
 

In the south of Mostar, Bosnia and Herzegovina,  
the famous town of the blown up bridge, there is  
a small village called Blagaj where one of the most 
important tekke in Europe is located. It is a place built 
at the time of the Ottoman Empire to accommodate 
the dervishes, a Sufi monastery in short. 

I was reading Les Fossoyeuses by Taina Tervonen  
on the bus crossing the border at the top of a pass, 
between Montenegro and Bosnia-Herzegovina.  
It is the story of Taina, a journalist, who witnessed the 
discovery of mass graves, the recovery of corpses for 
identification by families, several years after their 
death, precisely in Bosnia-Herzegovina. I must admit 
that I arrived in this country, a few days from reaching 
Sarajevo, a little worried. I thought : everyone in this 
country who is my age or older has experienced war. 
And that one. 

There are many paradoxes in this journey.  
When it came to the European Union, in a way,  
one wondered: how does this fit together?  
And, there were fracture lines, breaking points, which 
made it possible to ask then, on the set, how to unite. 

DAY 21  — having a voice (the Dervish Zikr) 
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At 8:30 p.m., we are allowed to go up to the Zikr room. 
The men in one room, the women in another, 
a microphone broadcasts the sound from the men's room 
where the sheikh officiates in the women's room.  
We are a handful. The sheikh and his sons, two other 
dervishes, a Turkish man and his two young children,  
two Pakistanis who live in Norway, and me, who doesn't 
understand Bosnian or Arabic or anything about Islam. 

The tekke has only been open again since 1974,  
when a new constitution was adopted. Before, under Tito, 
the practice of Islam was prohibited, like other religions. 

Everyone sits on their knees in a circle. The sheikh begins 
with a reading of a passage from the Koran, then its 
comments, and its interpretation. Then comes the time  
to sing. It's almost a spiritual warm-up of the voice.  
In the center of the circle, on a stool, a pot is placed.  
That day, we will end by sharing a chorba. 

Here, if you are looking for borders, it's very 
simple, you might as well go home right away. 
They are not much. It's not because we change 
countries that suddenly something else takes 
shape. No. There are resonances, scatterings, 
vanishing points everywhere, and it's never 
over. So much so that at the top of a pass, 
between two mountains, when crossing the 
border, we ask ourselves: what is changing? 

I come to the point. We had prepared the 
ground for a long time in the hope of being 
able to attend a dervish ceremony in Blagaj. 
The tekke is a wonderful little building, leaning 
against the mountain beside which flows  
a river, icy and lively. All around the 
restaurants have settled, a real mess  
to the village. Many tourists come from  
all over the world to discover this place,  
to meditate there. 



Sufi practice is particularly physical.  
The second main part of the ceremony sees 
movements of the body from front to back, 
as a phrase is repeated in a loop,  
then from left to right, sometimes several 
dozen times. 

Within cycles of repetition, the voice 
suddenly passes through the throat, makes 
its breathing heard. The impression is much 
more violent, intense, as if the body was 
discharging its meaning to retain only the 
breath, the sound. The dervishes end up 
sweating, I don't know whether to speak  
of trance, but of performance (a word they 
use in English), yes. 

I try not to pass judgment. It's obviously  
not my culture, nor anything familiar to me, 
although having attended Catholic, Orthodox 
and Jewish liturgies, I am able to discern 
the different parts of the ritual and, perhaps, 
what they pursue. 

The main theme under which our future creation falls 
within the Stronger Peripheries - Creative Europe program  
is the following: having a voice. We understand the 
meaning, the symbolic charge that there may be behind 
this expression. We also quickly heard: for a body, what 
does it mean to have a voice inside it? Friend or foe? 

In the middle of the din caused by the repetitive songs, 
real addresses, suddenly a few moments of silence,  
of rest, of interior prayers. In these moments, a few meters 
below the room, the flow of the river echoed against  
the walls, kissed the inside of the bodies, punctuated  
by the flight of swallows. Almost a dramaturgy. The voice 
of nature as an answer to human prayers for peace. 

"I hope you'll like Bosnia, says the lady who takes care of 
the entrance, here, people still have faith in humanity." 

Thirty years ago, on August 8, 1992, Sarajevo was 
besieged and Bosnia at war. 



 



 



DAY 22  — the statu quo

The storm revolves around the city. In the 
distance, waterspouts caress the hills, a wind 
blows inside the alleys, the temperature of 
Mostar drops ten degrees. In this atmosphere,  
or was it already there?, a softness sets in,  
an elongated time that allows walking. 

