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 Josip Osti, a poet, storyteller, essayist, literary critic, anthologist, 

translator and  editor, was born in 1945 in Sarajevo, where he 

took degree at the Faculty of Arts. He was editor of the students 

literary magazine Our Days, editor at the Veselin Masleša 

Publishing House, secretary of Writers Association of Bosnia and 

Herzegovina, as well as its  branch Writers Association of Sarajevo. 

He was also the director of international  event The Sarajevo Days 

of Poetry, the editor ofmagazine Books in Bosnia and Herzegovina 

and the president of the Association of Literary Translators of 

Bosnia and Herzegovina. Since 1990 he has been living in Slovenia as a free lance writer. He lives of 

love and of his literary works and translations. 

 

FICTION/PROSE 

NOVEL 

LIFE IS A TERRIFYING FAIRY TALE 

Josip Osti’s third mosaic biographical novel in his Windy Night in Langenbroich trilogy. The novel 

comprises three intertwined parts. The first is the war diary of Osti’s mother – an exceptional, 

valuable and moving testimony and one of the most important records documenting the three-year 

siege of Sarajevo. This, together with Osti’s inciteful 

stories of his memories and explanations about Sarajevo 

its people paints a terrifying – this descriptor from the title 

is surely justified – picture of the Bosnian war and parallel 

events in other areas, including Slovenia. The third 

dimension of the text, where Osti describes how he dealt 

with his ‘incurable’ kidney cancer, gives the war letters 

and diary of his mother and his memory of this period an 

additional existential consciousness. We are witness to 

human fates in the grip of tumultuous times and personal 

anguishes. 

Format: 14.8 x 21cm, black and white print, paperback 

No. of pages: 429 
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FICTION/PROSE 

SHORT STORIES 

PEPPER ON PUDDING 

Pepper on Pudding is a collection of 66 short stories that are based on what the author, Josip Osti, 

witnessed in his life. They are anecdotal events which he put into words with his undeniable literary 

talent, with an abundance of sincere emotions and insightful life lessons. In this way, he makes them 

incredibly vivid and telling. The stories are taken from various aspects of life: family, sports, writing, 

politics, university. The book emanates the authorial wisdom of a man who has a gift to see things 

deeper and more clearly, as well as being able to show this to others. 

Format: 14.8 x 21cm, black and white print, hardcover 

No. of pages: 156 
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ESSAYS 

 

QUADRATURE OF THE SARAJEVO CIRCLE 

Written by: Josip Osti 

The book comprises four essays, feuilltons, mostly speaking about Sarajevo, the author's birth place. 

The first one, Jews in Sarajevo and Bosnia, was written upon the occassion of 500th anniversary of 

exodus of Jews from Spain, part of which came to Bosnia and Herzegovina. He writes about their 

presence in this places, their cultural and religious life. The feuillton Sarajevo in the past and present 

speaks about the interesting history of this multicultural city, from Turkish to Austro-Hungarian reign 

to South Slavic  realms and states up to the cruel war among different nations in the nineties of the 

twentieth century. In the feuillton Faces, shapes and countrysides Osti engages into consideration of 

meaning of photography, especially in war time. In the last one Radovan Karadžić – writer and/or 

criminal – he analyses the personality and transformation of a psychiatrist and a poet with whom he 

had even been a friend in the period when he had been writing poetry. Later Radovan Karadžić 

became a political leader with utmost nacionalistic priciples and was one of the most responsible 

people for the bloody war in Bosnia and Herzegovina. 

Format: 16 x 24cm, black and white print, paperback 

No. of pages: 116 
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ESSAYS 

LIFE WITH BOOKS 

Written by: Josip Osti 

In his collection of essays, the poet, writer, translator and winner 

of many awards both in Slovenia and abroad broached the 

subject of his greatest love – literature. 

He writes about authors and their works that have touched him 

to such an extent that he has dedicated essays to the subject. He 

approaches them in great detail, his thoughts are fresh, probing 

and clever, full of interesting analyses, comparisons, associations 

and allusions. His writing style is appealing and masterful, as is 

appropriate for a renowned literary artist, in such a way that 

draws readers into his train of thought. Josip Osti had divided his 

essay collection into three parts. 

