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It’s January 2022 and Mahala Magazine is back with its third edition. A miracle happened, and here it is 
again. Every issue of Mahala is a miracle. Every time, we have to make the impossible possible. Behind this 
miracle, a committed team is working with enthusiasm and generously dedicating its time to support our 
editorial project. 

For this third issue, we decided to expand the concept of Mahala beyond Sarajevo and to explore other 
mahalas around the country. It’s the beginning of a new adventure that will take our photographers and 
journalists all around Bosnia and Herzegovina to let you discover other cities, realities and exciting stories. 

In the last few months, our team visited Bihać, where we ran a workshop on photojournalism and storytelling 
at the KRAK Center for Contemporary Culture directed by Irfan Hošić. We learnt about the former local 
textile industry giant Kombiteks and the Department of Textile Design at the University of Bihać; we explored 
the Sedra Hotel built under socialist Yugoslavia; and we visited the Garavice Memorial Park, built by the 
famous Yugoslav architect Bogdan Bogdanović in 1981, under which lie thousands of victims of fascism. We 
witnessed the remains of Yugoslavia, which are now dismantled, neglected and forgotten. 

In central Bosnia, we discovered an old sawmill built during Yugoslavia, and we spoke to the people who 
still work there. Meanwhile, our team in Sarajevo’s old town interviewed a talented coppersmith and visited 
historical marketplaces with their fresh fruits, vegetables and many other delicacies while bearing memories 
from the city's recent past. They enjoyed listening to the stories of artisans, merchants, and various people 
doing the so-called “small jobs”, highlighting that passion and commitment can make the slightest gesture 
fascinating. 

This third issue also features an art review by our art critic Damir Deljo who met with Adna Muslija, a young 
protagonist of the Sarajevo contemporary art scene, on the occasion of her latest performance. You will find 
all of this and more on the following pages.

Most of this issue’s contributors attended the series of workshops on photojournalism and storytelling 
that Kuma International has been organizing since 2021. The aim is to educate a new generation of 
photojournalists committed to portraying life as we see it without staging or manipulating it. Some were 
already into photography, while others come from different backgrounds and are still beginners in the 
profession. All of them are enthusiastic about sharing stories produced with honesty and objectivity. We are 
proud of their engagement and hard work.

Finally, I would like to thank our donors, partners and friends, who trust us and share our conviction that we 
can change the world in which we live for the better through education. 

A special mention goes to our Creative Director, Selver Učambarlić, who has been working hard with a sense 
of engagement and audacity, keeping his eyes wide open to assure Mahala is at the highest standard. 

We would never have realized this edition of Mahala Magazine without Claudia Zini, our deputy editor and 
director at Kuma International. 

Enrico Dagnino
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DEMARCATION 
LINES
Text by: Damir Deljo 
Photos by: Kemil Bekteši, Jasmin Hasanović, Ksenija Hotić

In August 2021, Adna Muslija, a Sarajevo based 
artist, showcased an artistic performance titled 
Linije razgraničenja (Demarcation lines, lit. trans.) 
at the Zvono Gallery directed by Aleksandar 
Saša Bukvić. We encounter the concept of “de-
marcation lines” mainly, if not exclusively, in the 
context of territorial relations amongst and with-
in neighboring states. In the context of Bosnia 
and Herzegovina, a quick internet search reveals 
that the concept above features in the headlines 

of quite a few news articles in which territorial 
relations between the two entities of B&H are 
problematized. Of course, there are also sever-
al articles about the ethnic divisions along those 
same lines and borders constituted during the 
conflicts of the Nineties as a result of massive 
demographic shifts and forced displacements 
of whole communities to different areas. 
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Immediately after the relaxation of the health situation caused by the coronavirus pandemic in 
the region, not just the daily political problems before the pandemic, but also the essential ones 
like the question of the Constitution of Bosnia and Herzegovina, relit as a firestorm and reemerged 
onto the surface, now even louder than before the pandemic. Is it that friends in distress recognize 
each other and, by the same logic, enemies reveal themselves by breaking false façades formed 
by calls for cooperation in peacetime? Or is it a question of paranoid fear caused by the death 
threat of an invisible organism that knows no boundaries or skin color, or a mixture of both? But 
one thing is clear: during global crises like the pandemic, large structures, such as the European 
Union, show weakness. Initially, we witnessed the incompetence and great confusion of various 
governments in the process of combating the consequences of the pandemic; the instability of the 
later vaccine procurements is evidenced by the controversies whose epilogues are yet to come, and 
whose outcome may be the loss of ordinary man's faith in songs of universal solidarity and a return 
to the borders and institutions of nation-states. 

