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Letter From the Editors
Dear Reader,

We started this magazine in hopes 
of creating a space for voices 
from the Balkan Diaspora so that 
they can speak for themselves 
and to their own experience. We 
noticed that there was an absence 
of a unified platform for Balkan 
diasporic art and writing, which 
hindered  the  ability  for 
important cultural and creative 
exchange leading to the evolution 
of ideas in these spaces. We 
created Bombastic in hopes that 
it will serve as a gathering 
place for the Balkan diasporic 
community. 

In our experience, isolated 
Balkan diasporic communities 
can become breeding grounds for 
ethno-nationalism as some people 
lean towards misrepresentations 
of their motherlands for a source 
of identity and belonging. We 
wanted to provide an alternative 
avenue of identifying with our 
communities, one that creates a 
space for the artistic exploration 
of what it means to belong to a 
Balkan diaspora specifically. We 
acknowledge that the diasporic 
experience is unique and, even 
within the diaspora, there 
are a multitude of different 

experiences. Bombastic aims to 
highlight these experiences, and 
carve out a space for them to 
exist in communication with each 
other.

We hope that Bombastic can inspire 
solidarity within the community, 
and highlight the incredible 
talent that exists within it. 

We would like to extend our thanks 
to those who have supported our 
mission, contributed their work 
or time, and helped shape this 
magazine. We would especially 
like to thank Nikolina Kupčević 
for our cover and the design in 
this issue. Finally, we would 
like to thank you, the reader, 
for participating in the exchange 
we are attempting to build.

Best,
Anna Maria & Olivera, Co-Editors-
in-Chief
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About the Contributors
Rebecca Duras is a Croatian-Ameri-
can writer and lost girl currently 
based in Queens. Her poetry and es-
says have previously been published 
in Gastarbajter Magazine, Vamp Cat 
Magazine, and Persephone’s Daugh-
ters. You can find her on Twitter, @
ozzthegr8, and on Substack, https://
thebestfckingyearsofyourlife.sub-
stack.com/.

Jovica Gardijan is a Serbian-Cana-
dian “human” man who currently re-
sides in Toronto. He likes travel-
ling throughout Eastern Europe, and 
sometimes taking photos.

Katarina Jovanović was born in Bel-
grade where she worked as a journal-
ist for Radio-Belgrade and several 
weekly magazines, writing reviews 
for art shows. She published poetry 
and won poetry awards. She came to 
Canada in 1994 and currently works 
as an educator and department head 
in the post-secondary context. She 
published two books in Canada, both 
for children and youth: The King Has 
Goat Ears (BC Book Prize Winner for 
2009) and the Blue Vase (won Choco-
late Lilly Book Award for the best 
chapter book in 2016-17). In 2019, 
she published a novel Kartonac in 
Belgrade, Serbia. She is current-
ly working on a new manuscript for 
young adults. Katarina’s work deals 
with issues related to children and 
youth. She is based in Vancouver.

Bojan published his first book of 
poetry Peto Stanje Mesa (“The Fifth 
State of Flesh”) in Beograd (Vidi-
ci, 1987). Since 1994, Bojan has 
lived in Vancouver, British Colum-
bia, with his wife and two daugh-
ters. He has published poetry in 
various magazines, in English and 
Serbo-Croatian.

Ljudmila Petrović was born in Bel-
grade and grew up in Vancouver, BC. 
She has done anti-violence, settle-
ment, and youth work, and most of 
her work has been with women and 
families. She is currently complet-
ing her MA in counselling psycholo-
gy with a research focus on the di-
asporic identity formation of women 
from the former Yugoslavia. Upon 
completing her degree, she plans to 
continue working with survivors of 
violence and trauma.

Niko Popovich is an ex-emo kid from 
Phoenix, Arizona, who now lives in 
Belgrade, Serbia. He’s done a lot 
of strange things in his life. He 
likes girly r-n-b music, hard ciga-
rettes, boxing, drama, and believes 
the world is kind of like poetry.

Zoe Karaulić Radojčić is a student 
at UNC Charlotte, studying Politi-
cal Science and International Stud-
ies and playing on the women’s ten-
nis team. More of her poetry and 
photography can be found on insta-
gram @rad_writing.

Kemal Koyu is an MA student of his-
tory at the University of Waterloo. 
He is currently writing his the-
sis on the role of Alija Izetbegov-
ić during the Yugoslav Wars of the 
1990’s. Kemal attributes his inter-
est in the Balkans to his father’s 
grandparents who were ethnically 
Albanian from Macedonia and migrat-
ed to Turkey in the early 1930s.

Tasha Merchant is currently attend-
ing Northeastern University, com-
pleting her MS in Bioinformatics. 
To unleash her creative side, she 
occasionally jots down thoughts in 
her iPhone notes app, hoping they 
eventually come to fruition as 
short stories. “i think about you 
sometimes” was the first successful 
prose that took form as a result of 
this—an amalgamation of fantasy and 
real life experiences.

Bojan Petrović was born on October 
1, 1960 in Beograd, Yugoslavia. Bo-
jan graduated from the Faculty of 
Law in Beograd in 1985 and pursued 
graduate studies on the relation-
ship between Marxism and Anarchism. 
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Confluence of Passions
By Kemal KoyuBy Kemal Koyu

Drina of my thoughts, Sava of my soul
Flow not northward from my Balkan heart

Water the furrows of my fields
Embrace me, stream of nations
Swallow me, for we are one
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Smile of Ancestors
 On black and white photographs
         You smile at 
         The photographers with moustache, portrait artists and onlookers.
Yes, you are gorgeous, bright, and strong
Still very young.