In the first he delves into prose (novels and short stories) and 

essays, whereby he addresses the narrative of Isaaac Bashevis 

Singer in his contemplations and discussions, writes about the essays and novels of Carlos Fuentes, 

the eroticism between the hell of reality and the heaven of dreams in Maria Vargas Llosa’s The 

Notebooks of Don Rigoberto, then writes about the Slovenian people in Fulvio Tomizza’s prose, 

about the Kafkaesque coldness and the Hašekesque warmth in the novel The Facade by Libuše 

Moníková, writes extensively about the poetry of Adam Zagajewski, rethinks Thomas’ version of the 

postmodernist novel, goes into depth about Hanif Kureishi’s novel Intimacy, and then deliberates the 

metaphor as a key to reality in Michal Viewegh’s novels, ending the first section with a discourse on 

Veličković’s first novel, Gostači, which shares similarities with a burlesque. 

The second part deals with his travels and travelogues, in the following essays: Travelogue from 

Bosnia and Herzegovina; Game of Mirrors in the novel by Ivan Lovrenović The Travels of Ivan Fran 

Jukić; Author Imaginary, Characters Real or the novel by Evald Flisar Travelling Too Far; The Magic of 

Story-telling or about the Stories from the Road by Evald Flisar. 

The third part deals with diary literature, writing about the diaries of Andre Gide, Franz Kafka, Witold 

Gombrowicz and Max Frisch, also adding an essay about correspondence from friends and epistolary 

literature. His reflections are undoubtedly current thoughts about the literature of our time (20th 

and 21st centuries) and demonstrate an in-depth insight into the poetics of certain authors, even in a 

comparative sense, that played an important role in creating global, European and Slovenian 

literature. 
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Reading Sample 

LIFE WITH BOOKS – WORD MAGICIAN OR ABOUT THE STORYTELLING OF ISAAC BASHEVIS 

SINGER 

Isaac Bashevis Singer was born in 1904 in the part of Poland that was ruled by the Russian Empire at 

the time. Later, until his emigration to America in 1935, he also lived in Warsaw. In 1978 he was 

awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature as a Jewish-American writer “for his impassioned narrative art 

which, with roots in a Polish-Jewish cultural tradition, brings universal human conditions to life”. The 

case of Isaac Bashevis Singer, in addition, it is dealing with one of the best storytellers of the 20th 

century and modern literature and is fascinating in many ways. His life story may be typical for a 

Central European Jewish man that managed to escape Hitler’s solution to the Jewish question – 

concentration camps or the crematorium – only just in time. However, his adventures as an author 

are far from those typical of Jewish writers in Poland and other Central European or Eastern 

European countries where, although Yiddish was commonly spoken within the family circle or among 

other members of the Jewish community, other languages were used for writing. Just as Franz Kafka, 

who lived in the Czech Republic and wrote in German, as did Robert Musil, who emigrated from 

Austria to Switzerland, where he passed away in 1942, or Bruno Schulz, who killed a Gestapo officer 

in the street in 1942 and, just like Singer, lived in Poland, however, wrote in Polish. It was quite 

common for writers of Jewish descent to write in a third language, the language of the country they 

emigrated to. This is along the same lines as those writers who, on the run from Nazi persecution and 

the genocide of the Jews, especially during the Second World War, found sanctuary in America and 

wrote in English. There are also many writers of Jewish origin from Europe who, as immigrants, have 

reached the ranks of most notable American writers. The quality of the work of Jewish writers in 

Europe has also been recently affirmed by the nomination of Musil’s novel The Man without 

Qualities for novel of the century in German. 99 critics, writers and German language and literature 

experts ranked Kafka’s novel The Trial in second place. And no contemporary Polish anthology of 

stories can overlook the magical tales of Bruno Schulz. Interestingly, however, the very same 

anthologies fail to include Singer’s work, despite the majority of his extensive opus describes the life 

of Jews in Poland, their religious rituals and customs, relationships within their families and Jewish 

communities, their relationship with the wider community, how they coexisted with others, 

especially the Polish people, which was not without conflict. Singer’s stories were not included in 

Polish anthologies mainly due to the fact that he wrote them in Yiddish. Notwithstanding, in America, 

just as in Poland, Singer continued to write in Yiddish. 

