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To our parents 

Milena, Aca, 

Caka and Duja
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on 31st of May,  

i left Pula, Istria...

I ate the sandwich I’D Carried  

with me from Pula.

I still Had a few 

hours to kill 

before my friend 

finished his shift.

...AND ARRIVED IN 

London, england.
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finally i made it  

to HIS FRONT DOOR.

I Hadn’t seen him in years. 

Sasha was just as warm  

and welcoming as  

I’d remEMbered. 

AND My life in London on the 18th floor BEGAN.

On THE sunday we cycled to a car boot sale.
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AT THE CAR BOOT SALE we met up 

with Michel, Sasha’s friend of many 

years. he was from MoNtenegro 

and workED as a taxi driver. he 

would do anything for his friEnds.

Michel invited us 

over to his place. 

he lived nearby.

at his HOUSE we started 

THE first of many long 

conversations.
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michel offered us a 

bar of chocolate. I 

ate the whole thing.

At some point 

someone suggested 

going to the pub.

In the pub we were 

chatting away, talking 

about tennis, politics, 

capitalism, economics... 

...the usual stuff...

Let’s go to my 
place
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In sasha’s living 

room with some 

cheap red wine...

AS WE TALKED, a 

record was playing in 

the background.

...some movie director from 
Belgrade I met in Zurich on 

my way to London...

what are we 

listening to?

Miles Davis, 
kind of blue
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Autumn 1991 in 

fact. I was a 

soldier at the 

time... you know...

MILES DAVIS died, 

didn’t he?

Are you 

sure?

yes, in 1991

Yes, I am
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Sasha’s 
story
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we were in the transporter, 

listening to the radio...

Miles davis, one of the  

jazz greats, died today....
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around the same time, 

toma zdravkovic, A 

famous local folk 

musician, had died too. 

the alarm sounded...

suddenly the transporter 

jumped and we bumped our 

heads against the roof.

but soon we had other things 

to worry about.
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...and we were 

led into...

...the darkness.

we could see and 

hear explosions 

in the distance.
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later on I needed to go to 

the toilet, so I made my way 

into the cornfield nearby.

just as I was about 

to start, a machine gun 

started firing. I could 

hear the bullets flying 

through the field.
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strangely the first 

thought that went through 

my mind was not fear...

...but the feeling of 

embarrassment of 

dying with my trousers 

round my ankles.

not exactly a 

heroic death.

I picturED a monument 

in our home town... that 

image rather amused me. 

not the most appropriate 

reaction, i guess...

Sasha
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but I managed to pull my 

trousers back on, and 

made it back to safety.

that was the first time  

I saw the enemy.

we spent the night there, 

on the edge of village 

called sarvas.

the 

transporter 

felt like the 

only safe 

place to 

sleep

they were just silhouettes 

in the windows of A brick  

building that was on fire. 

from the transporter we 

could see the enemy lines 

using the infrared viewer.

^
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but occasionally...

what was that? 

can’t see anything... 

never mind...
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one day...

...a young solder 

was sunbathing on 

the transporter.

get 

down! 

get 

down!
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Pathetic!  

their sharp    

shooters  

are useless

he didn’t sit 

there much 

longer though.

Attack  on 
Sarvas
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Attack  on 
Sarvas

 

^
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was anyone 
killed?

I don’t think 
anyone died 
before the 

attack

but While we 

were ‘liberating’ 

sarvas there 

were some 

casualties 

^

My understanding is that one side was 

left open to allow Croats to retreat. 

otherwise the battle would have been 

much more ferocious.
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we spent the entire duration of 

the battle inside the transporter.

EACH time the driver hit the brakes, 

we’d fly forwards and bang our  

helmets against one another.

what  
happened?

mines! 

nothing 

to worry 

about, I 

know what 

I’m doing...

SCREECH!!!



30

yes, most of the time we didn’t even know what was 

going on outside. i felt as though I was watching the 

war through a keyhole.

we didn’t fire a single 
bullet during the 

whole ATTACK

i felt completely powerless, like 

nothing was in our control.

The whole 
time?

what’s 
happening?

can you see 
anything?
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The whole battle probably lasted only  

a few hours, but it felt like an eternity.

Finally!!!

it’s over! 
we’ve 

liberated 
sarvas!

^
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there was the stench  

of dead animals... 