 On color photos,
       You are strong family women
       Arms wrapped around men
       In grey and dark blue coats, 
       taking you to church 
       to light candles for live and dead.

I have no wartime photographs of you.
           Yet, I see you
           staring at the sky,
           your ears filled with war marches.
           your lips white.   

Here I am,
breathing with all your prayers.

You smile from the melted candle wax,
Your eyes are deep and dark, 
Your sorrow is magnificent.

By Katarina Jovanović
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DIPTYCH
By Bojan Petrović

I was that summer of breast-shaped dreams.
Nipples had eyes then, their gaze
sustained, turned 
inside out

Skin covered the streets
in the evenings, when smells ripened
after the heat. The murmur
ubiquitous, forever musky

I was humbled. 
A footprint erased in the surf.
I was that striped afternoon shadow
mild as tea. My days were simple
as prayer, bell-shaped, predictable:
a phone rang and chimed in
with the bells’ toll from
St. Alexander Nevsky

The vision of the sea oozed
through the poorly insulated window.
In winter, we chilled vodka betweenv
frost-veined window panes
Spectacles 
For our myopic rooms

A vision appeared again
and again from the fog banks at the riverfront.
If we do not see the horizon, anything
can be out there: an unseen city
may have mushroomed
during the hours of humid darkness.
There may be no Horizon at all.

When we tire of one life, it is the eyes
that migrate first
as they follow the birds.
Souls travel next, then our bodies.

In the move
some baggage is lost
always
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A PAWNBROKER’S SHOP

Enter that sanctuary
Of shoplifters and alchemists
And be careful: your destiny
May entangle with that of a watch
Or a book. You wouldn’t be the first.

Look at them in awe: for they are
Things. Uprooted and exiled
From shelves and corners.
From habits.

Feel their secret lives:
A bike and a map, words
In a forgotten language,
An old pawnbroker’s soul
And a madman’s axe, still
Heavy and ready.

Poverty and guilt.
And above all, empathy:
The virtue of the lost,
Of those who suffered.

If they had a symbol,
Would it be the fish?

Things certainly believe:
In Chaos, the absent-minded creator
And Lethe, the stream of oblivion.

They also believe in dust,
In a spider heading toward 
A starlit window,
In roaches and a wooden bird.

They know about cities
Of uprooted men and women
Looking for a corner or a shelf.
For a wall to lean on it.

Just as we do,
Exiled from the asphalt road
That had borne us.

By Bojan Petrović
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DAEMMERUNG
By Bojan Petrović

It was a game then – we oiled
The howitzers, sharpened the fangs,
The nights warmed with small joys:
 Opening cans of meat in the chill,
 sleepwalking in the endless corridors.
Once the sentries were relieved, we read
The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock.1

I said once, jokingly: in the quiet of the night
The click-clack of the rifle loading-
It can be heard a mile away.
The cicada will stop its chirping
In awe and fear.

Little did we know.

They who sharpen the tooth of the dog
Meaning death2

Then – at the end of our childhood
Reason was executed at dawn,
The infernal revving of tractor engines
Masked the cries.

1 T.S. Eliot, The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock (Chicago: 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse Vol VI, No. III)
2 T.S. Eliot, Marina, Ariel Poems (London: Faber & Gwyer, 
1930) 

Black shapes were coming to town
In the earliest innocent morning
Returning from murder, at their sides daggers
Dangling in casual horror.
Chains of golden teeth.
Who were they in their former lives?
Accountants? Labourers?

We chain-smoked into oblivion
Mass graves of cigarette butts marked
Maps in our minds
Paths of advancing armies, beleaguered cities

Metanoia

Years will have to wait for the redemption to come
For Ulysses to return
Slaughtering the gentlemen-callers
In catharsis,
For the axes’ eyes
To suck in the killing arrow

12



13

Left: Untitled Poem & Photo 1 by Zoe Karaulić 
Radojčić

Right: Untitled Poem & Photo 2 by Zoe Karaulić 
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i think about you sometimes

It’s incredible—the places we 
go, the people we meet. And every 
person we interact with has some 
sort of effect on us, whether it 
be trifling or life changing. In 
a way, our lives are really just 
a compilation of other people’s 
stories; every page telling tales 
of our travels, encounters, expe-
riences. And our memories...they 
morph by the second, some becom-
ing distant slowly fading away. 
While others—even just closing 
your eyes brings you back to a 
reality of times past....

Sitting in a coffee shop, faint 
laughter. You probably said some-
thing chucklesome. I can’t remem-
ber the context of many conversa-
tions but I remember my emotions 
distinctly. I’ve drifted in and 
out of love just about a handful 
of times and yet—every time feels 
like I’m falling for the first. 
You split your croissant with me 
and I insist on taking only a 
fourth. We finish half our cof-
fees and I need to run to class—
or was it you that had to run to 
work? Again—some things become a 
blur but the important ones are 
engrained in my personal archive 
forever. A couple hours pass and 
I start missing you...weird. It’s 
not a front I put up I promise// 

I just find it genuinely hard to 
form meaningful connections. Un-
fortunately there are no child-
hood traumas I can attribute this 
to...it is just who I am. I con-
template texting you...is that 
needy? I take the plunge with 
a “what’s up?” Simple, casual. 
Millennial. After some pleasant 
chit chat, we agree that you’ll 
come over after work at midnight.
 
