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First an acknowledgement; 
An ode to all who were, are and will be.
I want to thank my friend Minela Alic for her well proven help in this project, to whom I owe a lot. 
My hope is that through this poem, I might be an meaningful extension of not only your pain, but to everyone who is a direct or indirect victim of this gruesome massacre.

A silver cradle, kissed by lead. A penetrating kiss, in the back of their head.
A people torn to pieces, by the time that this poem’s been read.
A village, this village, silverly hugged by the valley.
The ground of which would later be 
impartial to the bodies, buried in a rally.
People stripped naked. Naked, stripped of people. 
Naked people, stripped. 
Bodies, ribbed. 
childhood, ripped.
Women raped. 
Their bodies desecrated. Their temples, desecrated. Their homes, desecrated. 
The UN, overrated.
Friends turned foe, life is dead. Death I dread. 
You haven’t seen what I have seen. 
If you’d have seen what I have seen, you would have thought it was a dream. 
Ratko’s dream, to throw our bodies into the stream.
One man’s dream. One man’s dream is another man’s nightmare. 
Deny the slaughter and butchery, see if I care. 
I know I’m right, it is written in my skin. 
A skin, my skin, a skin I don’t feel at home in.
In the fog of war, we were lost. 
But “what?” you ask; “what is the cost?”
The cost for what? A cost for war? 
A war I didn’t buy, that I didn’t want. 
Genocide was the answer, he was the commandant.
I remember the stature, the shape as I ran. The shape of a man. 
Clothed in makeshift armaments. 
But I was torn to pieces, kissed by lead. 
A penetrating kiss, in the back of my head.
In the valley of silver, speaking is silver, silence is gol… goal. 
The goal, silence is the goal. The goal for all.
The child is dead. But I still live. 
Kissed by lead, but I need to forgive?

Forgive what? That you couldn’t protect?
To understand it was courage that you lacked? 
It wasn’t your fault, it was theirs.
They didn’t follow the rules, but what are your shares?
Your share of responsibility, own it, wear it as a sobriquet. 
May it remind you of your role, of what you’ve done since that day.
Grown I am, young but grown. 
The past is mine, the past I own. 
The past of you, shielding me. 
With barbed wire and my dad… where is he?

I’ve seen much. Much too much. 
The past holds me in its clutch. 
Like my brothers and sisters, I am the daughter of Elysium. 
It sounds brotherly and loving, but was it just an idiom? 
An idiom, a slogan. In hope to inspire.
Inspire the people, get them drunk on fire.

Never again. That’s what you said. 
This never again, till I was shot in the head.