...and of food rotting in 

fridges. there hadn’t been 

any electricity in the village 

for a while.

the streets 

were deserted.
That Evening
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in the distance we could see a huge fire.  

apparently it was a big chemical factory burning.

some local farmers 

with guns took part in 

the battle. but in the 

evening they decided to 

leave their positions.

That Evening

where do 
you think 

you’re 
going?

we’re  
going  
home
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what do 
you mean, 

‘home’? you 
can’t just 

leave!

we have 
to feed 
our pigs

that was the first 

night in a long  

while where we 

slept under a 

proper roof.
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the electricity got reconnected and we took  
the chance to watch some serbian TV

Yet again 
Croatian  
  forces  
  broke the    
   ceasefire

those 
crooks

yes we 
did!

We 
showed 
them

Hooray!

  yugoslav  

army forces    

  responded  

     firmly

And as  

a result...

the  

   village  

      sarvas  

      was    

         liBerated     

        today

^
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then croatian tv:

boooo!

shut up!

 Today, after  

a merciless  

bombing campaign,   

       Serbian  

    aggressors...

...occupied 

the 

slavonian  

    village  

       sarvas

^

change 

the 

channel!

bloody 

liars!
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why are they liars? 
didn’t you see with your 
own eyes what happened 

today?

what are you 

talking about?

whose 

side are 

you on?

are you 

stupid or 

something?

they started 

this whole 

bloody war

don’t 

listen to 

him!

what’s 

wrong with 

you?

what about all 

the serbs they 

slaughtered 

before we 

arrived? 
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in the morning the chemical factory  

was still burning...

... and we finally got some rest.
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partLy out of some  

abstract feeling of dutY 

or obligation towards the 

country, even though I’ve 

never been patriotic at all

but there was also 

the fear that some of 

my friends might go 

to war and get killed, 

and the feeling of guilt 

afterwards would 

be unbearable. just 

imagine if me or my  

mum met their parents 

on the street...

Why on 

earth did 

you go to 

the war?
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“coward”

didn’t go to war after 

he got drafted

“HERO”

did go to war

your mum said a similar 

thing to me when i got BACK. 

She said she’d been worried 

about how i’d react to the 

fact that you didn’t go to 

war after you  

got drafted .

your decision was a bit 

easier than mine. by the 

time you were drafted, lots 

of people had already 

refused to go. but FOR me 

it was less clear what the 

consequences would be for 

not going
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“coward” 

(was afraid 

of war)

“coward”

(was afraid 

of prison) 

in my mind, it felt a bit like 

choosing between going to 

prison or going to war, and 

prison seemed like the worse 

option. that definitely played 

part in my decision

so in a way me 

going to war was 

a cowardly act
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so both of 
you were 
scared?

yes!
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^

*Slobodan Milosevic, authoritarian politician, president of the republic of 

serbia, 1989-1997, and of the federal republic of yugoslavia, 1997-2000

I’d been afraid of war 

 since the late 1980s, from 

when milosevic started 

inflaming Serbian nationalism  

and pushing the country 

towards civil war. he is the 

man most responsible for 

the break up of Yugoslavia

my father was 

opposing milosevic on 

the local level, so I 

was worried I’d be one 

of the first to be sent 

to the frontline

which is  

exactly what 

happened

^

^
’

’

’
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the letter arrived when 

I was away at university. 

the people who 

delivered it to my  

mum were laughing  

and could barely hide 

their satisfaction.

at that moment i was 

driving back home, 

blissfully unaware 

of what was in store 

for me.

Meanwhile my father was 

on his way back from 

Hungary, where he’d gone 

to collect his redundancy 

pay. The Croatian company 

he worked for had laid 

him off, as the war had 

already started in Croatia.
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when I got home my 

mum was crying.

I Spoke to a few of them.

everyone was telling 

me the same thing.

my mother was 

talking to her 

friends too.

but I had 

already made 

up my mind.

I got 

drafted

sasha got 

drafted

I got 

drafted
  don’t go, you   

weren’t at home    

 when the letter    

 arrived... just go    

 back to uni, they  

   won’t find you

Don’t be 

crazy, 

don’t go!

i started calling 

my friends.
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That evening I said my goodbyes to my friends.

i also packed my 

camera, entertaining 

some photojournalisM 

dream. But once the 

bullets started flying 

around me, the camera 

was the last thing  

i thought of.

i said goodbye  

to my girlfriend.

be careful
are you sure 

you want  

to go?
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that night
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I had terrible 
nightmares and 
didn’t get much 

sleep
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I left. my mum cried.