I start to feel the excitement 
build up in the pit of my stomach 
around 7pm. I don’t think I real-
ized what it was at the time...
but now that I look back on it 
I’m able to put my physiological 
reactions into perspective. I fin-
ish my evening routine and set-
tle down...passing time waiting 
for you. I check my phone every 3 
seconds while mindlessly watch-
ing a show on my laptop. And my 
world lights up when I finally re-
ceive the “I’m outside :)” text. 
I sprint down the two flights of 
stairs it takes to reach my front 
door and throw it open. And there 
you are in the moonlight...your 
goofy smile, sweaty work clothes, 
red backpack. Like I said, all 
it takes is a second for me to 
close my eyes and I’m immediate-
ly transported back to this exact 
moment. I feel it..the excitement 

of walking up my stairs chatting 
about our days, listening to your 
stories. We reach my attic bed-
room, get comfortable and perch 
by the window in the corner. You 
light up a cigarette and continue 
telling me of the day’s events. 
I listen intently, occasionally 
zoning out to observe your fea-
tures, gestures, mannerisms. Some 
of our conversations bring me to 
the edge of my seat in laugh-
ter and others are slightly more 
unadulterated. And we sit there 
for hours, tearing layers of soul 
from one another.
 
In the morning, I wake up and 
you’re there next to me..my half 
open blinds casting rays of sun-
shine onto your sleeping body. I 
cherish this moment dearly. 
I close my eyes for a moment and 
I’m here again...I may not see it 
but I feel it.

By Tasha Merchant
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The Speech-Bag
By Niko Popovich

The man woke up one morning and 
discovered a strange appendage 
on his jaws. In the mirror he in-
spected the new flesh.

It hung from the lower part of 
his face by a seam of thick skin. 
It was something like a kangaroo 
pouch, below his mouth.

“A chin pocket.” He said it sci-
entifically. He was very alarmed, 
because he had cultivated a nice 
Freudian beard for the last peri-
od of his life.

“What is it for?”

The fellow was informed enough 
to know that the regular clini-
cians at the hospital wouldn’t 
make heads or tails of it. He 
also was illegally uninsured and 
could not afford their profes-
sional gaze anyhow.

So he visited a woman he knew that 
afternoon. On the bus he wore an 
Incan shawl that wound around his 
shoulders, his neck, his face be-
low his nose. The chin pocket was 
compressed flat. It was itchy and 
hot, agitated by the fabric of 
the shawl.

The door opened and he pushed in-
side. He didn’t often visit his 
mother because she was very lone-
ly and he was one of the few who 
could relieve her solitude.

She embraced him through the In-
can shawl. She had sensed his 
anxiety on his ascent towards the 
13th floor.

“Mother.”

She grabbed him in a bear hug once 
more, catching him off guard, 
preventing him from wrapping his 
arms around and reciprocating.

“Now sit, sit! Where have you 
been, my god…”

Marko’s mother went on in this 
vein while he busily unwrapped 
the colorful shawl. At last he 
emerged from the cocoon & bore 
his new chin pouch in front of 
his dear mother.

She looked him up & down in silence 
and concentration. He couldn’t 
meet his mother’s eyes.

“I’m some new kind of freak this 
morning.”

“Sh! Sh!”

He wondered at what he could use 
it for. He could keep his keys 
in there, use it to hold spare 
change. He shook his head at such 
a silly idea. But when he shook 
his head he thought he heard the 
jingling of change in his chin 
pocket. He immediately sat still, 
he glanced at the passengers to 
his left & right. Had they no-
ticed anything strange?

Dark shadows circled his eyes. It 
was the beginning of despair. Oh, 
how would his life change for all 
this? Why was this happening?

…

The old woman’s apartment was on 
the 13th floor. Her building was 
old, the stones were mossy and 
heavy. The door was ornate, under 
curves of cement, cold, arching 
above his head. The relief had 
faded away. The shade here re-
laxed his eyes.

He buzzed her name on the inter-
com.

“-yyes?”

“Hey mom.”

“MARKO!”
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Was it a speech-bag? She had heard 
of such things. She pulled it open 
with the tip of her finger and 
cautiously peered inside. Marko 
watched the quiet patterns of the 
Turkish carpets hung on the wall. 
What had happened to his beard? 
Why couldn’t he have webbed toes 
or something more useful?

All at once his mother dropped 
her inspection and shuffled off 
to the kitchen. She set water to 
boil and prepared a pot of tea. 
Mother and son said nothing.

She offered Marko a cut of bakla-
va. Drips of the sweet sauce fell 
into his chin pocket. Nobody had 
ever looked so unhappy while eat-
ing sweets.

He was unmarried, 45, and worked 
at a call-center. He had trained 
in geology but, having been at-
tracted to leftist currents in 
his university, had refused to 
work for a petroleum company or 
any engineering firms related to 
the fossil fuel industries. His 
research was rotting in the base-
ment of a faculty in Leipzig.

He was just fucking down and out.

Marko started crying silently and 
the tears rolled down his face, 
into his chin bag. A hiccup sound 
came from the kitchen, where his 
mother prepared tea with her back 
turned to her son. She cried too.

He didn’t know what to do.

He caught his reflection in an 
obscure mirror on the wall. His 
eyes were red and sore.

