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Content Warnings: The following pack contains some information that

some readers may find disturbing.



YOUR TASK

Create a timeline of the events.

Create a poster that explains what

happened to one of the survivors from

the pack.

Create a plan for a memorial to the

victims of Srebrenica - What would it look

like? Where would it be? Use the

memorial at Srebrenica for inspiration.

You are going to read stories from survivors

from Srebrenica as well as historical sources,

and learn what happened to the people

there. You have a three tasks to complete in

your group from these sources and you may

want to work together and share
information to help each other.

 

 

 

SREBRENICA

As you learned earlier in the lesson, the

town of Srebrenica was the first UN

designated Safe Area in Bosnia-

Herzegovina. On the 11 July 1995, Bosnian

Serb forces began a campaign of genocide

in Srebrenica. In this case, it means that

they killed the inhabitants purely because of

the religion they followed - Islam. In this

pack, you are going to discover what

happened to the inhabitants of Srebrenica.
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HATIDŽA MEHMEDOVIĆ
Hatidža founded the Mothers of Srebrenica Association, which supports the women who lost

their families during the Srebrenica genocide. She led the women in numerous projects and

campaigns, including the establishment of the Srebrenica-Potočari Memorial complex and

Cemetery and the civil lawsuits against the UN and the Dutch government for failing to

protect those in Srebrenica in 1995. Hatidža continued to campaign tirelessly throughout her

life for justice for Abdullah, Almir and Azmir. Her powerful story challenges those who would

deny that genocide occurred in Srebrenica. Even though she witnessed the worst of

humanity, Hatidža never gave in to feelings of revenge, and discouraged others from doing so.

 

Hatidža lost her battle to breast cancer on 22 July 2018.

LEGACY
“Who sincerely comes to Srebrenica on the 11th, he is truly a friend of ours and of these white
gravestones.”
 

Hatidža's story acts as a legacy and a call to action, for all to continue her work to fight for

justice and truth, and to make every action matter so that Srebrenica can never happen

again.



When a child survives a war, years later he or
she realizes that they were never a child. A 

gap remains that has to be fulfilled. He or she
does not fear death because they have

already met it - somehow have touched 
infinity. As such, small steps make necessary
differences. This is way small individual steps

are important for the historical culture of
memory.
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DŽEVA AVDIĆ
It all disappeared in a day, in a flame. My

hometown became our prison in April of

1992. My dreams of a happy childhood

were replaced by days were I was growing

up too fast. I became a grown-up with

responsibility and a quest to survive. There

was no room left to play or smile. Those

days were not carefree or happy for me.

Those days were days of survival. I don't

even remember my days spent in school. I

don't remember how I have learned to

read or write.

 I just remember my notebook. I only had

one notebook. It was  small and blue like

the sky, with a couple of pages and a few

letters; UNICEF was written on it. I would

use it to write the lecture for the day. I

would go home, memorize the lecture and

than I would erase it all so I can use it

again the next day. My first three years of

education were in a small UNICEF book

with few pages which was blue like the sky.



HASAN HASANOVIĆ
“They didn’t care that we were

unarmed. Their primary concern was

that we were Muslim, and they

wanted us dead.”

It was late at night when I heard the men

were planning to move. All day, the UN troops

said help was coming, but by nightfall,

nothing had happened. We were beginning to

hear that UN soldiers were abandoning their

positions, and retreating without resistance.

We were all shocked. They had demilitarised

Srebrenica completely; Bosniak soldiers were

made to hand over their weapons. But now,

the UN themselves were backing down. I was

sat with my twin brother, Husein, and my

father, and we knew then that if we wanted to

survive, we would have to join the column.

 

We were amidst thousands and thousands of

men. As far as my eyes could see, there were

men walking — from teenagers, to old

withered men. We were all supposed to gather

on Buljim Hill, approximately six miles from

Srebrenica, and set off from there. We were

headed to Tuzla, the nearest Muslim territory.

On foot, Tuzla is just over 63 miles from

Srebrenica, and you have to pass lots of

uneven terrain, mountains, rivers, even

minefields. It wasn’t going to be an easy

journey, but we had no other option. We

wanted to live.

 

We all gathered on the hill, and began

assembling into a column. My uncle, who was

with us, said it was best to remain in the

middle of The Column. I was only 19 at the

time, so I didn’t argue with his decision. As we

continued to assemble in line, I heard an 
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onslaught of gunfire. The key hill positions

were under the control of the Serb military,

so they had a good view of us all lining up.

They didn’t care that we were unarmed.

Their primary concern was that we were

Muslim, and they wanted us dead. In the

commotion of the gunfire, people in the

column started to push forward in a panic,

desperate for shelter from the bullets.

Bodies fell to the ground behind us, but no

one knew exactly what was happening.