Muslija’s work fits perfectly with the socio-political trends we have witnessed in recent months. It is 
not surprising, given that the artist tries to internalize the themes of socio-political reality and the 
role of art in it.

Two questions arise at this stage. First, the relationship between art and social reality, which in the 
theory of avant-garde art is additionally referred to as the relationship between art and "life practice" 
which, as we know, the historical avant-garde sought to redefine. Second, and in our opinion the 
more important: the question of the relationship between the artistic medium and all things non-
artistic, the things outside art itself, which are intended to be addressed in this text, and which will be 
the central theme of the presentation.

The work of Adna Muslija, by referencing the concept of Dvije škole pod jednim krovom (“two schools 
under one roof” lit. trans), is subsumed under a general narrative established and reproduced 
through the political and social reality of post-Dayton BiH, about which, of course, and justifiably, 
the most important question is that of interethnic relations in Bosnia and Herzegovina. The general 
theme of the “Two schools under one roof” seems to be imprinted on an otherwise bare, sterile and 
rigidly built wall, as if when a graffiti artist tags a hitherto untouched tree of some urban jungle. And 
where does the meaning imprinted on the wall’s surface, come from? From that which is outside of 
art, from an idea inextricably linked to political and social reality? 

Although the central part of the entire artistic performance was the act of tearing down the wall, 
the reality, which has gone unnoticed so far, is that the author herself originally erected the same 
wall. The author seems to establish the coordinates of an already determined reality by raising 
the wall. The wall should have played the role of a scapegoat; tearing it down only emphasizes 
the coordinates of said reality. As the only "formal-real" element in the performance, the wall did 
not even have the opportunity to advocate and thus perhaps justify its existence. Its death was 
already determined by its birth. Its birth was justified by its murder. The sacrificial lamb of "God's 
plan". Without a lawyer, without a witness, its fate was inevitable. And who were the witnesses in this 
case? Who else but the audience itself? An audience that witnessed its murder. And who asked the 
audience what it thought? Who asked the audience if they had anything to say? No one and that 
was not the goal. The audience wasn’t meant to be asked. And why was the audience necessary 
in the first place? That its presence might give legitimacy to the act of destroying a passive object 
exempt from the role of an active subject?

It is not a novelty that when presenting a work of art of any kind, the audience, after the presentation 
of the work, whether for the first time or not, discusses in its own way and exchanges opinions on 
ways they experienced it, usually on a formal level. But in this case, the wall, as again, the only 
"formal-real" element of the performance, did not even have the opportunity to be the subject of 
that discussion. Kadija te tuži, kadija te sudi (proverb lit. trans: The judge sues you, the judge judges 
you). Its raison d’être was already predetermined by its conception. Not by being raised, not by 
being demolished, but by conception! Given that as a passive object, the wall is silent and therefore 
cannot be represented, the question arises, who describes it? Some imaginary subject or several of 
them? Who defines it, and what does the wall mean? And what exactly is the conceptual idea of the 
performance in question? 

The general narrative of Muslija's work reproduces the general narrative of the current political 
mainstream established through its reproduction, primarily through the past and current activities 
of regional political parties. This raises the question of the role of art in all of this and how art can 
offer an alternative to the already existing political reality of a particular space and time. Or is it just 
an imitation of the existing order, expressed in a much different form? Or does it open a field in which, 
through strategies of the extraordinary, the coordinates of our reality can be shaken and shifted, 
that is, to create a new reality, as the historical avant-garde from the beginning of the last century 
proclaimed? 

By pointing to a concept or an idea (which are seen as more important than the work itself), 
conceptual art comprises a range of weak and good works, like any other artistic medium. Within 
the current global relations in the art world marked by hyperproduction, the notion of good and 
bad art seems to have disappeared from the stage and the question of what each is essentially 
compromised of. 