The clatter of the little tea 
plates, the television turned 
low, the shower running just be-
hind the thin wall, none of this 
existed for Marko’s mom. In the 
silence of her mind she was ana-
lyzing the addition on her son’s 
face.

She entered the living room with 
the tea cups on their little sau-
cers. Marko’s palms were pressed 
together, covering his face. But 
she saw how his eyes were red and 
sore.

“It’s a speech bag, you know.”

“Mom…”

“You always talk about the silli-
est things, Marko! You’re always 
jabbering! I’ve told you that! 
Jabbering!”

Her hands were on her hips.

“That’s a form of lying, you know. 
Going on and on and never saying 
the real thing.”

Marko groaned.

“Its gonna fill up the speech bag 
now, right under your lips. Its 
gonna weigh you down. Don’t talk 

stupidity anymore!”

She said it with the despair of 
mother’s love, the dark side of 
mother’s love.

“I’m gonna get it removed.”

Marko’s mom scoffed. Her black 
tresses wafted back.
He had said this out of spite. 
They both knew the operation was 
out of the question.

“It’ll look worse if you try to 
saw it off.”

Marko felt the impossibility and 
the vexation and the immensity 
of gravity on his living form. 
And he groaned once more and laid 
over the table.

That was when she shook his shoul-
der gently and left to go read and 
ponder things over in her bed.

Marko laid there, on his mother’s 
kitchen table, for a long time.

It felt like the clock was strik-
ing backwards.

Something was sprouting inside. 
His hands were all soaked with 
tears and he couldn’t take any-
more and then the slow germina-
tion of indifference began in his 
heart. It was already as solid and 
immovable as absence itself. He 
sniffed his tears, seeing there 
was nothing for it, and gathered 
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himself off the table, all bro-
ken.

It wasn’t bravery, just fearless-
ness. Marko started laughing, and 
laughing, and laughing, and his 
eyes began shining.
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We NEED A Revolution
By Rebecca Duras

“Do you know what we need, Smo-
ki?” Saša asked.

Smoki took a long sip of his beer 
and wiped the foam from his stub-
ble with the back of his hand. 
“More booze,” he answered.
 
“No, not us, as in us two. Us, as 
in all of us in this region.”

“Two bullets in the brain each.”

“We need a good, old-fashioned 
revolution, for fuck’s sake. We 
really need a revolution.”

Smoki put down his empty bottle 
and cracked open another. “What do 
we need a revolution for, Saša?”

Saša began pacing around the bal-
cony. “You know, to shake things 
up. We can’t continue like this.”

“Just pass the cigs and shut up, 
motherfucker.”

“What’s my mother got to do with 
it?” Saša roared and rolled up 
his sleeves.

“Saša, ow, don’t—come on, let 
go!” Smoki yelled, putting up his 
hands to try to block the incom-
ing blows. The beer bottle fell, 

spilling foaming liquid every-
where. “It’s just an expression, 
it doesn’t mean—ow! You’re going 
to rip all my hair out!”

Saša stopped fighting and took a 
step back, crossing his arms. 
“Fine. I’m sorry.”

“Whatever.” Smoki mopped up the 
spilled beer with a discarded 
work shirt and stared at the emp-
ty bottle mournfully.

“Why don’t you agree?” Saša asked.

“What don’t I agree with?”

“You don’t agree that we need a 
revolution.”

Smoki pulled out a cigarette 
and lit up. “We’ve already seen 
enough war.”

“Yes, but the wars didn’t actu-
ally change anything. Just the 
borders and the parties that are 
in power. Even the faces stayed 
the same! We need an actual rev-
olution, that’s different.”

“And who’s going to die for your 
revolution?” Smoki said, tapping 
out the ash in an empty beer bot-
tle.

Saša stamped his foot. “You just 
don’t understand! You’re not even 
trying to understand!”

“Saša, Saša, calm down! If you 
keep jumping like that, the bal-
cony will collapse.”

“How am I supposed to calm down 
when not even my best friend un-
derstands me?”

Smoki sighed. “Okay, if I don’t 
understand, then explain it to 
me. There’s a reason my nickname 
is Smoki, not Tesla.”

“You don’t understand that a rev-
olution is different from war. 
A revolution can be peaceful, 
bloodless.”

“What, you think the people in 
power will just, like, step down 
if you ask nicely?”

“No, but if there are protests—”

“Ha! Protests!” Smoki scoffed.

“It can happen,” Saša insisted. 
“I watched a documentary on TV. 
Up in Prague or wherever, they 
just had some massive protests at 
the end of the eighties and poof! 
No more communism.” 
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Smoki snorted. “The problem is 
that we’re not Czechs. We’re a 
fucked up, selfish people.”

“Well, we don’t need mass pro-
tests,” Saša continued, “all we 
need is one man to stand up. To 
say that he will no longer kiss 
up to hypocrites and criminals, 
and then everyone else will fol-
low.”

A black Mercedes rumbled to a stop 
in front of Smoki’s building. A 
bald man stuck his head out the 
window. “Oh, hello, boys!”

“Hello, Mr. Petrovic,” Saša an-
swered.

“What are you boys doing?”

“Well, nothing, Mr. Petrovic.”

“He, that’s not how you should 
live your life, boys. You have 
to put effort in if you want to 
become an important man like me. 
I went from working the machines 
to being the boss of the factory. 
You have to work, Sale, you un-
derstand?”

“Ye-es, I understand, Mr. Petro-
vic,” Saša stammered.

