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 Šta ako... 

"Šta ako nijednoj duši na svetu nije dozvoljeno da ostane zauvek nevina...? pita se Klarisa Pinkola Estes, u predgovoru knjige  Bila Klivlanda "Umetnost i pobuna". U istom uvodu ona piše o tome kako se puno puta sretala sa situacijama velikih ljudskih nesreća i da najčešće, bez obzira na preduzete zakonske mere, novčane kompenzacije, mreže stručnjaka i bliskih ljudi  koji su okruživali one koji su preživeli tragedije, proces isceljenja u najvećem broju slučajeva ne bi ni počeo , sve dok se ne bi uvela duhovna dimenzija i to vrlo često kroz umetnost. ..."ja mislim da su neki od nas jednostavno rodjeni sa harizmom i ne mogu a da ne udju u pakao gde su drugi prikovani  ili zarobljeni. Tako, neki od nas rade na izvlačenju duša iz sloma i ostaju sa njima posle,spiritualno i konkretno, još dugo. Drugi pričaju važne priče o  onima koji su našli svoj put nazad iz izolacije i traume, onima koji su pronašli put  ili ukazali na način povratka svom pravom biću, pomoću umetnosti..."- nastavlja ova autorka.

Ova predstava radjena je i mišljena iz ove potrebe i želim da posluži toj svrsi. 

I ona je istovremeno i moj odgovor na pitanje  koje su mi postavljali moji najbliži, prijatelji i saradnici, koje sam postavljala i samoj sebi. Koliko ćemo se ja i moji saradnici , članovi DAH Teatra , "saborci" na istom putu, još baviti tragedijama , ratom, nasiljem  ali i snagom ljudskog duha ?

Čitajući potresne, istinite, lične  priče neverovatno hrabrih žena iz knjige"Ženska strana rata" , dešavalo mi se da vidim slike, da čujem glasove , da svedočim prizorima.  I to jeste bilo kao silaženje u podzemlje, u pakao. 

Izazov i odgovornost je bila ne ostati na tom mestu, već krenuti natrag, ovoga puta u društvu tih duša, hodajući u mraku. I kao u grčkim mitovima, uprkos potrebi da se što pre izadje na svetlo , potreba da se okrenem nazad , često je bila jača. I onda me je tama preplavljivala i skoro bih nestajala.  Način da izadjem na svetlo , u društvu, bila je upravo moć i zakon teatra - transformisati mrak ili užasnu sliku  u jasnu fizičku i duhovnu prisutnost na sceni. Osvetliti mrak. Proces koji je postavljao teška pitanja o odgovornosti, pravu da se na takav način tretiraju tudja teška iskustva , suočavanje sa sopstvenim strahovima, odbijanjima istine koja lično boli. 

Kada radim na predstavi prestaje da mi bude važna moja ideja - radije se prepuštam procesu provodjenja gde se ideje mojih glumica i glumaca stapaju sa mojim idejama.Prestaje da  bude važno ko je to smislio, da li sam to bila ja, da li je to neko od njih, ili svi mi zapravo služimo kao instrumenti da se prenese istina. 
  Proces u kome moje pitanje glumicama šta bi one želele da dele publici u jednom  momentu predstave, rodjeno iz intuicije kojoj su prethodili meseci čitanja i razmišljanja, nailazi na odgovor da bi to bile jabuke, se transformiše dalje u potrebu da se te jabuke prospu- potrebu koju i ja i ona koja je donela jabuke u predstavu  osećamo kao samo svoju , ličnu potrebu. U tom procesu se gubi važnost i podela na mene i njih , na rediteljske i glumačke ideje i sve radimo u službi nečega višeg.
Rad na predstavi nije samo rad za stolom ili samo rad u sali. To je rad koji se dešava kada putujem i kada mi jedna izložba ponudi ideju za improvizaciju, kada me nestvarno lepa priroda na putu do bivšeg logora u Vlasenici čini da gutam suze i mislim kako da prenesemo tu lepotu utkanu u strašan užas koji se dešavao na tom mestu, kada mi rečenica "Krv ne ide na so" koju govori Šura Dumanić objašnjava zašto imamo so u predstavi i ta ista rečenica traži od mene da se tom solju očistimo. I taj se proces nastavlja tokom putovanja po Novom  Meksiku, gde na drugom kraju sveta srećem da su starosedeoci Novog  Meksika koristili so u ritualu očišćenja, ili dok hodam ulicom i  čujem u sebi  staru pesmu iz Istre u našoj predstavi i istog trenutka shvatam da samo ona može da prenese lepotu i čežnju i težinu zemlje u kojoj sam rodjena.