Conceptual art, among other things, can be explained through the dynamics of the sign and the 
signified.
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WHEN THE PAST IS NEGLECTED
GARAVICE MONUMENT
Story by: Donald Niebyl
Photos by: Selver Učanbarlić
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The exhibition “Toward a Concrete Utopia. Architecture in Yugoslavia, 1948-1980” opened in New 
York City in 2018 at one of the world’s most famous museums. It was a major success. 

Garavice Memorial Park, of which a photograph is displayed in the exhibition at Moma, was completed 
in Bihać in 1981, one year after Tito’s death. It was designed by architect Bogdan Bogdanović. Once a 
popular memorial complex enthusiastically visited by many locals, students and tourists every year, 
the site immediately began to descend into neglect after the fall of Yugoslavia, not only being subject 
to vandalism, but also destruction through the battles and shelling which occurred throughout the 
siege of Bihać. 

The monument commemorates the many thousands of ethnic-Serb and Jewish civilians, including 
children, who were executed on that spot by Ustaše forces in July of 1941.

In 1949, a modest memorial plaque was constructed at the foot of Garavice Hill in order to 
commemorate the massacres that occurred there. However, by 1969, plans were being made by the 
municipality of Bihać to create a more ambitious memorial complex at the Garavice site. 

Ultimately, famed architect Bogdan Bogdanović -- who had already distinguished himself by 
creating memorials for mass tragedies, for instance at Jasenovac -- was approached to design 
the memorial complex. He was the unanimous choice for all parties involved. Sources assert that 
Bogdanović was especially attracted to the Bihać proposal for its main main of 'universality', while 
issues of ethnicity and victim numbers were to be given a less central focus.

Construction work on the project began in 1980. The completed memorial was officially unveiled 
to the public on July 27, 1981, a day chosen as it marked the 40th anniversary of the start of local 
resistance efforts against Axis occupation.

Bogdanović included little to no mention in his design or layout of the memorial complex, to national 
identity, religious symbolism or numbers of victims. The memorial consisted of 15 stone column 
monoliths (4-6m tall) which he referred to as his 'Mourning Women'. These sculptures were spread 
across a wide area where the killings occurred, with 13 columns on the Garavice hillside, with a 
paved stone path twisting around them, while two additional stone columns were included at a 
nearby mass grave along the main road roughly 1km north of Garavice hill, just on the other side of 
the Kolkot River. Interestingly, none of these columns are constructed using mortar - the stones are 
kept together only by the heft of their own weight. 

Today, the spomenik is in poor condition, with many elements vandalized and in a state of neglect. 
While some modest remembrance ceremonies are still held here occasionally, the site sits mostly 
unused, playing host to the grazing sheep who flock across the hillsides. In recent years, however, 
some talk has manifested about restoring the complex, yet, as of 2021, work towards this end is yet 
to be realized. There is a huge amount of spray-paint covering nearly all elements of this spomenik 
complex, from the box columns and the entrance gate to the interpretive plaques. Much of it is just 
general childish vandalism, however, there is some nationalistic and fascist-style graffiti as well.

© D.R



16 17

“Life is stronger than death, justice is stronger than crime, love than hate.”

© D.R
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TEXTILE DESIGN IN A
DIFFERENT ERA
Photostory by: Irfan Hošić

© D.R
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Former textile industry giant “Kombiteks”, established 
in Bihać at the end of the 1950s, was flourishing during 
Yugoslavia. It employed over 2,000 people and was one 
of the largest textile and clothing producers in this part 
of the Balkans, exporting its products worldwide from the 
USA to Asia. In 1978 the Department of Textile Design at 
the University of Bihać was founded with a mission to train 
the professional workforce of “Kombiteks”. Over the years, 
the Department grew into a mini institution, the only one 
of its kind in Bosnia and Herzegovina, while "Kombiteks" – 
along with many other state-owned companies from the 
socialist period – gradually dissolved in the new economic 
climate of privatization schemes, which rapidly took over 
after the 1990s war. 

The fact that the Department still exists despite the 
textile industry’s vanishing completely several decades 
ago, represents an intriguing opportunity for discursive 
reflection upon the subject.

