Herzegovina. The school year 

safer and smaller streets, the shops and 
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grocery stores were closed or operating on the 
abbreviated schedule. The main boulevards and 

avenues were empty, and major intersections 

sniper bullets were precisely aiming at the target 
– anything that moved. The host for the 1984 

Winter Olympic Games was slowly but consistently 
suffocating its own citizens within the carefully 

constructed boundary around the city.

“...I was reading my old journals yesterday 
and I got depressed. It used to be so good – we 

were free. Now we live in one giant prison. Yep, 
Sarajevo is one huge prison. Everything is limited 
and predetermined: food, movement, electricity, 

water, phone, gatherings. Everything. After all, 
our life is predetermined and limited. Either 
you’re gonna live or you’re gonna get killed. 
There is no third. This is some inconceivable 
madness. Is it ever going to end? When? And 

when it does, what is going to happen with all of 
us and our destinies? I think nobody knows, not 
even God, if he even exists. My God exists, but 

even he is quiet and not saying a word…”
[ excerpt from war diary, March 1993 ]

graduating high school, and instead of getting 

Yesterday was awesome -- we had both 
electricity and water for eight straight hours…
hooray!! You could see the lights miles away. I 
swear, the entire city was awake, making pies 

and bread, washing clothes, watching movies…”

“I got in the van, the door shut and we started 
driving away. They say, “never look back”, but I 
had to – my mom looked frightened, tears rolling 
down her face, shaking…it was one the saddest 
moments of my life, and I couldn’t even cry. 
This was just the beginning of my adventurous 
journey, and I had no idea what to expect next.”           
[ excerpt from war diary, July 1995 ]

over, the immediate post-war reconstruction 

to be the same, feel the same, when it had 

as a sheer veil that can be wiped out or 

traces embedded in the tectonics of space 
– where fragments of walls, fallen columns and 
the minimal reminisce of structure, combined 
with written and graphic narratives allow us 

the natural contours of the river and invisible 
screens of the snipers served as impermeable 

to be more powerful than the massiveness of 

threshold between the two sides is just another 

plaques engraved with the bare facts, how can 

series of events—a time period that changed the 
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progressed? What are the tectonic and spatial 
qualities of the environment and surfaces? What is 
the sound of sadness, fear, life under siege? What 
is the resonance of the same?

“…The past 2-3 days have been rough. The 
grenades have been falling all around my house, 

within 100 meters. Last night, around 2am, I 
was woken up by the horrifying detonation; and 

then 4 more followed. It was really awful. I’m 
laying in bed, listening for sounds like an animal 

explosion…” [excerpt from war diary, January 
1994]

process of the post-war retrieval of information 

in addition to more common historical references 

compelling about this concept is that it is not just 

war], but also from a reference space, sound, 

Figura-02

a positive sign for change, economic growth and 

time does it have to elapse to allow for the new 

documentation of their most recent past? 

movie and audio clips, and digital multimedia, 

the impact that social conditions have on 
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of personal memories and characters, local and 

timeline to create representations of space as a 
continuum where events occur in an irreversible 

and various other studies that will enhance one’s 

after the war is enough to move on, start a new 

memory
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