Yiddish is a version of ancient Hebrew using the German grammar structure. Its lexis is a mixture of 

words that originate from German, Hebrew, Aramaic and a few Slavic languages. Yiddish orthography 

uses the Hebrew script, whereby the letters are written and read from right to left. In the past, 

between ten and twenty million people spoke Yiddish, the language of Central European and Eastern 

European Jews. It is a language that differs from both ancient and modern Hebrew, as well as from 

Ladino – the language used by Jews who were exiled from Spain in 1492. The small number of Yiddish 

speakers in Central and Eastern Europe today, but also in the world, is illustrative of the tragic fate 

suffered by Jews, especially in Europe before and during the Second World War, and of the fact that 

this language is doomed to extinction in the second half of the twentieth century. 
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The invaluable book Leksikon nobelovcev (Lexicon of Nobel Laureates), which Janko Moder and 

others collected and edited, contains Singer’s view of the language in which he began writing in 

Poland and continued to do so in America. Singer said, “People ask me often, ‘Why do you write in a 

dying language?’ Firstly, I like to write ghost stories and nothing fits a ghost better than a dying 

language. The deader the language the more alive is the ghost. Ghosts love Yiddish and as far as I 

know, they all speak it. Secondly, not only do I believe in ghosts, but also in resurrection. I am sure 

that millions of Yiddish speaking corpses will rise from their graves one day and their first question 

will be: “Is there any new Yiddish book to read?” He answered that question with his many books 

even before it had been asked. This is because Singer, despite himself also asking about who his 

readers are and whether it made sense to write in Yiddish, was one of the few people who, as 

Jewish-American writer Haim Potok said, to write in a dying language about a dead world. Even 

sacrificing the possibility of appealing to a wider audience. 

Singer published his first stories in Poland as early as in the second half of the 1920s. They were 

printed in magazines that were published in Yiddish. His first novel, Satan in Goray was published in 

1934 in installments in a magazine called Globus. After settling in New York, his short stories were 

frequently published in The Jewish Daily Forward, a newspaper published in Yiddish. From 1945 to 

1948, his second novel, The Family Moskat, was also published in installments. From there his 

narrative opus grew with the publishing of new novels as well as collections of stories and books for 

younger readers. Let me name just a few of them. The novels Singer published starting at the end of 

the 1950s: The Magician of Lublin, The Slave, Enemies: A Love Story, The Manor, The Estate and 

Shosha. Shosha from 1978 and Enemies: A Love Story from 1962, translated into Slovenian by Janko 

Moder in 1979, were the first of Singer’s novels to be published in Slovenia. In 1985, Stanka Rendla 

translated the love story The Slave, that many consider to be one of the best of Singer’s novels. By 

the time he received his Nobel prize, Singer had published another just as large, if not larger, 

collection of stories: Gimpel the Fool, The Spinoza of Market Street, Short Friday and Other Stories, 

Zlateh the Goat, Mazel and Shlimazel: Or the Milk of a Lioness, The Seance, A Friend of Kafka, A 

Crown of Feathers, Passions and Old Love.  

Singer’s prose became more widely recognised in America primarily thanks to Saul Bellow who 

translated Gimpel the Fool into English. With its publishing in The Partisan Review in 1953, Bellow, 

who despite being eleven years younger was already a well-known American author of Russian-

Jewish descent at the time and who received a Nobel prize in 1976, quickly became interested in the 

works of Singer and his interest only grew. Subsequently many translators translated Singer’s works. 

With the author’s help, the majority of his stories were translated into English. It was at this point 

that he achieved fame in America. His books would later be translated from English and not Yiddish. 