The agency that gave birth to the department and 
motivated its growth, disappeared along with its production 
capacities. At the moment there is a gap between the 
existence of the institute and the non-existence of its 
founder. Many open questions loom in this new landscape 
and there is a visible lack of critical approaches to this 
fragment of the country’s industrial and design past. Today, 
the Department of Textile Design is a multydisciplinary 
educational program for textile designers, and it is unique 
in the country. Its curriculum encompasses technical and 
engineering knowledge, artistic and design creativity and 
critical approach from the perspective of human and 
social sciences. 

In the decades since the important update of the Insitute's 
curriculum, there has been a strong influence of social 
and human sciences. Courses such as Art History; Modern 
Art and Design History; Design and Form Theory; and 
History of Textiles, form the core of the critical studies at 
the Institute. Similar topics, such as the proposed course 
Design and Crisis, have been held within the curriculum of 
the Institute, however, fragmented and dispersed among 
the mentioned courses.  

© D.R
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Hotel Sedra was built on the banks of the river 
Una, surrounded by peaceful green nature and 
the medieval fortress Ostrožac. It was constructed 
during the period of socialist Yugoslavia and due 
to its unique location it was a place of luxury. 
With 51 rooms, 4 apartments, tennis courts, mini 
golf, table tennis, a bowling area, an autodrome 
for kids, football and basketball courts, a casino 
and an underground discotheque, it was a place 
of fun and relaxation. 

During the Bosnian war, it was a safe place for 
people in the area when they tried to bomb the 
bridge that connected the two cities Bihać and 
Cazin. It also was a place to rest and eat for 
soldiers. The hotel survived the war with minimal 
damage. After the war it was privatized, and 
that moment represents the decline of a once 
luxurious and unique establishment. 

FROM LUXURY TO DISASTER
Photostory by: Amra Alibabić

HOTEL SEDRA
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As a former receptionist I have stories upon stories. However, it is hard to pick one and I will tell 
you the short history of my experience. 

I remember the hotel was always cold, and the heating was off constantly. During very cold days 
you could see your breath dancing in the air. However, whenever a new guest would arrive we would 
all take off our jackets and pretend it was warm and cozy. The heating only worked when the hotel 
was at full capacity and that only happened three, four times a year. Whenever the guest wanted the 
heating I would have to carry the heavy heater into the room. 

The rooms were old and never restored. Sometimes you would see a mouse or a snake, but I had to 
act crazy and pretend that I never saw them although we could see them playing in the hotel lobby. 
We received our salary in an envelope. Our salary was a measly 200 euros, and it only came every 
two or three months. We couldn’t get sick because we had no healthcare, and we had no annual 
leave.

Our cook was an old lady, deaf and ready for retirement. She would only serve us eggs for lunch. 
And sometimes we had nothing to eat because the director had to pay the electric bill. I quote: “If 
Amra would stop turning on the little heater maybe we would have money!” Apparently my little 
rebellious act was the reason for all our troubles. He was joking, of course.

One time our cook made us a proper ‘feast’ in the main salon with fish, potatoes and vegetables. 
The director was so angry he almost cried because it was for special guests that never came. Our 
director was a short, older professor always dressed in a suit and tie. We called him Houdini because 
he would always magically disappear when asked about our salaries.

During the winter nobody would come for almost 3 months, and the hotel reminded me of the movie 
The Shining. If you were really quiet you could hear some weird sounds. Ghosts perhaps? In that time 
my colleague Badžin and I would sit with the cook, Beba, on the sofa and watch TV under blankets, 
hats and jackets, drinking Turkish coffee and discussing what kind of eggs we would eat that day. 
Fried, scrambled, boiled or some kind of weird omelet? 

I remember these guests, a couple, they came in March, and we were so excited because we hadn’t 
seen guests for some time. I screamed at Badžin “I see people – real live people, and they are 
coming this way!” And he got so excited. We greeted them like royalty. Badžin almost broke his legs 
running with coffee, water and some flowers he found. I brought them some chocolate. They stayed 
for an hour, and we watched them drink coffee and talk. Badžin told to me: “Amra I think this is going 
to be a good year. Look, guests are coming early, maybe we will get paid every month.” We didn’t. 