THE NEXT MORNING

The Barracks
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The Barracks
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that first afternoon we were given...

sign 

here!

sign 

here!
Food 

utensils

sign 

here!

uniforms

a rucksack, 

a belt, and 

a shovel...

a gas 

mask
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the pile was 

growing...

next the 

helmets 

arrived.

and finally, 

the ak-47.
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Night 
Stories
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All 

sorts of 

stories  

were being 

told

My friend  

just came 

back from 

the front 

line, he  

says he  

saw many 

blown-up  

tanks... 

Some guy from 

my village 

says that 

Croats are 

burning 

slaughtered 

Serbs’ bodies 

in their local 

brick plant...

Night 
Stories



60

we had this idea that the croatian 

soldiers were ...

i’ve  
heard 
that 
... 

they 
say that
... 
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... vicious and merciless

Everyone had their own worries

the tank crews...

 I’ve 

been 

reading 

about 

some 

 new kind of anti-tank mines that 

                                         explode...
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The Line-up



63

the lieutenant colonel addressed us

The Speech 
I know  

there are 

lots of 

rumours 

going round. 

where i’m 

taking you is 

certainly 

no picnic

bullets 

are flying, 

bombs are 

falling

i’ve even 

seen human 

intestines 

hanging 

from the 

trees
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but so 
far I 
haven’t 
lost a 
single 
soldier

you too 
will all 
come 
back 
alive

or, at 
worst...

some of 
you

might get 
lightly 

wounded

and as 
long as 

you do 
what I 

tell you 
to do...
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is that 

clear?



66
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do you 
still find 
it funNy?

CLICK!
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when we were in Vukovar* hiding behind 

the tanks, under heavy fire...

uh, what an idiot!

perhaps, but he was 
also a very brave 

officer

* vukovar is a city in croatia, the site of some fierce combat in 1991
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at one point they stopped shooting at us...

and started 

shooting at 

someone running 

towards us.

he was 

crAwling, 

running, 

jumping...
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when he 

reached us  

we realised 

it was the 

lieutenant 

colonel. 

he was just 

checking on us.

everyone ok?

then he left the same way he arrived.

to croatian soldiers it was much more 

valuable to take out an officer than any of 

us normal soldiers. most officers hid their 

epaulets as a result, but he didn’t.

Lieutenant

captan
lieutenant 
colonel

major
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my platoon 

commander got 

wounded within the 

first thirty seconds  

of fighting.

one of the soldiers 

carried him away.  

later I would meet 

him again in the 

hospital.

I’m wounded! 
someone help me
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no, we were stationed in 

some fields. We mostly 

spent our time digging.

we were told that 

forty-five days was the 

longest they could 

keep us unless war was 

declared, and our forty-

fifth day was nearing

the final result was an 

almighty trench in the 

middle of nowhere. we 

didn’t mind too much though,  

since we expected to be 

sent home any day.

so you went to 

vukovar from sarvas?
^
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Special 
announcement

...borislav jovic* made an announcement

and then...

considering what was going on around us, this 

seemed like the mother of all understatements.  

i thought it was just another irrelevant politician 

making another irrelevant announcement.

* acting President of the federal republic of Yugoslavia at the time

I declare A state of 

pre-war emergency

at that moment I thought 

it sounded almost comical. 

which soon proved to be  

a huge misjudgement  

on my part.
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not even an hour had 

passed before a military 

vehicle arrived...

...our lieutenant 

colonel jumped 

out of it...

...lined us 

all up...

...and announced:

I assume you expected to go 

back home soon. I’m afraid that 

will not happen. we 

are now at war and 

you will stay here 

until the very end
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Your next destination is...
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but we faced an unexpected obstacle in our path.
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soon we were on our way to Vukovar...

but we faced an unexpected obstacle in our path.

You can’t just go 

and leave that 

trench in the 

middle of  

my field!

get out of 

our way, old 

man, don’t  

be crazy!
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we arrived in a village called trpinja,  

and stayed there for a few days.

we had to move him out of our way.

criatia
serbia

D

a
nube



79

while we were there, the 

transporter drivers went 

for some additional training.

but returned much 

earlier than expected.

we asked our driver 

what had happened.