Mostar, in 1992, was a city under siege, to the 
point that its famous bridge, from which today 
young men plunged, exploded, and it had to be 
rebuilt. On the heights, in place of the symbols 
opposing the Christian part and the Muslim part 
today, the artillery pounded the city. Today, 
some buildings have been left as they are, 
monuments riddled with bullet holes or shells, 
empty, where massive vegetation grows, young 
trees rising from where the roof is no longer. 

Two paradoxical museums coexist. One proposes  
to weave links between the different communities of the 
city by omitting the war to focus on nature, traditions, 
the presence of water, symbol of life, throughout 
Herzegovina. The other, in a terribly frontal way, displays 
objects from the war and the genocide (nomination of 
the museum), photos of corpses taken from mass 
graves, false reconstructions of skeletons or torture cells. 

History stirs up troubles that the city seems to appease. 
But a certain discomfort creeps in, to say that between 
knowledge and feeling, between information and dark 
tourism, the border is thin. The imagination, strolling 
through the streets, very quickly reaches certain 
conclusions that images of horror and death drive down 
with violence. 



 



In the last room of this museum, hundreds of post-its 
left by people passing through, in many languages,  
bear witness to slogans against war, for peace.  
Other countries appear: the Ukraine of course, Syria,  
the Uyghurs too, creating a resonance between the 
camps where the Bosnians were detained by the Serbs, 
and those where today they are confined by China. 

Here, at least, you can go from one bank to the other 
without obstacle, and watch with amusement a bus of 
Italians rushing into the Franciscan Church in full mass. 

How could this have happened? A question that often 
comes up on post-its. How does war happen? Even if it 
means perhaps forgetting that in Russia, most soldiers 
thought they were leaving for simple exercises, and that 
in Ukraine, it was ordinary citizens who took up arms to 
defend neighborhoods and streets. As in Sarajevo, it was 
mainly volunteers and reservists who defended the city. 

By this I mean that the war does not happen.  
It is there, suddenly, and then, what to do? 
Between fleeing (why?) and take up arms (why?),  
I know that in Ukraine, to speak only of this 
country, the choice is not one. How many men, 
women, left from Kyiv to Irpin, its suburbs, as a 
last resort so that the country does not fall? 

I stop here for now. The fact remains that Mostar 
is a city of overwhelming beauty, of singularity, 
disturbing by the historical and innocent charge 
that it carries within it, as if it tasted the 
incredible happiness of being there, standing,  
in a time that is not the war, and then, perhaps, 
peace. 

The image is OKC Abrašević, a cultural center for 
youth which works for cooperation, in particular 
through a radio : https://platforma-
kooperativa.org/.../youth-cultural.../ 

https://www.facebook.com/AbrasevicOKC
https://platforma-kooperativa.org/members/youth-cultural-centre-abrasevic/?fbclid=IwAR0HN7TTqFRLbTQagQIhPnnwpv60CCpA3oO24VjAEWDTtdhr2pvHNANLDwA
https://platforma-kooperativa.org/members/youth-cultural-centre-abrasevic/?fbclid=IwAR0HN7TTqFRLbTQagQIhPnnwpv60CCpA3oO24VjAEWDTtdhr2pvHNANLDwA
https://platforma-kooperativa.org/members/youth-cultural-centre-abrasevic/?fbclid=IwAR0HN7TTqFRLbTQagQIhPnnwpv60CCpA3oO24VjAEWDTtdhr2pvHNANLDwA


 



There, hollowed out of the mountains,  
wrapped in the whiteness of the approaching storm, 
Leaning like a raft, on the bank of a clay-hued river, 
You have the sweetness and the bitterness, Sarajevo,  
of children's faces. 

Letting go of summer torpor, 
Trading for strolling, worry for humility, 
I cross, smell of coffee, scent of Turkish delight, 
Innocent alleys, where yet... 

There is a museum that collects children's treasures. 
These objects come from Sarajevo, Syria, Ukraine. 
Traces left on still thin lives. 
And we no longer hear a sound. 

There is a calm, a silence, almost a gentleness,  
while everyone takes the time to watch, to read  
the stories that led these adults to choose in their past 
the symbol of what upset their childhood. 

DAY 23  — the bittersweet symphony



 

A soft toy, a swing, a letter, an army crest, 
something that has stood the test of time  
to express the tragedy and sweetness of war  
as seen by a child; between the lightness  
of weaving deep ties, in the backyards, in the 
underground, in events (birthday, return of the 
soldier, refueling) and the pain that arises at any 
time, without warning, without an explosion,  
in a shrapnel that goes through the skin. 