This raises the question of the role and value of translation not only in his case, but also in general. 

Particularly for affirming literary works that are written in less widely disseminated languages or 

languages that, like Yiddish, are known by an ever smaller number of people. Singer’s prose assures 

us that even in a language like Yiddish, great literature can be created, literature that reaches the 

very highest levels of literature that is written in large, widely disseminated languages. Furthermore, 

it assures us that, when we are dealing with genuine artistic story-telling, part of its charm stays 

preserved in the translation, despite the fact a translation, as a rule, is not and cannot be equal to the 

original. Singer, who was himself a translator, believed that translation is the greatest literary 

problem and challenge. In the mid-seventies he said: “The ‘other’ language is often the mirror in 
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which we have a chance to see ourselves with all our imperfections and, if possible, to correct some 

of our mistakes.” 

In his novels and stories, Singer mainly talks about the lives of Polish Jews from the 1970s to the 

cataclysmic events of the Second World War. Only in a few stores which he wrote in America in later 

years did he address the topic of the Jews who emigrated to America or Israel, most frequently from 

Central Europe, which he was familiar with from his childhood and youth. 

Singer’s prose, despite being realistic in its essence, was often mystical in its content and magical in 

its narrative. Its realism came from the preserved clear and vivid memories of the lives of Jewish 

communities and his own family in Poland, as well as his understanding of the fates of Jewish 

immigrants in America. The mystical content originated from his extensive knowledge about religious 

and other literature of the nation of the People of the Book, to which he belonged. This was due to 

both his father and grandfather being rabbis, religious teachers. Furthermore, he and his brother 

received a traditional Jewish education, first in a heder primary school and later in a yeshiva, a 

rabbinical academy. However, neither he nor his brother became rabbis, but rather writers. Because 

of his eleven-year-older brother Israel Joshua, who was a well-known writer, Singer wrote using 

several pseudonyms. One of these, Bashevis, which originates from his mother’s surname, later 

became part of his pen name. In addition to the Biblical and other religious texts he was acquainted 

with during the time of his schooling, Singer was particularly interested in the Talmud, the most 

important Jewish book alongside the Bible, the book of genesis, a mystical text by an unknown 

author about the creation of the world, written between the 3rd and 4th century, which had a strong 

influence on the literature of Kabbalah. (The Kabbalah is a collection of Jewish mystical literature that 

developed between the 12th and 17th century.) Which is why it is not surprising that numerous 

traces of Hebraic myths and beliefs can be found in his prose, even when he writes about the 

everyday life of modern people.  

Hebraic myths, which originate from pre-Biblical sacred texts and have been preserved in some way 

or another in Biblical and post-Biblical religious and other Jewish books, lend Singer’s prose a special, 

deep and dramatic dimension. This is the case as ordinary life stories are intertwined with remnants 

of ancient tales about former gods and goddesses that dressed as men, women, monsters or evil 

spirits. Over time, these types of mythological stories were added to by ingenious rabbis and writers 

and the monsters and evil spirits were incorporated into the everyday lives of Jews, from where they 

also entered Singer’s storytelling. The characters in his novels and stories live with them both day 

and night. They appear to them not only in their dreams but also in the just as tortuous state of 

wakefulness. From here originates the fear that Singer talks about. Undoubtedly, also from the 

historically harrowing experiences of the entire Jewish nationhood and its members that were left 

for a long time without their own nation state and were doomed to wander the globe, to temporary 

and less temporary residences, as well as the continuous persecution, expulsions and destruction. It 

can be said that the Jews, throughout their entire history, had to battle against time that was never 

really on their side. It is within this sense that I understand Singer’s narrative battle against time, 

which is also one shared by all mankind, as the descriptions of the fates of many individuals that, 

sooner or later, fall victim to time, illustrate its unstoppable flow, human transience and our 

inevitable mortality. In his novel Shosha, the writer further convinces us of this, saying, “I believed 

that the aim of literature was to prevent time from vanishing, but my own time I had thrown away”. 
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Singer claimed that the mystical power could be best accessed through the power of realism. This is 

testified to by his storytelling that can be classified as magical realism. However, in the wider sense 

of the word, as it is closer to the dark magical realism of the prose of Kafka and Schulz than the style 

attributed mainly to the prose of Latin American or Spanish American writers, who bring a degree of 

southern light to their stories, even when dealing with the grave and tragic existential situations of 

mankind.  