The hotel was at full capacity only for weddings and New Year’s Eve parties. And it was a nightmare! 
We had to explain to angry guests why there was no soap or toilet paper, why the TV channels were 
off and why the Internet was nonexistent. But one question stood out – Why did we only serve honey 
and jam for breakfast? We had to lie, of course. We told them soap and paper were on the way, that 
the TV didn’t work due to stormy weather and that we changed our breakfast ‘menu’ every week and 
that it was, unfortunately for them, honey and jam week.



28 29



30 31

Although it was a circus and you had to be a bit crazy to work there, we all stayed because we 
had hope and because the bosses kept telling us tomorrow, we would get our paychecks. Despite 
everything, when a new guest arrived, we would greet them with a smile because that was the only 
thing we had. 

After some time, people realized that we would never have TV channels or good food, or clean rooms 
and they stopped coming, so the owners decided to rent the hotel to IOM. Hotel Sedra became a 
home for migrants. At the beginning of this year, they left, and the hotel was abandoned. This once 
grand hotel named after tufa – a prominent feature of our unique river Una - a place of parties in 
the early years, a safe place during the war, a place of laughter after the war, and finally a home for 
migrants, is now a home for one security guard, waiting for demolition. Abandoned. 
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What is it we feel, imagine and see in Yugoslavia? Is it a lifestyle? An ideology? Memories? A 
means of transgenerational bonding and identification? Is it political, economic, sentimental, 
social(ist), traumatic, or all of them, or none? Does it evoke a feeling of freedom or oppression? Does 
it belong to the past, the present, or the future? Can it truly be declared as a finished and failed 
project?

Based on these initial premises, there is already a vast multitude of mutually contradictory 
meanings attached to the term. The most common connotation is perhaps a political entity, which 
is theoretically no more, but which has left undeniable evidence of its existence. A broad vocabulary 
is used to describe these so called “remains”, ranging from their aesthetics to their functionality and 
use.

Heritage, particularly that of socialist and communist origin, is often represented and treated as 
something contemporarily - meaning in the era of capitalism - irrelevant, passive, without its own 
will and determination; something that is just standing there where it is, for reasons that don’t matter 
as much, because the responsible people of its time dealt with it, and it was just passed down 
to us, lucky us. However, new interpretations are necessary with the continuously shifting political 
landscape.

Two extremes have managed to survive throughout the years, one being the narrative that Yugoslavian 
heritage is of utmost importance and needs to be preserved for future generations to celebrate it 
as well, while the other one’s clear intention is to destroy any visual trace connected to an unwanted 
shared past. These remains, regardless of their assigned typology - residential, commemorative, 
work-oriented, social, public, private, etc. - are heavily charged and present in people’s minds 
through destructive and constructive interactions with their surfaces. These interactions are often 
stigmatised and represented as “vandalism”, without any real differentiation of their intentionality 
and significance. From love confessions and individually important dates, over political opinions and 
offensive language, up to poetry and societal critique, everything can be found on these surfaces, 
either sprayed or engraved.

At this point, it is plausible to think whether we can even speak of “remains“? Can there be remains 
if it is still alive in people‘s hearts and minds? Is Yugoslavia transcending its simplified meaning 
of being a country containing seven republics through these interventions? Are these interventions 
dragging the past into the future, or have they always existed in our present realm? We keep saying, 
„if only walls could talk“, but they do; we just need to listen. What has silencing and being silenced 
brought us as a society until now?

These materialised whispers open up a space for communication and critical remembrance on the 
one hand but also keep this very heritage alive and perpetually relevant.

REMAINS OF
YUGOSLAVIA
Photostory by: Anela Dumonjić
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A DAY AT THE

SAWMILL
Photostory by: Selver Učanbarlić
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Early early morning. The fog is still rising over the Vrbas 
river. I’m back in my hometown once more. The whole 
Uskoplje valley is known for its rich wood, and you can 
find a great artisan on every corner there. I remember 
my father saying that the majority of the wood for the 
’84 Olympics came from Vakuf, so almost 40 years later 
I had come to see what had changed at the epicenter of 
the wood industry. 