…A šta ako samo jedna osoba podje da traga 

Za onim od čega su ostali odustali…?

Šta ako samo jedna osoba zapamti

Da u tvrdoj zemlji, u najmračnijem vremenu,

Novi život i dalje niče svoje ruke, svoje noge,svoje oči, svoj glas,

Spremajući se da se ponovo rodi

Tražeći samo jednu stvar…

Da mu se da ime.

Klarisa Pinkola Estes, iz pesme “Sjaj”

Dijana Milošević
What if…

“What if no soul on earth is allowed to remain innocent forever…? “Clarissa Pinkola Estés, in her Forward to Bill Cleveland’s book “Art and Upheaval” asks herself. In the same Forward she writes about many times encountering the situation of great human tragedies, and that often, beside all the legal wrangling, monetary compensations, networks of experts and people close by who surround those that survived tragedies, the process of healing in many cases would not even begin until the spiritual dimension is brought in, mostly through art…”I think some are simply born with the charism and cannot not enter hell where others are pinned or trapped. Thus, some of us work to pull souls from the wreck and to remain with them in many spiritual and concrete ways for a long time afterward. Others tell the crucial stories of those making their ways back from isolation and torment, those finding or showing the way back to true home with the spirit of art leading.”… Continues this author .

 

This performance was created and emerged from this need and I want it to be used for this cause. It is also my answer to the questions posed to me by my closest friends and colleagues, questions I also asked myself. For how much longer shall we, me and my “co-fighters” on the same path, deal with tragedies, war, violence, but also with the power of human spirit?

Reading the moving, true, personal stories of incredibly brave women from the book “Women’s Side of War”, I could see images, hear voices and witness events of the past. And that felt like descending into the underworld, into Hell. The challenge and the responsibility was not to stay in that place, but to return this time to the company of those souls walking in the dark. And like in the Greek Myths, with the need to go back to light as soon as possible, my need to turn back was often stronger. And than darkness would overcome me and I would almost disappear. The way to reenter light, in the company of others, is actually the power and law of theatre- to transform darkness or the horrific picture into a clear physical and spiritual presence on stage, to shed light on darkness. The process would pose difficult questions about responsibility, the right to deal with hard experiences of others, to encounter my own fears, and to reject truth that hurt myself.

 

When I work on a performance my own idea stops being important-I rather surrender to the process of conducting, where the ideas of my actors and actresses blend into my ideas. What stops being important is who came up with what, was it me, was it them, or do we all serve as instruments to transmit truth. There was the process, born from intuition and preceeding months of reading and thinking, in which I asked my actresses what they would like to give to the audience in one moment in the performance. I received the answer that it should be apples. This then transformed into the idea that the apples needed to be spilled- a need that I, and she that brought the apples into the performance, feel as our own need. In that process we lose the importance and division between me and them, the division between director’s and actor’s ideas and we do everything for a greater cause. 

The work on a performance is not only work at a desk or just work in the space. It is work that occurs while I travel or when an exhibition gives me an idea for an improvisation, or when the incredible idea on the road to the former concentration camp in Vlasenica makes me swallow my tears while I am thinking of how to transmit this beauty intertwined with the horror that happened in this place, when the sentence “Blood does not go on salt” that  Šura Dumanić  said, explains why we have salt in the performance, and this same sentence demands  from me the cleansing of  ourselves with this salt.  And that process continues while we travel through New Mexico, where on the other end of the world we find out that the Natives of New Mexico used salt in the ritual of cleansing, or while I’m walking on the street and hear inside me the old Istrian song in our performance and I realize that only this song can transmit the beauty and longing and the heaviness of the country that I was born in. 