“Here, my car is a little 
scratched. If I give you some 
cash, will you polish it for me?”

“Yes, sir, of course I will!”

Mr. Petrovic laughed and his gold 
tooth glinted in the sun. “That 
was a little joke, kid. To be 
honest, I didn’t expect your lazy 
ass to agree to hard work. I only 
trust my car to professionals.”

“Ha-ha-ha, you’re so funny, Mr. 
Petrovic!”

“Well, boys, I must be off. You 
should go find a job or something.” 

“We will, Mr. Petrovic!” Saša 
called as the car peeled off.

“Ha-ha-ha, you’re so funny, Mr. 
Petrovic! You’re so powerful, 
Mr. Petrovic! Does it hurt when 
I kiss your ass, Mr. Petrovic?” 
Smoki laughed, raising his voice 
to mimic Saša’s.

“What’s so funny?” Saša glowered.

“Don’t you know who that man is? 
A first-class criminal. He closed 
five factories since the war, yet 
his pockets are always full. Just 
yesterday he killed a little boy 
in the suburbs with that car, and 
nobody will ever put him on tri-
al.”

“I know damn well who he is!”

“Then why were you sucking up to 
him, for fuck’s sake? I was em-
barrassed just watching it!”

“What can I do, the guy’s too 
powerful! If I was rude, imagine 

what he could have done!”

Smoki took a drag of his cig-
arette. “You’re right, that’s 
best.”

“I know I’m right.”

“Just sit down, don’t fight back.”

“Yes.”

“Forget revolutions.”

“But there has to be one!”

“How will there be a revolution 
if you’re not even capable of 
standing up to the most ordinary 
gangster?”

“That was just because I was 
alone.”

Smoki thumped his friend on the 
head. “Hello? I’m right here, 
bro.”

“Yes, but you’re fucking useless. 
You’re fat and lazy, you wouldn’t 
have helped me.”

“You’re a rude cunt, but you’re 
right. You forgot to say that 
I’m also smart, and that’s why I 
wouldn’t have helped you.”

“You see, that’s what we’re miss-
ing.”

“What, balls?’
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“Well, that too, but I was think-
ing about a spirit of unity.”

“That doesn’t exist anywhere, 
stop bullshitting.”

“Well, we need it! Here, it’s ev-
ery man for himself, nobody cares 
about their neighbor.”

“You’re right, I don’t care about 
my neighbor.”

Saša sighed. “We don’t care about 
working together anymore. And 
that’s why our country’s going 
to shit.” 

“And why should we care?”

“And nobody helps those who are 
unfortunate,” Saša continued, 
“They just laugh at homeless peo-
ple and crazy people, like him.” 
He pointed down to Griva, the 
neighborhood drunk, who was go-
ing through the garbage contain-
ers in front of Smoki’s building.

“Griva, looking for treasure?” 
Smoki called down.

“Hey boys, how are you? You got an 
extra cigarette?” Griva yelled.

“We’re great! Saša’s planning the 
revolution!” 

“Shut up,” Saša hissed.

“Bravo, young man! Here, I will 
be the first to stand next to 

you,” Griva said, and thumped his 
chest.

“Stand a little further, will you? 
You reek, you fucking drunk,” 
Saša said, wrinkling his nose.

Griva continued as if he hadn’t 
heard him. “Look at us, war vet-
erans on the street, wandering, 
hungry. The enemy is still chas-
ing me through the woods, I have 
to hide.”

“Stop bullshitting,” Saša said.

“Do you boys have an extra ciga-
rette?”

“No, we don’t, get away from 
here.”

“I do,” Smoki said. He tossed the 
half-full pack down to Griva.

“Don’t give it to him, Smoki, 
then he’ll only keep coming back 
for more,” Saša whispered.

“And maybe later I will have more, 
and then I’ll give it to him,” 
Smoki responded.

Griva raised his hand in thanks. 
“Thank you, Smoki, you’re a fine 
lad. Fat, but kind.”

“Don’t worry about it, uncle,” 
Smoki said and grinned, “Have a 
good day! Watch out for the enemy 
in the woods!”

“Ugh,” Saša spat as Griva stum-
bled away.

“What’s wrong with you? Why were 
you so rude to him?” Smoki said, 
glaring at his friend.

“You know Griva, he gets on your 
nerves.”

“He’s just a little less lucky in 
life, didn’t you say we need to 
band together to help people like 
him?”

“Not him, he annoys me.”

“Why does he annoy you?” Smoki 
pressed.

“He just does!” Saša shouted, 
“he’s drunk and sad all the time, 
and he can’t hold down a job, and 
that’s annoying!”

Smoki gestured at the beer bot-
tles forming a pile around them. 
“And how are we any different?”

“We - we just are.”

“Let’s be real, we’re probably 
going to turn into Griva in a few 
decades, drinking all the time, 
nothing to show for ourselves, 
living off of the barely con-
cealed disdain of our neighbors. 
We might as well be nice to him 
while we can.”

Saša shook his head. “No, I won’t 
be like this. I - I still have 
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time to be someone. Once the 
revolution comes, then I can be 
someone.”

Smoki got up. “Come on, I’m tak-
ing some of the neighborhood boys 
to the boxing gym. Come with me, 
we can teach them together and 
you can get some angst out.” 

“No, no. I’ll just wait for you 
here.” 

“Fine. Wait for your revolution, 
I guess.”