The gunfire was relentless, and it felt like it

was coming from every angle.

 

I could think of nothing but pushing

forward. Forward was freedom; forward

was survival, forward was everything. I

pushed forward with all my might, until

finally from the sea of men ahead, I saw

woodland. I realised at that moment that I

had lost my family. Husein, my father, and

my uncle. As much as I wanted to stop and

look for them, I knew if I did, I would be

killed. I told myself if I wanted to live, I

would have to run and not look back.

 

So, I ran. I ran with countless others into

the woods. If we turned back, we would

have to go to Potočari, and we were sure 



the UN would give us up to the Serb army.

They had already given up Srebrenica, and by

doing so, sacrificed our lives.

 

It was now well into the afternoon on 12th July.

We had lost complete contact with the front

of The Column. We tried to walk faster in an

attempt to catch them up, but suddenly we

were under fire again. I could see bullets

smacking into tree trunks all around me, and I

realised how close they were. I held my breath

and hid behind a tree. We were all so afraid. At

that moment, I felt all my strength drain away.

We waited for what felt like hours. As the

gunfire subsided, we began to walk again. A

man offered me sugar and water, which I

graciously accepted and swallowed in

seconds.

 

As night fell, we began to catch up with the

front of The Column. When a few hundred of

us had gathered, all exhausted, and some

wounded, we decided to take a break. We

settled in the woodlands, some on the ground,

others slumped over rocks. I couldn’t look at

anyone. The instinct to survive is a powerful

one, but nothing spells death like the face of a

helpless man. So, we just looked away from

each other.

 

The next day, we had been walking for hours

when we all gathered on Kamenica Hill,

approximately 37 miles from Tuzla. I thought

we would take some rest here, but once again,

the gunfire began. One thousand men were

massacred on the spot. Those of us near the

front of the column managed to break away,

and seek shelter in the forest. Hidden from

view, we could hear Serb voices on the

loudspeakers for hours. They were promising

safety, shelter and food. They said they

wouldn’t hurt us, and that we should come

out of hiding. Tanks blocked all the roads, so

we had two options: stay in the forest, or give

in and be killed. Those that gave up were 
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encouraged to call on their relatives to do

the same. Men shouted the names of their

fathers, sons, brothers; they assured them

that there was nothing to fear, and that the

Serbs wouldn’t harm them. That day was

the bloodiest of them all for The Column.

We heard later that thousands of men had

been captured, tortured, and subsequently

killed on 13th July.

 

In the early hours of the next day, those of

us who had managed to escape reached

Konjević Polje, a central intersection on a

long road, which goes from Sarajevo

Srebrenica. One route of the intersection

leads to Bratunac, and the   other to Tuzla.

Exhausted and in pain, we headed through

the forest in the direction of Tuzla. It felt

like I was walking and sleeping at the same

time. I was never sure if I was in complete

consciousness. Just then, a man hit my

shoulder from behind. He yelled that a

Serb tank was coming. We all fell to the

ground, and remained completely still.

Luckily, the tank passed by and we went

unnoticed. We waited until the road was

clear, and continued to run towards Tuzla.

 

After hours and hours of walking, we came

to a river. We all struggled to cross. We

weren’t soldiers that had prepared for this

kind of journey. We were just ordinary men.

I could feel my feet burn as I crossed the

river. When I reached the other side, I fell to

the ground and kicked off my boots in

agony. The skin on the bottom of my feet

had peeled off completely. The

combination of the rubber boots, the

water, and the hours of walking had taken

their toll. It was excruciatingly painful. I

took off my t-shirt, ripped it in two, and

wrapped my feet in it. I fell back to the

ground exhausted, and bellowed, “I want to

sleep!” A man responded, “If you sleep now,

you’ll sleep forever.”



By the time we arrived at the Baljkovica Valley, I was carouseling on

the edge of life and death. I had barely drunk any water, and my only

sustenance had been a bit of sugar that my father’s friend had given

me before he gave himself up. As we arrived at the valley, we were

forced to take cover again. I hid in a stream for two hours as the Serb

military and the few Bosnian with arms exchanged gunfire. A few

hours later, everything fell silent, and we were told to cross the valley

quickly.

 

We finally arrived in the free territory of Zvornik. I couldn’t believe I

had survived. The people of Nezuk village welcomed us with food and

water. There were lines of busses and trucks, which we were ushered

onto. I fell asleep on the bus, and when I awoke, it was dark. We had

arrived at a school building. We were told that we would stop here for

the night. The school had been ransacked, and there was nothing left

but the roof, the walls, and the concrete floors. Exhausted, we all

found a spot on the floor and fell asleep.
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ALMASA SALIHOVIĆ

When the buses came to take us out of

Srebrenica, me, my sister, my younger

brother and my mother got on them. We

did not know at the time, but we would not

see my older brother again. He had been

separated from my sister when leaving

Potočari base by the Bosnian Serb soldiers.