Edouard Glissant talks about the need to 
establish a common memory to fight against 
oblivion, suffering, the insatiable revenge of one 
community on another. The War Childhood 
Museum places the body where, as children, we 
make no difference between the war here or 
there, between Sarajevo, Kyiv, Gaza and Taiwan, 
and find comfort in contemplating the faces  
of these adults testifying to their childish fears, 
their childish joys. 

One of the showcases exhibits this postcard, which 
depicts important places and buildings in Crimea. It was 
kept by a child who had to flee Simferopol in 2014. 

Svetlana, Elvira, it is for you. 

https://warchildhood.org/?fbclid=IwAR108pGtdGS4d-JIa46pzgBU-otCB6_fvZnbifxnqB-xQ6m0Hyt8KahmCb4
https://warchildhood.org/?fbclid=IwAR108pGtdGS4d-JIa46pzgBU-otCB6_fvZnbifxnqB-xQ6m0Hyt8KahmCb4


DAY 24  — the scars of a surviving city

We live on layers of reality that fade as we go. 
Our images, our melancholy, our personal 
stories trace an unambiguous path on the 
details. Then, if we lose the notion of time,  
in bursts, impressions return, which we do not 
know how to associate with language, which 
were already there, however, in the real that 
we have forgotten. 

During Eurovision 1990, the Italian song 
Insieme: 1992 won, as a hope that the entry 
into operation of the European Union would be 
a symbol of unity. The choir that accompanies 
it is then made up of Slovenians, to link the 
song to the events that then shake Yugoslavia. 
1992 marks the beginning of the siege of 
Sarajevo. It will take 3 years before a military 
operation is launched by NATO to intervene. 

On August 28, 1995, the second bombardment of the Markale 
market by Serb forces under the command of General Mladic 
left 43 dead and 75 injured (the first had taken place in 
1994 and left even more dead). This specific action was the 
trigger for Operation Deliberate Force, carried out with the 
support of the United Nations, which triggered the end of the 
siege of Sarajevo and the end of the war. On November 21, 
1995, the Dayton Accord was signed by all parties. 

In the former national library Vijecnica, burned by phosphorus 
bombs launched by the Serbs in August 1992, an exhibition  
is now held on the work of the International Criminal Tribunal 
for the former Yugoslavia. There is a photo of the Markale 
market after the second bombardment. It is in this same 
place that we bought our vegetables today. The exhibition 
also indicates that Ratko Mladic, sentenced to life 
imprisonment for war crimes, genocide and crimes against 
humanity, is probably detained today in France. 



 

In 1984, the Winter Olympics were held in 
Sarajevo. A bobsleigh track is built on the 
heights of the Trebević mountain which can 
be accessed today by a cable car.  
As you climb, you realize how much the city 
is an enclave surrounded by hills and 
mountains, which became firing points for 
the Serbian army. The bobsleigh track itself 
housed snipers. 

The forest protects a silence and an 
oblivion, that only the cheerfulness of the 
hikers, happy to take their picture with the 
view, disturbs. However, we avoid going off 
the beaten track; anti-personnel mines are 
still likely to be found there. 



In the June 2021 Evrovizion magazine (published 
by art.ifa), Sanja Kojić Mladenov writes: 

"Europe today is still dealing with the 
consequences of key moments in its recent 
history -- the fall of the Berlin Wall in 1989,  
the time when Europe was united and Toto 
Cutugno sang 'Insieme: 1992' at the 1990 
Eurovision in Zagreb, while Yugoslavia was 
falling apart due to the brutal wars of the 
1990s. These events were followed by the 
fragmentation of the map of Eastern Europe,  
a long and difficult transition from models social 
and social systems that became a burden for 
generations of inhabitants." 

The capture of Ratko Mladic was the sine qua 
none condition for Serbia's candidacy for the 
European Union. 

In the train that brings him back from Kyiv to 
Poland, the President of the French Republic 
declares: “We discovered the exactions in 
Boutcha. War crimes, I said it. There, it changes 
in nature because, and it's always the same, it's 
a step taken, it's a step with its share of 
irreversibility. At that time, for several weeks, I 
did not talk to him (Putin). Because I consider 
that he had passed a course." 

What will be our terms with Russia?  
What massacre will trigger an intervention? 

In Sarajevo, there are currently five Gazprom 
gas stations in operation.  



 



 
DAY 25  — having a voice (listen to silence)

This image is a total enigma. It is in the 
archaeological collection of the National Gallery of 
Bosnia and Herzegovina. We apparently see an ear 
next to a structure, which could be as much the 
plan of a house, than the abstract representation  
of this ear. As if the History of Art had suddenly 
crystallised there, had delivered its ultimate key.  
(I guess it's not that, whatever). 