I’ve arrived at a place perfect for an eastern thriller film: 
a bunch of old logs waiting to be burned, a hangar full 
of random stuff, and, of course, a few stray dogs. I have 
shaken hands with the boss himself -- a very young man 
to be a boss, but you could see on his face that he grew 
up on this sawmill. He started the story by explaining 
how this rust “castle “ was born. His grandfather started 
the business with only one horse and one saw way 
back in the Kingdom of Yugoslavia. Later, when the 
industry began to bloom in Yugoslavia, his father laid 
the foundations for the sawmill of today. 

While he explained the process of crafting a log into 
boards, I was completely transfixed by the workers. 
There are not more than a dozen people working there. 
Many of them are young adults like me. I even went to 
school with a few of them. They changed very quickly, 
from the careless teens I remember to serious adults 
who now have a real job and a real life. 

Modernization did its thing. This isn’t a hard job as it 
was considered twenty years ago. It is easy to see how 
the world has changed in these places and how things 
go faster and faster every year. Fifty years ago, it was 
unimaginable that you could produce so many wood 
products in a day, and if for some reason you had to, 
you needed to have ten times more workforce than now.
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Still, I think there is hope for the young in 
Bosnia, even living in a small place. Maybe not 
in the jobs that rely on advanced technology, 
like community manager or IT, but rather as 
a handyman, a coppersmith, wood crafter, 
electrician and so on. Beauty can be found in 
any small business, and not everything needs to 
have the Instagram aesthetic that is feeding our 
brains with things that aren’t that universal and 
can’t be applied everywhere. 

I left the sawmill with new knowledge of the 
wood industry and about the history of my 
hometown, Donji Vakuf. But I also left with a 
more important thought in my head, and that is: 
The exciting things aren’t sometimes far away 
and unreachable. They can be, most of the time, 
found in your Mahala. 
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MARKTHALLE FÜR 

SARAJEVO
Photostory by: Hamza Makić
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If you are walking through the center of Sarajevo 
on Ferhadija street, you must have noticed 
a unique, large yellow building bearing the 
name Gradska Tržnica, a building with a rich 
and important history from the day it was built 
in 1894. it is a marketplace to go to if you are 
looking for fresh and homegrown products, 
eggs, milk, cheese, honey, meat and, especially 
for me, dried meat.

Originally the name of the Market was “Markthalle 
für Sarajevo”. Eventually, the name was simplified 

in every-day speech, and now it is referred to as 
“Markale”. Today, people also call the open-air 
market across the street from Gradska Tržnica 
“Markale Market”. It can be a bit confusing for 
someone unfamiliar, so it is good to know. 

When you enter the Markale you discern the 
positive atmosphere mixed with the smell of 
many tasty products. People who work there 
are merchants and farmers who come from 
all over Bosnia. Everyone is very friendly and 
approachable and many have a good sense of 

humor. They are happy to talk to you and share 
many interesting tales and stories. There are 
people who have been selling goods in Markale 
for multiple decades already. I have spoken 
with some merchants and one elderly lady was 
especially friendly, so she stuck with me. She told 
me that she has been selling eggs for 40 years, 
and she remembers many different phases and 
periods that she and Markale went through. 
Merchants from stands around told me that she 
is the oldest one working there. She herself told 
me that she is happy and enjoys the job; she 

certainly looks like it. You can also encounter 
younger merchants, who are equally friendly.  

Just walking through the market you can expect 
tasting offers; just be careful because you will 
hardly leave without buying anything. Everything 
is especially tasty and if you are a meat lover, this 
place is for you. 
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MARKALE
Photostory by: Aida Mujčin
NEVER FORGET
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Markale, the famous city market in Sarajevo, 
represents a painful memory for most BiH’s 
people. Still, it is also attempting to come to life, 
with bright colors of fresh fruits and vegetables 
and fragrant flowers, just a few steps away from 
a massive massacres path in which many people 
lost their lives in February 1994 and August 1995 
during the Bosnian war. A commemorative 
plaque remembers the name of the victims. It 
is important to be reminded of something like 
this on a regular basis. “There was a truck here. 