He was taken away and murdered as one of

8,372 Bosnian Muslim men and boys. My

brother's remains were buried in a mass

grave and moved after a few months. We

were not able to find all his remains, but we

buried what we have at Potočari Memorial

Centre.

When we were on the buses, a Serb
soldier tried to rob us. They wanted
jewellery and treasures. I only had a
doll with one eye - but I was so
scared I stood up and screamed
"Take it!" The bus driver, who was a
Serb, then made the Serb soldier
get off the bus because he was
scaring us.

When the war ended, our country was split into

two halves - the Federation of Bosnia-

Herzegovina and Republika Srpska. I teach

children in Republika Srpska where the

Serbian curriculum is generally taught in

schools. I teach at an education centre to make

sure that children have a right to learn about

the Bosnian language, culture, and history -

including what happened to us all at

Srebrenica.
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POTOČARI MEMORIAL CENTRE



REMEMBERING

SREBRENICA

PAGE 10

REMEMBERING SREBRENICA

WHAT HAPPENED IN SREBRENICA?
ON THE 11TH JULY 1995 IN SREBRENICA, 8,372 BOSNIAN MUSLIM MEN AND BOYS WERE

MURDERED IN A CLEAR ACT OF GENOCIDE. THIS IS A TIMELINE OF EVENTS LEADING UP TO

THE GENOCIDE.

8th July 1995
07:00

Bosnian-Serb forces

take over the UN

Observation Post

Foxtrot.

 

9th July 1995
16:00

The road to Srebrenica

is now clear. 30

Dutchbat soldiers

are taken hostage by

Bosnian Serbs.

10th July 1995
08:55am

Colonel Karremans

from the Dutch

Battalion, files a

request for air support

urging the selective

bombing of Bosnian

Serb tanks and

artillery.

10th July 1995
11:00

Bosnian Serbs shell

Dutch positions. UN

Commander General

Bertrand Janvier

rejects the request for

air support.

10th July 1995
18:30

Bosnian Serb General

Ratko Mladic arrives on

the hillside above

Srebrenica town

centre. Air support is

requested again.

10th July 1995
21:55

The request for air

support is accepted

but Bosnian Serb

attacks cease and so

airstrikes are

postponed until

morning.

11th July 1995
09:00

Colonel Karremans is

told that his request

for air support was

submitted on the

wrong form. He must

resubmit the form. The

NATO planes are now

out of fuel and must

return to base in Italy.

11th July 1995
11:00

Shelling resumes.

General Janvier

hesitates approving air

support once again.

More than 20,000

refugees flee for the

main Dutch base at

Potocari, three miles

away.

11th July 1995
14:40

Two Dutch F15 fighters

drop bombs on the

Bosnian Serb positions.

Bosnian Serbs threaten

to kill the Dutch

hostages and shell the

refugees. Further air

strikes are abandoned.

11th July 1995
16:15

General Mladic enters

Srebrenica to claim

the town for the Serbs.

11th July 1995
16:30

The Dutchbat troops

claim their base is now

full. More than 20,000

people are stuck

outside the base and

seek refuge in nearby

factories and fields.

Only around 5,000 are

allowed inside the

base.

11th July 1995
16:45

Bosnian Serb soldiers

arrive at the Potocari

base.
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11th July 1995
23:30

Colonel Karremans

meets General Mladic

with local school

teacher Nesib

Mandzic. At the

meeting General

Mladic demands that

all weapons be

surrendered. He tells

Nesib: “The future of

your people is in your

hands.”

12th July 1995
00:00

15,000 men leave the

enclave. They embark

on a perilous 63 mile

journey to the nearest

Safe Area in Tuzla. This

is referred to as the

Column.

12th July 1995
11:30

Mladic walks through

the enclave and

reassures refugees: “No

matter if you’re old or

young, you’ll get

transport. Don’t be

afraid – women

and children first.”

Men aged 12-77 are

taken to a large house

for questioning.

23,000 women and

children are deported

over the next 30 hours.

12th July 1995
19:45

The men held in the

house are driven away.

All their possessions

are burned. Hundreds

of men in the Column

are killed.

13th July 1995
10:00

400 men are held in a

warehouse. Many are

beaten to death.

Hundreds more men

from the Column are

tricked into

surrendering by

Bosnian Serb forces

posing as UN

peacekeepers.

13th July 1995
12:00

The Dutchbat begin to

carry out Bosnian Serb

demands to expel the

5,000 people sheltered

within the Potocari

base.

13th July 1995
16:00

Hundreds of

exhausted men of the

Column are caught

trying to

flee.

11th July 1995
16:01

Over the next 72 hours,

genocide occurs.

Bosnian Serb forces

slaughter 8,372 men

and boys.