 

And what if even one person came seeking

that which all the others had given up on...?

What if even one person remembered

that under the hard earth in the darkest time, 

new life is ever growing its hands, its feet, its eyes, its voice,

readying to be born again,

needing only one thing...  

To be named.

 

Clarissa Pinkola Estés, from the poem "The Splendor"

                                                                                                                                 

Pitanja rediteljke glumicama/ Questions of the directress to the actresses:
Šta ti znači rad na ovoj predstavi?/ What has working on this performance meant to you?

Koji momenat u radu na predstavi ti je bio najteži?/ Which moment during this work was hardest for you?

Kako vidiš vezu između tvog umetničkog i tvog političkog angažmana u predstavi?/ How do you see the connection between your artistic and your political engagement in the performance?

Koji je preduslov, po tvom mišljenju, za početak pomirenja na prostorima naše bivše zemlje?/ What is the conditions or prerequisites, in your opinion, for starting the process of reconciliation on the territory of our former homeland?

Šta za tebe lično znači pomirenje?/ What does reconciliation mean to you personally?

Da li bi dodala još neku priču  i ako da, o kome ili čemu bi bila?/ Would you add another story, and if yes, what or who would it be about?

Sanja Krsmanović Tasić

Ova predstava je za mene sublimat svih tehnika, rukopisa, eksperimenata koje sam isprobavala i našla u svom glumačkom ili bolje reći performerskom izrazu. Zaokruženje jednog dugog puta traženja istinitosti u sopstvenom pozorišnom jeziku.
Bilo je puno teških momentata, nema najtežeg. Naći glas majke Mejre, koja nalazi reči i želiu da ispriča. golgotu traženja svog sina Edvina u kosturnici. Bekstvo od snajpera u nebo. Biti provodnik tih priča,  (uvek se setim Grotovskog i njegovog “art as a vehicle” koncepta) kao u sceni “lavirinta”, koji završava rečima život- smrt-život, kada sam pokušavala da postanem otvorena za reči koje su mi donosile slike koje su bila istina onoga što se dešavalo njima. 

Preuzimala sam majku Mejru sa nežnošću. Nisam mogla bilo kako izgovoriti tekst, čekala sam da me ona obuzme. Kada smo snimali probni snimak bilo je lakše. U našoj maloj biblioteci-salonu, sama sa Dijanom, mojom rediteljkom, majka Mejra je dolazila. Bremenita bolom, prozračna od života kojeg je u sebi sačuvala.

Kada smo snimali glas u studiju, nisam mogla da je dozovem, stojeći, deklarativno uspravno sa mikrofonom isped lica. Tražila sam da unesu stolicu da sednem, da mi spuste mikrofon. Sedela sam pognuto u staklenoj kabini i čekala da ona dodje. I došla je. Snimanje je moglo da počne!

Iako u sceni samo prišivam Edvinovo ime na košulju, kao što sam svom sinu prišivala ime na veš, naježena sam, ustreptala, ali opet ispunjena ljubavlju, majčinskom.

Sve što radimo,nas određuje. Čak nas i misli određuju. Ponekad tišina i ne-činjenje predstavljaju najveći zločin. Ponekad loše i zle misli mogu nas same da povrede.
Kada govorim priče ovih žena sa svojim koleginicama na sceni, ja njima dajem dostojno mesto i poštovanje. Ja njih otkrivam onima koji za njih nikada nisu čuli. Pomažem da se ratovi devedesetih sagledaju kroz ključaonicu intimnih, nekad surovih istina, a ne preko ekrana jednostranih TV prijemnika ili kroz usta koristoljubivih političara. Jer samo preko ličnih priča i neposrednog kontakta spoznajemo ono čovečno u nama i shvatamo suštinu odnosa JA i TI nasuprot Mi i ONI.