In one of his letters to Filip David, published in a book of their correspondence between 1992 and 

1995, Mirko Kovač expressed his wonder at Danilo Kiš who once said that it remained a mystery to 

him how Singer was able to access the mysticism of this world. And he added, “It would probably be 

best if we first mastered the secret of reading. How do we even read Singer’s work? He was able to 

transform the language of reality, normal language, and it is in this that his mysticism resides. It 

originates from where we do not expect it to!” And it is true that Singer’s prose, which is a seemingly 

endless gallery of portraits and self-portraits of both ordinary people and evil spirits, forces of 

darkness, demons and devils, often surprises its readers in an unexpected, miraculous way. He also 

recounts his stories in the same way since, as he “realised long ago that whatever anybody can 

invent already exists”. 

Singer never hid his desire for readers to enjoy his storytelling. This desire also came true. His 

wonderful prose was met by general enthusiasm from its readers, despite many only reading his 

work in translation. This was mainly on account of the fact that this word magician, by his own 

admission, only wrote about topics that he himself was fascinated by. This was also the reason that 

he was often able to present past events to the reader as though they were happening at the present 

time and right before their very eyes, while also breathing life into the characters of his story-world 

with his magical words or the words he used to express their voices. Thoroughly obsessed with life, 

he filled his sombre fairy tales with characters made, to the greatest extent even possible within the 

boundaries of literature, of flesh and blood. Lonely or in company, religious or faithless, strong or 

vulnerable, ambitious or with shattered illusions... Often passionate and with faith in love. And also 

in justice. As it is written in the Torah, as Singer states, the wicked will be punished and the righteous 

will be rewarded. Life, however, often does not adhere to this. Particularly when the writer or his 

characters perceive the entire world to be an Auschwitz and they realise that “evil people create 

history”. As, in life, it is like as written in the Old Testament, “in every generation there are people 

who are mixed up with lies and the shedding of blood”. But just like the writer who, in his own 

words, was “possessed by a literary dybbuk”, it does not only discuss the singularities of Jews and 

their historically tragic fate, their rich spiritual tradition and their human values, but also about their 

delusions and errors. A dybbuk is, according to Jewish demonology and folklore, the spirit of a 

deceased person who, as a result of the sins they committed during their life time, possesses a living 

person and urges them to do evil things, while Singer’s “literary dybbuk” urges him to do good and 

show compassion to human suffering. Admittedly, the dybbuk sometimes presses him to ask 

unpleasant questions, whether God exists, and, if he does, who created him, to which there are 

obviously no satisfactory answers. Or, using his special type of humour, he mocks man’s arrogance 

and his many weaknesses that are most noticeably revealed when faced with unescapable death. 

Although it primarily prompts and encourages him to show love to the people to give sense to their 

lives. This is the love that attracts readers to enjoy his charming storytelling and let this love flow 

through them. 
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FICTION/PROSE 

NOVEL 

 

IN FRONT OF THE MIRROR 

Written by: Josip Osti 

Josip Osti, a poet, story-teller, essayist, literary critic, 

anthologist, translator and editor, was born in 

Sarajevo in 1945. His literary work has always been 

intermingled with the topic of love. The novel talks 

about the love between a man and a woman, all the 

women in his life and the relationships in which love 

has shown its many faces: love towards his mother 

and grandmother and on to the first love encounters 

with girls and women. Love can be gentle and harsh, 

whether one talks about longing or lust or about 

both. Foremost he talks about love in a humorous 

way and from his point of view. 