“That’s right, we really need a 
fucking revolution over here,” 
Saša said and began to cry.
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Above: Yugo Coin and Bullet Shells  
(Plastovo, Croatia) by Jovica Gardijan
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The Forgotten Generation
By Ljudmila Petrović

There must be millions of us, 
the babies born into a country we 
never knew. A country that tore 
into tiny pieces and dispersed 
us around the world. Like wild 
vines, we grow whichever way we 
can. All we have to guide us is 
a collection of trinkets to re-
mind us where we’re from: strange 
names that make people stutter 
and pause, some fraying sepia 
photos of our parents when they 
were young, and if we’re lucky, 
we may have memories of summers 
in the Balkans and a handful of 
traditions we’re not sure we can 
replicate on our own.

I try to learn more, desperately 
trying to find a mirror for my-
self. I find countless articles 
on the trauma of Yugoslav newcom-
ers and how they settled, rows of 
books on Milošević and Yugosla-
via, on battles and atrocities 
and death. I can’t find what it 
is I’m supposed to identify with 
when all I can find is trauma and 
hatred and politics I’ll never 
understand. In all those books 
and studies and articles, I can 
never really find whatever it is 
I’m looking for. Maybe it doesn’t 
exist. Those like our parents 
have been poked and prodded and 
scrutinized. They are asked about 

their settlement experience and 
their PTSD symptoms. They are 
asked, “on a scale of 1-10...” 
but they’re never asked, how was 
that day that the country you’ve 
always known disappeared as if in 
a whiff of smoke? Were your feet 
heavy as you walked away from the 
only country you’ve known or was 
that country already unrecogniz-
able to you? What is it in your 
heart that, when it’s filled with 
wine, will always seek out old 
Yugo rock songs? Will wail out 
Bjelo Dugme and wish that none of 
this had ever happened? Will seek 
out others with the same hole in 
their hearts?

Because nobody thought to ask, no 
researcher or writer or historian 
fascinated with this bloody and 
complicated region knew any of 
those things. But we do. We, the 
forgotten generation, who watched 
it all. We were there, holding 
onto our mothers’ skirts, watch-
ing our parents work as build-
ing managers and pizza delivery 
drivers, hearing them whisper 
in the next room as they tried 
to reach grandparents we bare-
ly knew. We were there, knowing 
what war and death were before we 
knew the alphabet. We understood 
things in our own ways. Our par-

ents may miss Yugoslavia or the 
city or town of their youth. They 
may miss their parents and their 
friends and the way things were. 
But we have nothing to miss. We’re 
here where we’ve always been. We 
remember little else. We obedi-
ently learned English better than 
our own language. But there are 
things our bones remember that we 
may never know. We do know that 
potatoes in our socks cure fever 
and that rakija cures everything 
else. We know some songs our par-
ents sang or the small tsking and 
high pitched juuuu sounds our 
grandmothers make. We know the 
sounds of trumpets and the smells 
of cooking onions.

Sometimes, when I don’t speak for 
a long time, the words feel like 
marbles under my tongue. I can’t 
remember words and I feel as if 
I’m watching this place I’m from 
through a one way mirror: I see 
it so clearly but it can’t rec-
ognize me.

I try to read Ivo Andrić because 
I’m told that he has to be read in 
the original. I groan through the 
pages, words that are supposed to 
flow from the page like the Drina 
are halting and painful, with the 
same lack of familiarity I slide 
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and trip over cobblestone roads. 
I underline all the words I don’t 
know and return to pages striped 
with my own loss.

Sometimes I have a nostalgia, a 
yearning for something that was 
never mine and never can be. I 
think that if I go there, I’ll 
fill the part that’s missing here. 
But when I’m there, I realize 
this place has never belonged to 
me, just as I’ve never belonged 
to it. Yet the summer heat brings 
the smells of cooking meat, of 
sweet fruit from the pijaca, the 
din of laughter and a language so 
familiar, I can’t stop turning my 
head to follow its sound. These 
summers envelope me in a way that 
makes me feel like maybe I could 
belong.
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Left: The Former Yugo Republics  (Belgrade, 
Serbia) by Jovica Gardijan

Center: Tito’s Suit  (Belgrade, Serbia) by 
Jovica Gardijan

Right: Tito’s Youth Relay Batons  (Belgrade, 
Serbia) by Jovica Gardijan
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The following interviews were conducted via instagram’s chat function. The text printed in this section 
is a direct transcript from the original messages, emojis included, and only edited to fix typos. Each of 
the interviews also includes the time at which the interview started since, as Mila Panić points out in 
her interview, the artists may have since changed their views.



Mila Panić

November 25, 2019 12:05 pm

MP: Before I begin engaging in 
conversation, I would like to note 
one thing; everything that some-
one reads in the following lines 
maybe will not be applicable in 
few months or even weeks-when it 
comes to my standpoints. In re-
cent years, I have been changing 
my mind a lot because of tumultu-
ous life and the rapid expansion 
of knowledge and awareness of ig-
norance. Now we can start. :)

Bombastic: Ok, we will include 
that information when we publish 
this interview!

Now, could you tell us a bit about 

your background? Where you grew 
up, where you studied, that kind 
of thing?

MP: I grow up in Bosnia, small 
village near Brčko. Turned out 
it’s quite important part of my 
practice - this ruralism as I 
like to call it.