“we had a traffic 

accident with a fica*”, 

he replied.

’

’

we all found 

that hilarious.

* fica was A localLy-produced car, manufactured under A fiat 

licence, it was a synonym for a tiny and cheap vehicle
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one day, while 

passing the time...

i was stunned. How did he 
find out where i was?

it was my father!

you have 
a visitor
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they’ve left, 

don’t know 

where to, sorry

they left yesterday

i made some calls, and eventually I was 

put in touch with some local government 

official. he travelled with me, we visited  

a few villages
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one evening  

MY FATHER 

had a frank 

conversation 

with THE 

GOVERNMENT 

OFFICIAL

they continued their search, and finally...

NO IDEA, SORRY

I’VE been thinking, 

MAYBE we shouldn’t 

have started all this

it took us a 
few days but 
it was worth 
it. so glad to 

see you

mum is all 
right, no 
need to 
worry
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we’ve paid your rent. I’m sure 
you’ll be coming home soon  

and heading back to uni

i certainly hope so too, all I  
need to do is get out of this 

bloody mess alive. why on earth 
are we here? it makes no 

sense at all

and above all, I don’t 
think I’d be able to shoot 

someone
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then he left.

we both knew that I was going to 

vukovar, a city under siege, where the 

heaviest battles were being fought.

Son, if you have to 
choose whose head 

to save, choose 
yours
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a few days after my father left, we were all lined up...

...and asked

i looked around, but 

nobody came forward.  

if just one person had, 

i’m sure a few of us 

would have followed... 

if any of you don’t feel 
capable for what is 

ahead of us, now is the 
time to say so...  
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but everyone kept quiet.  

so I did too.

yet another 

cowardly act 

on my part.

this is the plan... 

tomorrow, vukovar will be 

liberated!

the officer went on to 

explain to us what was 

to follow, by scratching 

things in the dust on the 

ground with a stick.
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The next day 
things started 
happening 
way too fast
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we entered  

the battlefield 

behind a tank.

but to our surprise, 

they opened fire on 

us from the side, 

not from the front.

from then on, we positioned  

ourselves to the side of the tank

that was the 

moment the platoon 

commander got 

wounded
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at some point my rifle got 

caught in a bush...

...And my tank was getting away...
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i managed to rip out the whole bush, and made it back  

to the tank just as the bullets started flying.

explosions were roaring all around us.  

the noise was confusing, and terrifying.
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i managed to rip out the whole bush, and made it back  

to the tank just as the bullets started flying.
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Surrounded by this continuous noise, the only 

clue we had that enemy fire was coming our 

way was when rocks, dust, and bits of walls 

and trees were falling around us.
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on top of everything else, I was starving.
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as my adrenalin 

levels were 

dropping, i was 

feeling the 

hunger more and 

more strongly.

adrenalin is a strange 

thing though. when 

we entered the 

battlefield I wasn’t 

scared at all. I felt 

pleasantly excited, 

almost euphoric.

that day i didn’t eat 

anything. someone 

had told me that 

if you eat and get 

shot in the stomach 

it can be fatal. 
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but as time passed, 

fear was finding its 

way back too, along 

with the hunger.

the tank giving us cover would go 

forward for a while, then stop...
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go, stop, continue going forward...

AGAIN AND AGAIN AND AGAIN.
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then the tank stopped,  

and didn’t move forward

any more.

it felt much safer to be alongside a moving tank.

a stationary tank is an easy target.

once we had stopped, 

time slowed down. It 

felt like we were stuck 

there for hours.
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I knew that our 

offensive was 

coming from several 

directions. I remember 

hoping that the rest of 

our forces were doing 

better than we were...
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then, suddenly...
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I saw a soldier 

behind me.

one moment I was lying on my stomach, and the next  

I was on my back. I had no idea what had happened.
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he was staring at me in what 

looked like complete shock.

then he rolled his eyes 

and felL on his back.
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ONE OF THE SOLDIERS WAS PEERING OVER A WALL, LOOKING 

AS CONFUSED AS I WAS. IN THAT MOMENT I FOUND THE 

peculiar EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE HIGHLY AMUSING.

then I noticeD a shallow hole in the road. a mortar  

grenade must have landed there.

we HAD hearD mortar grenades flying MANY times, 

they MADE A terrifying and ominous whooshing 

sound before exploding.

we had been told not to worry about theM, 

because you don’t hear the one coming your way.  

it turns out that might have been right. 
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at first I could 

feel the pain in my 

neck and back.

then I noticed a 

small speck of blood 

on my trousers.