Format: 14.8 x 21cm, black and white print, 

paperback 

No. of pages: 332 
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Reading Sample 

IN FRONT OF THE MIRROR – TIDZA 

Since Sarajevo is so small, when a new and interesting woman shows up, everybody finds out almost 

immediately. This type of news spreads faster around town than the flu, it usually takes no more 

than a day, maybe even just a few hours for not only all the boys to find out, each group on their own 

corner where they gather every evening, smoking and watching the women pass by, commenting 

only their figures and clothes, legs, breasts, behinds, whistling at them or recounting their or 

someone else’s adventures with women, both real and made up, but also the older men, middle-

aged or even some of the old-timers. Even those who can no longer remember which year they were 

born. And those who stroll through the town centre during the day or sit in cafés for most of the day 

and in bars for most of the night. Not only in the most well-known bars in the centre of town, but 

those on its outskirts and in smoke-filled cellar dive bars with no more than two tables, bars that 

even people from the next street don’t know about.  

Teenagers without a spot on their foreheads and without a single hair sprouting under their noses 

that have not yet been accepted into the company of those standing on the corner were standing a 

little farther off and trying to hear what was being said. Soon, when the older guys, just like those 

before them, will make their move into one of the bars, they will stand with their buddies on the 

corner, smoking, spitting and telling stories about what they heard as though they had seen it with 

their own eyes. About the story that I will now tell, I would rather say that I heard it from someone 

than say that I experienced it myself, not just as the saying goes, but literally, first hand. 

This summer, without knowing when and from where, a woman showed up in Sarajevo who caught 

my eye. She was pretty, but in a different way from other women we considered to be beautiful. 

Both those that could be found in films and on the streets of Sarajevo. She was tall, but not too tall. 

With a nice figure. Long-legged. With thighs that were neither too thin nor too thick. She had a 

narrow waist, but not too narrow, and did not emphasise it with a tightly-fastened wide or narrow 

belt. Breasts that were neither too big nor too small, instead they were just right. Darker-skinned. 

Not black nor white, her skin looked like chocolate with milk, or the opposite, milk with chocolate, 

and she had a scent to match. Shiny jet black hair. And her even more shining white teeth. Her 

slanted eyes shone with a cat-like green colour. She had slightly more pronounced cheekbones and a 

somewhat wider face that hinted at something more Asiatic, all in all her face was perfect mixture of 

Eastern and Western beauty. She was always alone when I saw her in town. Never in the company of 

a man or a woman. I watched here for some time from afar and it seemed as though people were 

avoiding her and not the other way around. To be more precise, even those who seemed like they 

wanted to approach her changed their minds in the last second. They went straight towards her, 

then stopped a couple of steps before reaching her, turned and went back or walked by, staying well 

clear of her. As though she was very attractive and unapproachable, even obnoxious. As though she 

was permanently under an invisible but definitely existent glass bell. When she stood, she often 

stopped still even in the middle of the crowds on main street, or when she sat down in the park next 

to it, usually by the pond, she would gaze at something only she could see. It might be by her feet or 

above her head, in the sky, not only when there were clouds drifting along or grey clouds were being 
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chased by black ones, but rather even then when the sky was an infinite sea of blue that felt like it 

was infinite. There was constantly an empty space around her and it stayed there like a vicious circle. 

Although it seemed to me as though those who wanted to approach her crashed against invisible 

glass or saw a metre-wide circular moat around her that they dared not cross, but instead stopped in 

front of it, turned back, walked around or continued on their way. One day, in the middle of town, 

when the day was reaching mid-afternoon, I finally decided to approach her. When I was a couple of 

metres away from her, I made a gesture in the air as though I was knocking on a glass door, and 

when it turned out that there was no glass between her and me, that she was not underneath a giant 

glass bell, I leapt over the magical circle around her like jumping over a moat, and found myself face 

to face with her. She was neither surprised nor scared. Least of all confused. She even laughed at my 

antics. I could see her large green eyes were smiling at it all. I said, “My name is Josip”. She replied, 