Da bih radila na pomirenju drugih, moram da budem pomirena sa sobom.

Za mene je pomirenje put koji treba da se pređe do prave ljubavi i sklada. Ono nije lako. Ono traži opet istinu, traži iskopavanje tajni, traži da se svemu i svakome da ime svakoj žrtvi i svakom zločincu.
Reka Ganges izvire u Himalajima. U njoj je sadržana snežna bistrina i belina snegova netaknutih vrhova. Kasnije na svom putu ka Indijskom okeanu protiče kroz polja, kroz gradove, kroz Benares gde se u nju posipa pepeo umrlih, gde se hiljade vernika ritualno kupa. U sebi skuplja prljavu kišu monsuna, znoj i suze i krv.

A opet ostaje izvorno čista. Opet u sebi i dalje sadrži onaj sneg i onu belinu i onu lekovitost Himalaja. Želim da mislim da je moje biće umetnika upravo kao Ganges. Da kao moćna reka može da podnese sav bol i patnju koji se u nju slivaju, svu radost i vrtoglave trenutke sreće. Da bude spremna da spira, da vodi u svom toku, da primi i dalje sprovodi do velikog mora, do drugih ušiju očiju, bića i duša. A opet ostaje čista i svoja.

Treba da se objavi, još jedna knjiga,sa pričama istih žena sada,

This performance is for me the summary of all the techniques, writings, and experiments that I tried and found in my acting or I would prefer- performing expression. This performance is the rounding up of a long path of searching for truth in my personal theatre language. 
There were many hard moments, but not the hardest. To find the voice of mother Meira who finds words and wants to speak about her hardship in searching for her son Edvin in the morgue. Running from the sniper into the sky. To be the conductor of these stories (I always remember Grotowski and his “art as a vehicle” concept) like in the scene of the labyrinth that ends with the words life- death-life, and when I tried to stay open for words that brought images that were the truth of what actually happened to the women of these stories.

I took over mother Meira with gentleness. It was not easy to say the text, I would wait for her to come over me.When we recorded the trail version it was easier. In our tiny library-sitting room, alone with my directress Dijana, mother Meira would come. Burdened with pain, translucent with life she managed to preserve in herself.

When we recorded in the studio I could not beckon her. Standing, in a declaratory way, standing straight with the microphone in front of my face. I asked for a chair to sit, to have the microphone  down. I sat bent over in the glass cabin, and she came. The recording could start!

Even thought in the scene I just sew Edvins name on the shirt just as I used to sew my sons name on his underwear when he was little and would go on school trips. In the scene I have goose-bumps, I am quivering inside, but I am overwhelmed with love, with mother’s love. 
All that we do determines us. Even thoughts determine us. Sometimes silence and not-doing create the biggest crime. Sometimes our bad and evil thoughts can hurt us.
When I tell these women’s stories with my colleagues on stage, I give them a dignified place and respect. I reveal them for others who have never heard of these women. I help the wars of the nineties be seen from a peephole of intimate, sometimes harsh truths, and not through the screens of one-sided TVs , or through the mouths of covetous politicians. Because only through these personal stories and immediate contacts can we encounter humanity in ourselves and realize the essence of the relation of ME and YOU, against the relationship of US and THEM.
To work on the reconciliation of others, I have to be reconciled with myself.

For me reconciliation is the path we have to pass on our way towards real love and harmony. It is not easy. It seeks again truth, asks for the digging out of secrets, asks that everything and everyone is given a name.Each victim, each criminal. 
The river Ganges emerges in the Himalayan Mountains. It sustains in itself the snowy clearness and whiteness of the snow of untouched peaks. Later on its way towards the Indian Ocean it passes through fields, through cities, through Benares, where the ashes of the dead are spilled into it, where thousands of believers take their ritual bath.  The dirty monsoon rain collects in it, perspiration, tears and blood.