All the dead and injured were tossed on it. I will 
never forget a lady with long blonde hair. Her 
torso was on one side. Someone took her by her 
hair. Her head was separated from her torso, and 
someone threw the head on the truck. Even now, 
I can’t forget it” Amra says, as she lits a cigarette 
behind her vegetable stand. Almost thirty years 
have passed, but a contrast remains, written on 
people’s faces as clearly as ever. Even today, we 
are reminded of these atrocious massacres. 
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Suada, aka Sutka, proudly posing and smoking a cigarette in front of her fruit stand.
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AN UNUSUAL COPPERSMITH IN

SARAJEVO
Photostory by: Abdullah Ibradžić
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Hello, I want to thank you for your time and willingness to have this interview for Mahala 
Magazine. Can you introduce yourself to our readers?

Thank you for calling me. It’s an honor to be here with you. My name is Sulejmen Hrgić. I am a 36-
year old coppersmith from Sarajevo and one of the youngest doing this job here in Sarajevo.

When did you start doing this job? What led you to it, and where were you trained to 
perform it?
 
After finishing primary school, my father took me to Nasir Jabučar, one of the most prominent and 
well-known coppersmiths in Sarajevo. Since I was a creative child and I loved doing things by hand, 
I immediately knew that I wanted to learn and do it, so I enrolled at the mechanical engineering high 
school in Sarajevo in the coppersmith department. In addition, I also enrolled in the high school of 
applied arts in Sarajevo. I can say that the biggest reason I was attracted to this business was the 
merak and the sound. I did learn at school, but mostly in my practical work for Nasir Jabučar in his 
shop.
 
Is it possible to make a living from that job today? How has the COVID-19 pandemic affected 
your business?
 
Yes, you can earn a living, it’s a nice job. But the pandemic situation affected all of us, and we didn’t 
have any help from the government, so we barely managed to survive. Now things are going back 
to normal, tourists are coming more and more, so I can’t complain too much. But also one of the 
issues is that many people in this job now don’t want to craft the items by themselves, so they order 
premade and cheaper ones from Turkey, and it’s affecting us who make everything by hand since 
they can charge lower prices and still earn a lot.

What kinds of objects do you craft primarily? 

I see a fairly even mix between modern and older styles displayed here, even a Darth Vader photo 
crafted. Before, I crafted only standard copper crafts like coffee pots, trays, photos of Sarajevo’s 
famous places. But recently, I have started crafting even jewellery, like necklaces, rings, earrings, 
and people like them and buy them. Sometimes I do something for my soul like Darth Vader since I 
love Star Wars, and sometimes I do other stuff for fun and experiment when I have free time.
 
How many young people are interested in this and other crafts jobs today? We can see you’re 
very different from the majority. Not many young people decide to go in this direction. How 
do you know the youth of today?
 
Well, not many, really, today younger people have different ways of thinking than when I started 
doing this job, and the interests have changed. I miss the way it was 10-15 years ago. Now, maybe 
4-5 young people are doing this job, and that’s it. I don’t know what to say. Sometimes I don’t see 
any potential in them, the role models they have, the senseless music they listen to, their lack of life 
goals, living off their parents like parasites, it’s all different than when I was younger, but there are 
also great young people doing excellent jobs, so I am comforted it will be better.

Which music do you listen to? I am curious. 
 
Now I am into classic rock and roll, some old rap, and sevdah is in my soul. 
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Something else interesting is that you're also a skater. I can say one of the best in Bosnia 
and Herzegovina. When did you start that? How is the skateboard scene in Sarajevo, how 
many of you are skating, and where?
 
I started around the 2000s. You and I started together (laughs). We were both skaters back then, and 
that's how we met. I miss those times. Skateboarding is the best thing in the world for me, and I never 
stopped doing it. I am one of the few left from the first generation of skaters in Sarajevo, definitely the 
most active. Today we have around ten active skaters in Sarajevo, but there are also skaters in other 
cities, which wasn't the case back in the 2000s, so it's slowly but surely getting better. And we skate 
mainly around town, in Skenderija, in front of the Academy of Fine Arts, in Otoka, and we did have 
a so-called skate park under a bridge in Ilidža. Still, the recent floodings swept it away, so yeah, no 
proper skate park here in Sarajevo.

People would say this is primarily a man’s job, but are there women working as 
coppersmiths?
 