I touched it 

with my finger, 

but couldn’t 

feel anything. I thought the blood 

Must have cOme from 

the wounded soldier 

next to me.

on closer inspection, 

I noticed a small 

round hole in my 

trousers. Maybe  

I was wounded  

after all.
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that seemed to be 

the case...

my leg started feeling 

numb, and i could sense 

that my boot was filling 

up with blood.

still in 

shock, I 

decided 

that it was 

time for 

me to go 

home.

I just stood up and started 

walking away, completely 

oblivious to what was  

going on around me.
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i walked and walked. but eventually I started to 

realise I was just walking in a wide open space, 

in the middle of a battlefield, without having the 

slightest idea where I was going.

I got back to reality a little when i saw track 

marks from a tank in the ground nearby.
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then I remembered that 

the area might be mined...

frightened that I might step on a mine, I calculated 

that the fewer steps I made, the less chance there was 

of that happening. so i started making ridiculously long 

steps. that scene would have looked hilarious to 

anyone watching.

hoping that the tank  

was not the enemy,  

i decided to follow it.

once I’d reached the tank marks i felt safe 

from the mines. but then I had to make a 

decision about which direction to take.



108

then a stroke of luck. 

in the distance I could  

see a transporter with  

a large red cross on it.

I MADE MY WAY THERE, AND 

found two soldiers arguing.

I’ve tried but 

I really can’t
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nearby were the dismembered bodies of some 

soldiers who had been hit by a grenade.

they were trying to figure out how to collect 

them and move them to the transporter.

two soldiers arrived, carrying A badly wounded 

soldIer. He had been right next to me when the 

mortar exploded.
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he wasn’t conscious. the soldiers opened the back 

door of the transporter.

a wave of blood splashed out 

from the vehicle. numerous dead 

bodies were inside.
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the soldiers moved some of the bodies to onE 

side to make room for the wounded soldiers.

wounded dead

meanwhile, I bandaged 

up my wound.

I found a deep cut 

on my rifle, which 

must have been 

caused by shrapnel. 

I felt paralysed 

just thinking how 

close that had been 

to my head. 



112

the transporter took us back 

to the village we’d started 

from that morning.

after completing some paperwork, 

my rifle was taken away from me. suddenly 

I felt much less like a soldier.

then we were driven by military ambulance.

everyone else in the ambulance had 

much more serious injuries than me.  

I felt strangely embarrassed by that.
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I was hoping that the soldier who had 

been wounded next to me would make it.

a few weeks later I visited him  

in the hospital. he was in a coma.

the next I heard was that he’d got 

better, had left the hospital  

and was recovering well.
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but a few months later he died suddenly.
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when we arrived at the field 

hospital it was already night-time.

they operated on me straight away, 

without any anaestheTic.

while that was happening 

a nurse gently caressed  

my head and shoulders.  

it felt good.
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the surgeon was using some  

sharp-smelling liquid to make the 

area he was operating on cold.

I didn’t feel much pain.

after the operation I really 

needed to pee, but couldn’t.

I couldn’t sleep either.
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I Overheard some doctors 

discussing my case.

his wound 
isn’t 

serious, we 
could keep 

him here

no, a shrapnel 
went through 

his calf. he 
needs to go  
to hospital

distant explosions were being  

drowned out by the sound of the wind.
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Afterwards



122

the next day, i was taken  

to a military hospital in the 

city of novi sad.

my leg needed  

to be x-rayed.

while I was waiting, some 

old man came along...

what kind 

of army 

are you?

you couldn’t 

defeat a handful 

of croats

...and thought it would be 

a good idea to lecture me 

about patriotism.

Hospital
x-ray
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when we were 

liberating Belgrade in 1945

well... that was 

a proper war!

he was talking...

...and talking.
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that same day I 

was taken to the 

operating theatre.

the surgeons in that 
field hospital are like 
butchers, look what 
they’ve done to you

T h e Ope ra t ing 
    T h e a t r e
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another day, another operation...