“My name is Tidza”. And then added, “I’ve been waiting for quite a while to see which of you men 

will be the first to speak to me, considering that I saw how those who began to walk towards me 

changed their minds when they were just a few step away, stopping and turning back. The ones that 

didn’t stop waited until the last second and then went around me. I could see from the looks on the 

faces of each one that they wanted to approach me, if only they dared.” I then also laughed. Well 

you know how the saying goes, “He who makes it to the girl first, wins her heart.” And added, “It’s 

not that I’m braver than the others, but I’m in a hurry to get to the stadium and, so no-one would 

beat me to it, I wanted to ask if you have time in the afternoon to take a walk with me.” She asked, 

“What are you doing at the stadium?” I said, “Training.” My reply to her question what I was training, 

“Athletics.” Her next question was, “Which discipline?” To which I replied, “Sprinting.” She laughed 

again and said, “Then I’m not surprised that you were faster than the others,” and asked, “At which 

stadium to do train?” I replied, “At the Koševo stadium.” She said, “I live near there.” And I said, 

“Great, then we can meet in front of the stadium if that’s fine with your.” She said, “It is.” And parted 

with her, saying, “Then it’s agreed. In front of the stadium.” She said, “No, it’s not.” I was surprised 

and asked her, “Why not? I thought we agreed on everything.” “Yes and no, we didn’t say at what 

time.” I said, “I finish around six. Then it won’t take me more than half an hour to go to the locker to 

have a shower and get changed. Maybe its best that we meet at seven.” She replied, “Now we’re 

agreed.” I echoed her words, “Agreed.” Then I once again jumped over the invisible moat around her, 

knocked on her invisible glass door, opened them and closed them behind me and hurried off. It 

made her laugh out loud again. And her crystal laugh followed me as I left.  

I was glad I had decided to approach her. And that she had agreed to a date, although I doubted if 

she would really come since she had laughed a little too much at what I had said and done. Despite 

me being in front of the stadium ten minutes to seven, she was still not here at seven. Five minutes 

later and she was still not there. She then showed up at ten past seven. I was very happy that she 

did. 

She asked me where I wanted to go for a walk. I said, “The Pioneer valley is the closest. It’s nice 

there. We can visit the zoo there as well, its next to it.” She said, “Good idea. I have heard that both 

the Pioneer valley and the zoo are worth a visit. Although I live nearby, I haven’t got round to seeing 

it, because I’ve only been living in Sarajevo for a short time.” I wanted to tell her that I knew she had 

been in Sarajevo for only a little while, as otherwise I would have noticed her earlier, and to ask her 

where she was from, but I stopped myself. I thought there would still be plenty of time to do that. 

And we went.  
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As I had been to the Pioneer valley and the zoo many times before, even collecting stickers of 

animals that came with chocolates when I was a child and had managed to fill out the entire Animal 

Kingdom book, and I had read a book called The most beautiful botanical gardens at home and 

abroad, so I had something to tell her about each and every plant and animal we saw. We only talked 

about that the entire time. I spoke the most about some exotic plants that she had never seen 

before, neither had she heard of them. Not only where they originated from, but when they were 

brought over to Europe, if they weren’t from here, and from where. Since when they had been 

grown here. I told her their Latin names. And what we called them. That some of them even had 

several names. And listed them. As well as the colours of the multi-coloured varieties that could not 

be found here in the Pioneer valley. When we got to the zoo, I told her more about the animals, 

which I knew more about than the plants. When we caught sight of two peacocks walking across the 

grass I told her that all the birds I knew sang, but the peacock screeched and was not nice to listen to. 

She shook her head sceptically. Soon after, as though she hadn’t heard what I has just said about 

them, she was delighting in the colourful feathers in their tails. “Look at the wonderful green colour! 

And the blue, it’s even more beautiful. The prettiest rainbow I have ever seen!” And her eyes turned 

a green-blue colour. Just as sparkling. When we stopped at an enclosure overfilled with domestic 

pigeons, I told here about all the different types, from carrier pigeons to fancy ones that can barely 

still fly, instead walking and flaunting their beauty. I then told her about the many pigeons I kept 

when I was a child. More than a hundred. I would have told her more, but it began to get dark. And 

the pigeons, just like chickens into their coop, went to sleep in their loft.  