Yes, I am aware of two of them, Nermina, who has a shop next to mine, and Dženita, working near the 
buregdžinica Bosna. Nermina graduated from the Academy of Fine Arts in Sarajevo as a sculptor, 
but from when she was little, she worked and helped her father in his coppersmith shop here in 
Kovači street. She has been doing this job professionally for around 15 years, and she is the only 
woman I know who crafts everything from scratch. She also makes jewellery, unique lamps made of 
copper coffee pots, candle holders, etc.
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Tell me a bit about the tourists, since they are the main buyers during the year and most of 
the profit comes from them. Which are the most interesting, which ones buy the most, and 
can you remember some interesting anecdotes to share with us ?
 
I can say the Chinese tourists are great, they buy a lot, and they mostly ask for Valter. Just give them 
something with Valter’s face or theme, and they are happy. But the ones who spend the most are 
Italians, they are crazy about copper, and they are nice and friendly. I sell mostly magnets, but also 
coffee pots, etc. Hmmm, anecdote... Let me tell you one story : a couple of years ago, a Russian 
tourist was bothering me about some brass figurine; 100 questions, looking at it 100 times, why this, 
why that, which was time-consuming. In the end, I told him that’s a gold figurine costing 150KM, 
which was a lot more than it costs, but I said it just to end the conversation, and he left. After half an 
hour, he came back and said: “Ok, I want that figurine”. He paid 150KM and left. Later on, I felt sorry 
for charging him that much, but at the moment, he made me crazy with all his questions.

 What achievements, projects, and exhibitions have you been involved in?
 
Regarding coppersmithing, I was part of the team that built the largest Bosnian coffee pot in the 
world in 2004. We were featured in the Guinness book of records. This year I will exhibit at the Expo 
2022 in Dubai.
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You also offer lessons to tourists and people who want to learn or try a 
copper craft, am I right?
 
Yes, I do. And many people are interested in making something with their own hands. 
You should try also! Let me grab a piece of copper, and you’ll do something. 

Ok, I’ll try to write Mahala, and we will see the results at the end! What are 
your plans for the future? Will you stay in Bosnia or look for a way to get to a 
European country like many young people from here?
 
My plans are to get married and have children, continue what I am doing.No. I don’t 
think I will ever leave Bosnia and Herzegovina. I love it here, this is my country, and 
no matter how the politicians are here, I will not go.

Thank you so much! And thank you for the tutorial. I hope my Mahala sign 
came out nicely. What do you think, could I be a good copper crafter?

You did a great job, for sure.
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In 2021 Kuma International, together with Brodac 
Gallery, launched a new project titled “Rememory 
1992-2022: 30 years of remembrance through 
art in Bosnia and Herzegovina” organized 
together with our partner Brodac Gallery, with 
the generous support of the International Relief 
Fund for Organisations in Culture and Education 
2021 of the German Federal Foreign Office, the 
Goethe-Institut and other partners. 

Commemorating the 30th anniversary of the 
Bosnian war (1992-2022), the project focuses 
on Sarajevo and Goražde, offering a highly 
local context-sensitive perspective on the 
consequences of the past and the importance of 
remembrance and reflect the role of the arts and 
culture in social transformation. 

In the fall of 2021, six local and international 
artists and photographers (Smirna Kulenović, 
Ziyah Gafić, Enrico Dagnino, Mak Hubjer, Aida 

Šehović and Velibor Božović) ran a series 
of six workshops on the theme of memory, 
remembrance and contemporary forms 
of memorialization. Together with selected 
participants, our guest lectures worked towards 
posing and answering a number of questions 
about the nature and varieties of memory, such 
as: how do we remember the past and what is 
the role of art and photography in that process? 

In spring 2022, our team will present a 
documentary film titled “UNSAFE AREA Goražde” 
on the Bosnian enclave of Goražde, the only 
city in Eastern Bosnia that was not conquered 
by the Bosnian Serb Army during the 1992-95 
war. The movie collects the stories of those who 
survived the war and defended their city from 
the aggression. We will also organize a photo 
exhibition showing unique archival material. 

Vi
su

al
 id

en
tit

y 
by

 Id
eo

lo
gi

ja
, S

ar
aj

ev
o



68 69Kuma Internation Summer School 2021 students photographed by Yulia Kopr



70 71



A big thank you to all the people who have already donated to the ongoing fundraising 
campaign supporting Mahala Magazine !

Feeling like supporting Mahala ? 
Follow the code !