But it stays originally pure. It still contains in itself the snow and the whiteness and the healing power of the Himalayan Mountains. 
I would like to think that my artistic being is like Ganges. That it can, like the mighty river, stand all pain and suffering that flow into it, all joy and dizzy moments of happiness. That it is ready to rinse, to lead in its course, to accept and convey till the great sea, till reaching other’s ears, eyes, beings and souls.

Staying pure and whole.
There should be another book with the stories of the same women NOW.
Ivana Milenović
Rad na ovoj predstavi je, za mene, novo viđenje naše prošlosti o kojoj se i danas javno malo govori.
Najteži mi je bio rad na tekstu Iren Majer, jer sam radeći na tom tekstu morala da projektujem kroz sebe sve strahote i užase tih dogadjaja sa kojima se ona susrela čitajući novinski članak. Jer sam u radu ne samo na tom, već i na ostalim tekstovima, postala svesna istinitosti dogadjaja, koji su uticali da shvatim važnost ove predstave.

Iz umetničkog ugla ova predstava za mene pre svega ima otrežnjujući socijalni značaj. Istovremeno, ja kao deo ove predstave, ne mogu a da ne budem deo političkog angažmana, jer predstava treba da bude  stalna kritika politike zemalja koje su učestvovale u ovim zbivanjima, da se ovakve stvari više ne bi ponovile. I da od tih najviših institucija treba da potekne inicijativa za suočavanje sa prošlošću i pomirenjem.    
Preduslov za pomirenje je pre svega priznanje grešaka obe strane i priznanje istine o dešavanjima tog vremena. 

Prihvatanje sopstvene krivice, i moja i želja druge strane da prevaziđemo i rešimo konflikt.                                                                                                    

Jedan od razloga zbog čega mi je rad na ovoj predstavi bitan jeste taj da se priče koje još nisu ispričane konačno čuju. Na žalost, ove priče su samo mali deo svih ispovesti mnogobrojnih žrtava, koje se ne usuđuju da pričaju o tome iz različitih razloga. 

The work on this performance is, for me, a new seeing of our past that is rarely mentioned nowadays in public. 

The hardest part for me was the work on the text of Irene Mayer because while working on this text I had to project through myself all the horrors and terrors of these events that she was faced with when she read the news article. Because I was not only working on this text, but also on other texts, I became conscious of the truth of the events that influenced my understanding of the importance of this performance.
From the artistic point of view this performance has for me, above all a sobering social effect. In the same time, I, as part of this performance, can’t avoid being part of the political engagement, because a performance should always be a constant critic of the politics of the countries that participated in these events, so as not to repeat them. And yet, the highest institutions should be the initiators of confronting the past and reconciliation initiative. 

The precondition for reconciliation is the confession of mistakes on both sides and the confession of truth regarding the events of that time, as well as accepting one’s own guilt and wishing of both sides to overcome and solve the conflict. 

One of the reasons this performance is important is that these stories that are still not heard, can be heard at last. Unfortunately these stories are just a small part of all the confessions of the many victims that do not dare talk for different reasons. 
Maja Mitić

Najzad- pomirila sam se sa sobom i svojom zemljom, njenim odlukama, greškama i

zabludama! Trebalo mi je skoro 20 godina za to - pola mog života! Sad opet mogu da vidim lepotu, a da se ne osećam krivom i ne moram da sudim sebi zbog toga. Ljutnja i nemoć su se pretočili u moj sopstveni čin shvatanja. Prešla sam dug put od osećanja krivice do lične i duboke odgovornosti za kolektivno ludilo,

u koje sam, samo zbog zakona većine (pošto sam  pripadala manjini koja

je bila protiv) i ja bila umešana.