Both tired from the long walk, and me having a tough training practice before that, we sat on a bench 

in the middle of the zoo and stayed there for a while, chatting. Mostly about plants and animals. 

Since we were both wearing cotton t-shirts, hers was sleeveless even, and a chilly breeze was coming 

from the nearby stream, I put my arm around her. To keep her warm. But when I put my arm around 

her shoulder, I got a powerful shock. More powerful that when, as a young child, I grabbed a piece of 

wire with my wet hands and stuck it into a socket, after which came a bright light full of sparks and I 

blacked out. Since it seemed as though I had only imagined it and there was no sign that she was 

fending off the embrace, I put my arm around her shoulders once again. And it happened again. I got 

an ever stronger shock. In spite of this, I kept trying. And not only did I grasp her round her 

shoulders, I kissed her. Again, it didn’t seem like she was resisting. But she began to shake just like I 

was. It seemed as though she was also in the grips of a powerful electric current. I thought to myself, 

“Now this is passion!” and continued to embrace her. And she held me. And we shook together. Even 

more so when I placed my hand under her blouse and began caressing her from her neck down to 

her breasts and stomach and lower. Then I moved it under her skirt and stroked her down to her 

crotch. She was shaking even more than when I had caressed her breasts with my palm. She was 

shaking as though she was in an electric chair. And I shook with her. I said to myself, “This is more 

than just passion!” When we were holding each other so tightly, we couldn’t separate from each 

other even if we wanted to, she stopped kissing me and began to bite and grab at me. She first bit 

my lip with her shining white teeth. Twice. Three times. Then she began biting my neck and shoulder. 

She used the long, sharp nails on her hands, which she had under my shirt, just like I had put mine 

under hers, to scratch my chest and back. Until they broke the skin. The pain made me shout out. 

The sounds of awakening animals rang out. You could hear the growling of bears. The roaring of 

lions. The hissing of lynxes. The howling of wolves. Zebras, stags, deer, ostriches all ran round their 

cages. Birds took to the air and flew, crashing into each other and the bars of their enclosures. The 
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monkeys let out all sorts of noises and leaped from branch to branch in fright. And on top of all this, 

the screeching of the peacocks could be heard. She gave me a terrified look. But said nothing. I don’t 

know if she was too scared to say anything or just did not want to.  

As we had already jumped up from the bench, we left the zoo and Pioneer valley as fast as we could. 

When we got near the stadium I asked her where she lived. With the intention of walking her home. 

She just said that it was close by and that she would walk back by herself. She had already turned 

when I, although wanting to bite my tongue, asked her if we would see each other the next day. 

Without turning around she replied, “Yes.” I didn’t ask her when, and she didn’t say where. And we 

never saw nor heard from each other again. If she had stayed in Sarajevo, I would have surely seen or 

met her.  

Two weeks after that I didn’t shower in front of anyone after my training practices. So that nobody 

would see the fresh bite marks from her teeth and the scratches from her sharp nails all over my 

body. 

Her appearance in Sarajevo, just like her disappearance, was and remained a mystery. Whoever I 

asked about her told me that they did not know any girl by the name of Tidza who matched my 

description. Many said they knew a girl called Tidza, some even knew two with the same name, but 

none of them even remotely looked like her.  

Whomever I told my whole story to, told me I had probably dreamt the entire thing. My friends and 

acquaintances who were poets and writers who were also hopeless drunks that regularly suffered 

from delirium tremens were even more convinced of this. And they consoled me by reciting tales 

that they themselves had experienced, without even being able to distinguish between what was real 

and what wasn’t. I myself would have also been sure that I had dreamt up Tidza and what had 

happened with her, if I wouldn’t have and till this day bear the visible scars from her teeth and nails 

on my neck, shoulders, chest and back.  
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