After I finished my bachelor st 
Academy of Arts in Banja Luka, I 
went to study MFA Public art and 
New artistic Strategies at Bau-
haus-Universität in Weimar
Was nice program, not perfect fit 
to my own interests but was good 
exercise

I learned mostly what I don’t 
want, but that’s also very im-
portant to find out

B: Would you say there any spe-
cific artists or movements that 
you are inspired by?

MP: Not really. I mean no spe-
cific artists or movements. But 
there are many inspiring person-
alities, initiatives and works. 

And I always look for new. It’s 
like a fuel ⛽to continue these 
everyday struggles. So I can’t 
point my finger to one or several 
things. I take a lot from imme-
diate surroundings which doesn’t 
necessarily needs to be art/cul-
ture context

I don’t like to focus on one move-
ment- many ideas pop up in unex-
pected places. :)

B: Your work often references the 
landscape. What is it that draws 
you to explore this imagery?

MP: When I moved from Bosnia, I 
felt very uncomfortable. I asked 
myself too many questions and I 
felt very insecure about my fu-
ture, my works or my knowledge. 
That’s the point when the imag-
es of fields started to come to 
my mind. Maybe in nostalgia way. 
But once nostalgia occurs that 
means something is wrong with the 
present. And I turned to these 
images to explore more the no-
tion of landscape in the sense of 
identity. My work Burning Field 
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came out as result of all these 
anxieties I felt at the time. And 
often I work with the places, 
stories and images close to me - 
it’s the most comfortable for me.

So yes, I was thinking a lot about 
heritage, inheritance

And in 2017 as it turned out we 
were burning the field that is 
asign to me as inheritance
I found it as very good metaphor 
and self portrait. Disturbing, 
violent, poetic

But I would not say that the land-
scape as such interest me. I’m 
more looking into connections 
and narrative created by certain 
communities. This work - BF - was 
for me like a bridge to pass to 
other side. Personally and ar-
tistically. To distance myself 
from one context and step into 
new, warm ground. And eventually 
to learn how to merge these con-
texts.

B: Is there an artwork you have 
created that you could say is 
your favorite, or that stands out 
to you when you look back on it?

MP: The work We have a wonder-
ful life is something that when I 

look back- cleared my interest. 
But just now when I look back, 
I can say that with this work I 
really felt in my stomach like 
a punch - good punch:) and knew 
I want to continue in that di-
rection. Also it’s quite complex 
work - media vise. And still, I 
never get tired of looking every 
second of the 6 channel video in-
stallation. :)

B: Is there anything new you are 
currently working on? What ideas 
would you like to explore in the 
future?

MP: Well this year I produced new 
video work ‘Tante aus Deutsch-
land’ and the work still contin-
ues. I’m trying to expand this 
topic where I consider implement-
ing maybe workshops on integra-
tion. Still thinking about it. I 
am making chocolates :) as part 
of the work - like a spin off from 
the video work. Ah yes - to come 
to the topic - the whole project 
is trying to deconstruct the in-
herited narratives about migra-
tions and aspirations of better 
life.

What is better life and where do 
we search for it.
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How we define it?

So those are the questions I’m 
dealing with in recent years and 
planning to continue in that di-
rection for now

B: Thank you so much for talking 
to us! That concludes the ques-
tions we have for you!

MP: You r welcome!

:)



Glorija Lizde

November 30, 2019 12:02 pm

Bombastic: Hello! I have some 
questions for you if you’re ready!

GL: Hey! Sure, let’s begin

B: Ok, first, can you tell us a bit 
about your background? Like where 
you grew up, where you studied, 
things like that?

GL: I was born and grew up in 
Split, a small city on the coast 
of Croatia. I became interest-
ed in photography some time in 
high school so naturally I real-
ly wanted to study photography. 
Since we don’t have a BA course 
dedicated solely to photography 
in Croatia, I enrolled into Film 

be sure I have good informations 
about the subject. The books of-
ten come from the areas of psy-
choanalysis, feminism, psycholo-
gy, medicine etc. I often look at 
symbols and their meanings which 
I then incorporate into photo-
graphs. Of course I also look at a 
lot of photographers, I am still 
developin my visual language so I 
find it very inspiring to see what 
others are doing.

B: Are there any specific photog-
raphers who you are particularly 
drawn to?

GL: Yes, this always changes but 
I would mention Cindy Sherman, 
Elinor Carucci, Alessandra San-
guinetti, Elina Brotherus, Rineke 
Dijkstra and Jeff Wall as pho-
tographers who I always return 
to. Lately I really loved works 
of Nydia Blas, Susan Worsham and 
Sian Davey.

B: Your family members sometimes 
have a role in your artwork. What 
is it like working with them? In 
your photographs, do you direct 

and Video at the Academy of Arts 
in Split. After that I went to 
Zagreb and studied Photography 
in MA at the Academy of Dramatic 
Art in Zagreb. after graduating 
in January 2018 I moved back to 
Split where I now work.

B: Many of your works seem to be 
inspired by questions of your own 
identity and relationships with 
others. Are there other sourc-
es of inspiration you find your-
self looking to when working on 
a piece?

GL: Yes, I am also constantly 
trying to define what interests me 
the most and it always seems to 
go back to basic questions about 
identity, especially the nature 
vs. nurture idea which always 
comes to mind when trying to de-
fine ourselves. I usually start 
reading a lot when I think of an 
idea cause it’s important to me 
to be very knowledgeable about 
the thing I am trying to portray 
and present. After all most of 
the works end up in a public space 
such as a gallery and I want to 
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them or do they also have some 
input on the final work?