Osećanje "teško mi je", pozorišna umetnost kod mene transformiše u izazov da proniknem u sve slojeve ličnosti na kojoj radim. Ne poznajem taj osećaj "teško mi je" na uobičajen način, jer ga ne posmatram "odozgo", vec ulazim u proces i "obrađujem" ga. Znam samo da sam imala otpor da naučim tekstove- bolje reći lične iskaze. Otpor je išao iz činjenice da znam da se to zaista dogodilo! Racionalno i pozorišno sam znala da su sve to savremene Antigone, Ifigenije i Medeje, no ipak nije pomagalo to što sam znala da se to zaista dogodilo ovde i sada! Progonile su me noćima te žene iz knjige,progonila su me ubijena deca, braća,sestre, muževi, očevi, dolazile su u moje snove,trčala sam istim putevima kao i oni, skrivala se kao i oni, bila sa njima. Onda bih zamišljala kako sada preživeli sede, piju kafu, puše cigaretu i mirnim glasom - kao da govore u trećem licu pričaju svoje priče ljudima koji ih zapisuju, da se ne zaborave i nikad više ne ponove.
Sve vreme sam se pitala imam li prava da tako lično "ulazim" u još neisceljene rane tih ljudi. Zapisati je jedno, ali imati moć da te priče izgovoriš na sceni - potpuno drugo. A onda zbog siline mraka u kome su se svi oni nalazili, mozak mi je slao neverovatne asocijacije jednostavnosti i lepote. Na primer, kad sam izgovarala rečenicu "Te noći birale su se strane, te noći počeo je rat" setila sam se mog kolege sa Akademije Predraga Tomanovića koji je izvršio samoubistvo u trenutku nemoci! Tako je on izabrao! Takav je bio njegov rat! I sada ga više nema! Ja ga se ipak sećam po vežbama iz  prve godine

kada smo non-stop radili  zajedno, kada smo napravili bezbroj scena na jedan isti tekst Nila Sajmona: 
 “Hoćeš li jabuku? -A ti? -A ti? -Hoćeš li ti jabuku? -Hoćeš li ti? -A ti? - Voliš li me?”
Koristili smo samo jednu rekvizitu, celu tu godinu - jabuku! U jednoj od vežbi prosuli smo korpe jabuka po sceni koje su se zakotrljalej! To je bila scena naše mladosti i očekivanja! Ta mi se slika nametnula i sada kod ove rečenice u predstavi i eto tako su se rasute jabuke iz 1983. zakotrljale i u predstavi iz 2009. Da li mi je to bilo najteže?

Moje lično je uvek političko, jer sam ja umetnica koja koristi i svoje društveno/političko biće u kreiranju  materijala za predstavu! Mislim da u XXI veku samo takav oblik teatra komunicira i ima dejstvo, ostalo je ukras. Moja odgovornost  prema umetnosti je vezana za vreme i istoriju u kojoj ja živim - pa je time i politička.

Moraju se znati imena i prezimena svih koji su izgubili život na prostorima bivše Jugoslavije. Mora im se dati taj prostor! I to bi bilo dovoljno za početak, kao dubok naklon žrtvama rata.

Neko je sigurno za vreme ovog rata pevao uspavanke! Neko je sigurno pevao ljubavne

pesme... volela bih da znam koje su se pesme pevale... 

At last I reconciled with my country and its decisions, mistakes and errors! It took me almost 20 years, half of my life! Now again I can see the beauty, and not feel guilty. I do not have to judge or condemn myself because of that. Anger and helplessness transformed into my own action of understanding. I passed a long way from the point of feeling guilty to a personal and deep responsibility for a mutual madness of which I was, because of the law of majority (for I belonged to the minority that was against), drawn into.

In theatre art the feeling “It is hard for me” transforms into a challenge to dive into all the layers of the character I am working on. I do not recognize this feeling of “It is hard for me “ in the usual sense, because I do not “oversee” it, but I enter a process and I “work on it”. I just know I resisted learning the texts- to say more clearly- the personal testimonies. The resistance was from knowing the fact that it actually happened! Rationally I knew that these were all the contemporary Antigones, Iphigenias and Medeas, but still it did not help knowing it happened here and now! I was haunted in the night by these women from the book, haunted by the murdered children, brothers, sisters, husbands, fathers, haunted me in my dreams, I ran the same paths they ran, hid like they hid, was with them. Then I would imagine how the ones that survived are now sitting, drinking coffee and with a calm voice, as if talking as another person, telling their stories to people who write them down, not to be forgotten and never to happen again. 