...with no anaestheTiC.
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a helicopter with more wounded soldiers  

had arrived, so she was trying to finish my 

operation as quickly as possible.

i could see all sorts  

of medical instruments  

coming out of my leg.

then she did something  

and it hurt like hell. 
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I started pulling 

my leg away... 

stop it, i don’t 

have time for 

this, start 

behaving like  

a man! 

the pain was 
unbearable.
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I was put in a small 

room with a very kind 

young soldier. he 

immediately went to 

the phone box and 

called my parents.

they arrived at the 

hospital in no time.

Catch-22
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they started touching my 

lEgs to make sure both  

of them were still there.

probably because they saw 

the crutches next to my bed.

quietly I 

told my 

father

help me get out 
of this bloody 

country if you can
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that evening the young 

soldier read joseph  

heller’s ‘catch-22’ to me...

...

...while i slowly fell asleep.
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the next morning,  

I looked out of  

the window.

people were 

waiting for 

buses, going to 

work, shopping... 

everything 

seemed ‘normal’.

it felt strange and it felt 

wrong, not even 100km from 

where people were dying.

morning

Danube
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it seems that is what 

often happens. the 

situation becomes 

normalised, especially 

in civil wars. people get 

used to all kinds  

of crazy things

many years ago, before 

the war started, I read 

an article about nato 

preparing a plan on what 

to do if there was a civil 

war in yugoslavia. idiots, 

i thought, what are they 

talking about? how on 

earth there can be  

a war here?  

oh how wrong I was!

it creeps up on you, 

almost unnoticed
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... and as with so many other 

bad things, people think it can 

only happen to someone else, 

far away. Oh well...

i think the number 

of meals vary in 

different quotes...

I agree, they say that 

every society is only 

three square meals away 

from anarchy. or is it 

revolution? something 

like that... 

right, and it’s  

exaggerated too, but 

worryingly there might  

be a lot of truth in it

people in the west don’t 

realise that given the 

right circumstances, it can 

happen anywhere, to pretty 

much anyone
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in the hospital i met 

the driver of the car 

that had collided with 

our transporter.

he was in a terrible 

state. his legs were badly 

broken in many places.

with a great sense of 

shame I remembered 

us all laughing when 

we were told about 

the crash.
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the next day I was moved to  

a bigger ward.

there was a tank crew there 

that had been hit by a rocket.

Tank Crew

they were covered in gauze as they were blinded by 

the explosion and a nurse had to lead them by the 

hand to get treatment. it was an incredibly sad scene.
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on the way home we stopped for 

a short break.

Leaving Hospital

a woman came 

towards me.
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she hugged me tight 

and started crying.

what have   

 they done   

 to you   

  children
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once i was back in my 

home town, hugs and 

tears were a frequent 

occurrence for a 

short while.

not everyone knew 

what had happened.

did you get 
injured...

...playing 
football?

Back Home
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the day I’d been 

wounded, my 

wallet had been 

in my back pocket. 

At one point 

some shrapnel 

struck and ripped 

up everything in 

my wallet. only 

the coins I had 

stopped it from 

injuring me.

when I went to have my 

id and driving licence 

replaced...

the womAn working 

there seemed 

completely baffled.
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from belgrade i flew 

to sarajevo, stayed 

with some relatives 

for a short while...

... Bosnia and Hercegovina was still officially part 

of Yugoslavia but the local authorities were not 

enforcing the restrictions for men of military age to 

leave the country, at least that was my understanding. 

Leaving The Country

belgrade

sarajevo

Bosnia and 
Hercegovina

serbia
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my relatives said the same thing.

the taxi driver 

from the 

airport seemed 

very worried.

this doesn’t 

look good

big, big 

trouble 

is ahead 

of us

it’s just  
matter of  

time

we are all 
worried

seems 
inevitable

belgrade

i agree
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lots of desperate people 

were leaving.

the tension at the 

airport was palpable.

soon after that i was on my way to london.
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people were carrying all their valuables. 

I remember seeing someone with a 

painting by mersad berber.*

* famous bosnian and yugoslav painter who painted epic scenes from 

history. his paintings were rather valuable at the time
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the plane was full. full  

of people, full of things,  

full of uncertainty.
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