This museum was recommended to us a few hours 
earlier by Nermina, at the French Institute of Bosnia 
and Herzegovina/Francuski institut u BiH, as we 
asked her advice on what might be useful to see  
in Sarajevo. She quickly told us about the 
Haggadah, kept in this museum. 

The Haggadah is a sacred Hebrew text, dating from 
the 14th century, and kept in Bosnia since the 19th 
century. It survived the world wars, then the siege 
of Sarajevo, in particular thanks to the help of 
Bosnian Muslims, which makes it a symbol of the 
peace process between the communities. 

https://www.facebook.com/pages/National%20Gallery%20of%20Bosnia%20and%20Herzegovina/328581400518296/
https://www.facebook.com/pages/National%20Gallery%20of%20Bosnia%20and%20Herzegovina/328581400518296/
https://www.facebook.com/francuskiinstitutbih
https://www.facebook.com/francuskiinstitutbih
https://www.facebook.com/francuskiinstitutbih


In the museum, the room that exhibits it is 
closed for restoration. But in another 
building, we discovered a temporary exhibition 
entitled "Imagine: Next Generations Voices 
reflect on Peace Curriculum". It is a matter  
of retracing, several years after the taking  
of photos of wars (Afghanistan, Ukraine, 
Bosnia, Cambodia, Palestine, Northern Ireland) 
the testimony of survivors, and of giving the 
floor to the younger generations on their 
vision of peace. . 

Of course the scales are not the same. 
Discovering photos of Kabul airport in 2021, 
of Mariupol a few months ago, of Lesvos still 
today, alongside images of concentration 
camps in Bosnia in 1992, causes amazement 
over a certain endless cycle. 

Also, there is the testimony of this man photographed by 
Ron Haviv (whom I had spoken about during an exhibition  
in Kosovo) in a concentration camp in Bosnia; their reunion 
in Los Angeles years later, when he lived in New Zealand 
and started a family, and he says that what allowed him  
to find peace was to start a family of course, but also to 
be able to share his experience with that of a survivor of 
the Auschwitz camps. "The beatings, the torture, the hunger,  
the disappearances, he said, with him, it was possible  
to talk about it." 

The exhibition is absolutely remarkable. It presents young 
faces, looking to the future, like this young woman, born  
of rape during the Bosnian war, who fights for the rights  
of child victims, and for the rights of women. These young 
people, from different countries, who express with simple 
words what peace represents as a provisional, transitional 
state, what it generates as an expectation and as a 
questioning of the political action in progress. 



The exhibition ends with a letter addressed by a young Bosnian to the Ukrainians, 
and I can only quote it here and be silent: 

"In the dark times ahead, you will sometimes lose hope and be exhausted. 
But I am writing to you from the future and telling you: you will succeed as we did. I should 
have been dead but I survived and multiplied. I'm going to take my grandchildren for a walk 
tomorrow. You will too one day because I can see the same resilience in you that I have seen 
here. I hear you sing your anthem as you fend off tanks with bare hands. In time you'll sing, 
like we did, new songs about your courage during this ordeal. You'll recite poetry that doesn't 
yet exist and come up with your own catchphrases that will keep you alive. For now, I send 
you what is most precious to me. This is my slogan, slightly modified for you: Ukraine will be, 
everything else will pass. Slava Ukrainiani." 

"What is the sound of peace?" the journalist asks a 20-year-old Sarajevo resident in the cable car 
going down to the city. 

"Silence", she replies. 





 DAY 26  — the women of Srebrenica
The 11/07/95 Gallery is a permanent exhibition 
created in 2012 by the Bosnian photographer Tarik 
Samarah who is concerned with the consequences  
on the populations and families of the Srebrenica 
genocide. I suspected that the time would come when 
the question of putting words or not would arise.  
The method here is to subjectively try each day to 
relate what we see, what our experiences are made 
of, what we understand or don't understand,  
and how we manage or fail to relate this to  
our own investigation. 

We try as much as possible not to stick to the work 
of memory, but also to understand how the 
reconstruction takes place. This is why we are 
interested in the work of artists, in associations  
that try every day to bring about dialogues and 
encounters between communities. And as much  
to say that in Bosnia, the Dayton agreements did not 
pretend to make tangible the existence of different  
or even opposing communities. Resentment against 
the Americans sometimes arises from not having led 
the peace process until today. 

What I discover, through the gradual appearance  
of the question of Srebrenica in our journey,  
and now of its presence within the museums  
of Bosnia-Herzegovina, which I did not suspect,  
is the long, very long process that follows for 
families, in fact especially for women, because  
it was very very largely Bosnian Muslim men that 
the Serbs exterminated (8372 victims in one week), 
it is their quest to find the bodies. I think we have 
to try to be concrete. Bodies, buried in mass 
graves, then moved to other graves, scattered,  
so that one could not identify the genocide,  
which means calculation and awareness of  
what had been done. 