All the time I asked myself do I have the right to enter so intimately into the unhealed wounds of these people? To write their stories down is one thing, but to have the power to say these stories on stage is something completely different. And then, because of the greatness of darkness that all of them were in, my brain sent me incredible associations of simplicity and beauty. For example, when I would speak the sentence “That night, the sides were chosen. That night the war began” I remembered my colleague from the Academy Predrag Tomanović that committed suicide in a moment of helplessness! That was his choice! That was his war! And now he is gone! But I do remember him from our exercises from our first year when we kept working together, when we made many scenes on one of the same text by Neil Simon.
-Want an apple?-Do you?-Do you?- Do you want an apple?-Do you want?-And you?-Do you love me?

We used just one prop all that term-an apple! In one exercises we spilled baskets of apples on the stage that rolled all over! That was a scene of our youth and expectations! That picture overcame me during this sentence in the performance, and so, the spilled apples from 1983, rolled into the performance in 2009.

Was that hardest for me?

My personal is always political because I am an artist who uses her social/political being in creating materials for the performance! I think that in the XXI century it is the only form of theatre that communicates and has impact, everything else is just decoration. My responsibility towards art is tied to time and history in which I live- and so it is also political.

The names and surnames of the ones that lost their life on the territory of former Yugoslavia have to be known. We need to give them space! And that would be enough for a start, a deep bow to the victims.

Someone certainly during this war sang lullabies! Someone certainly sang love songs…I wish I knew the songs that were sung.

…Reč žena mnogo je iskorišćavana,često zloupotrebljavana, izvrtana, tumačena…S jedne strane žene su bile prave žrtve specifične ratne strategije, s druge strane ta se žrtva koristila kao “slučaj”, kao oružje u ratnoj propagandi, što je od njih pravilo dvostruke žrtve. Malo je, medjutim, onih koji su pažljivo slušali šta im žene govore i koji su verno zapisivali i promovisali njihove reči. Činilo mi se važnim da dođemo do tih zapisa, da ih sakupimo na jedno mesto i da im tako damo novu snagu. U ovaj poduhvat se ne bih upuštala da nisam imala prethodno iskustvo da žene žele da čuju te reči, da su im one važne i da ta glad za saznavanjem i razmenom ratnih iskustava nikako ne prestaje. Ovu knjigu vidim kao podsticaj da se nizanje vaših ličnih iskustava nastavi (na način koji vama najviše odgovara) i da se time stalno dopunjava ženska istorija. Za razliku od one druge, a svakako samo muške istorije, koja je suva i nemilosrdno obezličena, koja ne dopušta da se individualni glas probije i zauzme legitimno mesto…
                                                                                       Lina Vušković urednica knjige “Ženska strana rata”

…The women’s word has often been used and frequently misused, distorted, and (mis)interpreted. On the one hand, women were the real victims of a specific war strategy, and on the other hand, this victimization was used as a "case": a weapon of war propaganda, turning women into victims twice over. Those who listened attentively to what the women had to say and those who faithfully wrote down and promoted their words were, however, few and far between. It seemed important to me to obtain these records: collect them in one place, and thus, endow them with new force. I would not have ventured into this, had I not already seen that women wanted to hear these words; that they mattered to them, and that this hunger to know and

exchange wartime experiences never ends. I see this book as an incentive to continue joining your personal experiences (in the ways you find best).

Thereby also continuing to add to a women’s history which is still in significant contrast to the other: an undoubtedly men’s-only history, dry and mercilessly impersonal, not allowing any individual voice to break through and attain its legitimate place… 

 Lina Vušković, editor of the book “Women’s Side of War
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