GL: Yes I’ve worked with my fam-
ily on my last two projects. It 
is quite easy working with them, 
especially with my sisters be-
cause they support me in my work. 
I’m not sure they are always 
thrilled with the final result 
but they accept it eventually. 
When I was working on my project 
F20.5 I directed my sisters very 
specifically but I did let them 
have some input if they had an 
idea. The shoots are usually pre-
planned so there is often little 
space for improvisation. After 
exhibiting F20.5 I felt that I 
needed to switch the power posi-
tions and let them photograph me, 
which resulted with the project 
Persona(l). I was trying to give 
them the freedom to do whatever 
they want with me as a kind of a 
thank you.

B: What are you currently working 
on? Or what ideas do you want to 
explore in the future?

GL: I’m currently working on a new 
project which is about becoming a 
woman, or how does one grown onto 
womanhood, in which moment or mo-
ments do you become a woman and 

how does this becoming happens. 
I am trying to challenge our per-
ception of women, especially wom-
en my age (late twenties) when, 
it seems to me, women make very 
important decisions about their 
future. It is again about identi-
ty and how girls are raised to be 
women, how our parents and sur-
roundings influence our sense of 
self when it comes to question 
of sex and gender. In the future 
I would like to continue in this 
direction, talking about margin-
alised themes and things that are 
personal to me.

B: Looking forward to seeing it. 
Thank you so much for answering 
our questions!
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Nikolina Kupčević

May 21, 2020 1:01 pm

Bombastic: Hi, Nikolina! How are 
you? Are you ready to start our 
interview?

NK: Yes! 😊

B: Perfect! Can you start by 
telling us a bit about your back-
ground? Where you grew up, what 
you studied, that sort of thing?

NK: Yes :) My family is original-
ly from Sarajevo, Bosnia, and I 
was born in Beograd, Serbia when 
they were forced to flee their 
country due to war. We then immi-
grated from Serbia to Canada when 

I was a baby and have grown up 
in Ontario ever since, mostly in 
KW. I went to Laurier and gradu-
ated with a BBA in marketing last 
April. I am currently pursuing 
a 1 year graphic design certifi-
cate at Conestoga to further my 
studies and stear my education 
towards a creative path!

B: In your art, what sources do you 
draw inspiration from? Are there 
any specific artists or movements 
that inspire your work?

NK: I draw inspiration from heavy 
emotions such as love, pain, 
guilt, and euphoria. I like to 
question my reality, my mind, and 
my perception and these journeys 
that I take myself on really fuel 
the themes in my work. I am also 
inspired by art itself. Art in 
all its forms such as music, po-
etry and visual art has been able 
to take me to places that feel 
like another realm and I’m great-
ly inspired by that. Also dreams, 
my dreams are very hypnotic and 
chaotic. Regarding artists and 
movements, I am obsessed with the 

surrealists and the dadaists. I 
feel like they really pushed the 
boundaries when defining “art” and 
I am super into weavung concep-
tuaism into my pieces like they 
did. Dali is my favourite, and of 
course I love 80s New York and 
basquiat and that whole era. Also 
today’s artists!!! I love going 
through instagram and finding the 
minds shapung art today. We’re 
documenting and discovering this 
crazy era that we’re in together 
and that’s fascinating

B: Speaking of the Surrealists 
and Dadaists, they were fond of 
using text in their work, which 
leads nicely into our next ques-
tion for you!

Some of your paintings incorpo-
rate text. What factors into your 
decision to include a verbal el-
ement within the artwork?

NK: I mostly use text when I want 
to be very clear about my message 
in a piece. I like to vary be-
tween leaving my concepts open to 
interpretation, or being really 
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in my audience’s face about it!!

B: One of your projects, Nik’s 
Kicks, involves painting custom 
sneaker designs. How did you come 
to do this? Is the process of de-
ciding how to paint a shoe very 
different from more traditional 
painting?

NK: I started painting sneakers 
in 2017 when I saw that the trend 
was starting to grow in bigger 
cities like LA, NYC, etc. and I 
decided to try painting a pair 
for myself. I did so and I loved 
the process and the result, and I 
got amazing feedback right away. 
I haven’t stopped since! And it 
definitely is different, I’d say 
there’s a lot more design in-
volved. You have to plan ahead 
and think about how the shoe will 
look like when worn and with what. 
I definitely think a lot more about 
aesthetics than symbolism (even 
though I like involving it too) 
when painting shoes instead of 
canvases.

B: Is there an artwork of yours 
that you would say is your favor-
ite, or that stands out to you 
when you look back on it?

NK: Yes, one of my favourite piec-
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es is “I Can See”, i feel like 
it defines my style and message. 
I also love “Neon Jesus” because 
it was one of my boldest symbols. 
I’m currently going through kind 
of a transformation with my art 
and style though, so I’m excited 
to see what’s to come!

B: Are there any projects you 
are currently working on? Or any 
ideas that you want to explore 
with your work in the future?

NK: With my work specifically, I 
have no idea. I’m playing around 
right now and working on better-
ing my technique, and will see 
how my art evolves :) I do want 
to paint more large scale murals, 
and add to the public art space. 
We need it!!

B: Thanks for answering our ques-
tions! Unless there’s anything 
you’d like to add, that concludes 
our interview :)

NK: Thank you for having me :)) 
I don’t think there’s anything 
else!