 

It's very hard to look at the pictures. I remember the 
words of the guide at Auschwitz. He said: For the 
next two hours, I'm not going to stop talking, 
because facts are better than your imagination.  
Here, the audio guide fulfills this role very well.  
The photos show hands, skulls, women's faces, 
houses, forests. The audio guide, that is, the 
photographer's story, tells how these photos were 
taken, under what circumstances, at what moment. 
Why he decided to dedicate his life to documenting 
the grieving process of these women after the 
Srebrenica massacre.  
The photos are all in black and white. The colours, 
you just have to go out in Sarajevo to find them. 

We watch, we listen to the testimonies of the 
survivors, at what moment, from how many bones 
found do they decide to bury the body,  
to start mourning. 

We walk on the heights of Sarajevo and when 
we see a deserted square, a kind of natural 
amphitheater, like in Podgorica, we think, our 
creation, it could come there, we could show it 
there. At the time of the siege of Sarajevo, 
theatres were born, a desire for a museum  
of contemporary art even. Why, how, there is a 
film in the museum which shows young people 
making music and having fun together in a 
cellar, maybe from there, the desire is born. 



 
Today is the launch of the Sarajevo Film Festival.  
The most prestigious film festival in the Balkans. There are 
a lot of people, tourists, but also people who have taken 
their leave on purpose to be present. The atmosphere of 
Sarajevo is really difficult to describe. This is not the 
ecstatic revenge of Bucharest or Tirana, this is not the 
relief of Warsaw. It's a kind of natural return of things  
for people who have survived, and who simply want to 
continue to defend what the city has always been:  
a meeting point for cultures. 

"I don't care if you're Bosnian, Serbian or Croatian, 
said a man among the ruins in 1992, 
if you live in Sarajevo, then you are at home." 

The women of Srebrenica walk in the countryside.  
They move from one mass grave to another, in the hope 
of finding bones, sometimes clothes that belonged to their 
husband, their father, their brother, their son.  
They are an extension of a past which ruined their future, 
which completely destroyed any possibility of cultivating 
the land normally. Here the earth, the forest, are the blind 
tomb of those they loved, and like Isis in the desert  
in search of the bones of Osiris, they seek how to put  
an end to the existence of what they have experienced,  
of what they escaped, to be reborn. 



 



DAY 27  — Sarajevo film festival

1. A Ballad, Aida Begic 

Meri, facing the camera, auditions in a Bosnian village, her last chance to earn some honest money. She has 
to pay a corrupt lawyer to try to get custody of her child. She pronounces the first words of the monologue 
learned by heart. The Seagull, by Chekhov. After a few lines, tears welled up in his eyes. She apologises. 

2. Corsage, Marie Kreutzer 

A cruise ship departing from Ancona. On board, the Empress of Austria Elisabeth, accompanied by her 
servants, one of whom plays the role of understudy, in order to avoid her appearing in public. The camera 
catches Vicky Krieps from above heading towards the bow of the ship in slow motion. She wears a black 
dress. The following shot shows the ship in profile, and the Empress, jumping in slow motion, suspended  
for a few moments above the Adriatic. 

3. Maidan, Sergei Loznitsa 

The frame is filled with faces, several hundred, like a painting. A person is heard speaking into a 
microphone. It's Ukrainian. We are in Maidan Square in 2014. The music begins. Everyone takes off their 
hats. The faces sing the national anthem: 
"Ukraine is not dead yet. Our enemies will perish, like dew on the sun, And we too, brothers, will govern,  
in our country." 



 4. Alcarràs, Carla Simon 

The red car pulls into the driveway where the family is harvesting peaches for the last time. The uncle and 
his wife, supporters of giving up the land for the installation of solar panels, come out, accompanied by 
the recovered nephew, very tipsy in the early morning. The father laughs. The mother advances towards her 
found son, slaps him, then slaps her husband and leaves. Next scene. The father, an authoritarian figure 
who fights to keep the orchard, hides to cry. 

5. Smoking makes you cough, Quentin Dupieux 

Five superheroes sit around a fire and tell stories to scare each other. A little girl appears from behind a 
bush. Then the parents. The little girl offers to tell a scary story in turn. She is swimming underwater in a 
river that is getting more and more cloudy. She sticks her head out and sees a man dumping toxic waste. 
She is asked if she made it up or if her story is true. She confirms the reality of the facts.  
No one wants to compete after her. 
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