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1 – Introduction  
 
The National Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide has been held annually on 
11 July in The Hague since 1997. It is organized by the National Commemoration of 
the Srebrenica Genocide Committee (NHSG), which operates under the Association 
of Survivors of the July 1995 Srebrenica Genocide. On this day, tribute is paid to the 
more than eight thousand victims of the Srebrenica genocide. 
 
The victims of the genocide were murdered in 1995 by radical nationalist Serbian and 
Bosnian Serb forces after the enclave fell under the watch of the United Nations. 
Many of them have still not been found. Srebrenica and its surrounding areas remain 
scattered with mass graves from which human remains continue to be exhumed, 
identified, and finally laid to rest at the Potočari Memorial Centre near Srebrenica. 
 
This year's programme is dedicated to the theme: Women of Srebrenica. Thirty-one 
years after the genocide, Srebrenica is not a forgotten historical tragedy. The role of 
the Mothers of Srebrenica has been invaluable in preserving an active culture of 
remembrance. Despite unimaginable pain and loss, the Mothers of Srebrenica have, 
since the genocide, remained an example of dignity, resilience, and inspiration for us 
all. Through their perseverance, they have also inspired many other "mothers"—
people who safeguard the memory of Srebrenica and preserve the legacy of the 
victims of the genocide and other crimes against humanity committed in the region. 
 
By organizing the National Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide, the 
Committee is committed to fostering an active culture of remembrance of the shared 
and interconnected history of Bosnia and Herzegovina and the Netherlands. It is 
essential that the past is never forgotten, because peace, democracy, and human 
rights can never be taken for granted. The National Commemoration of the 
Srebrenica Genocide therefore serves as a bridge between the Bosnian-
Herzegovinian and Dutch communities, strengthening solidarity, mutual connection, 
and a shared culture of remembrance. 
  



2 – Peace March 
 

In the lead-up to the National Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide, a Peace 
March for Srebrenica is organized every year on July 11. During this walk, a symbolic 
route of 11 kilometers is covered in memory of the victims of the genocide committed 
on July 11, 1995. The Peace March was first organized in the Netherlands in 2013. 
Everyone is warmly invited to participate. 
 
Walking Route 
The starting location of the Peace March is in Wassenaar (Sportpark De 
Roggewoning, Buurtweg 122). From there, participants walk past the Scheveningen 
prison, the former International Criminal Tribunal for the former Yugoslavia (ICTY), 
and the Peace Palace, with the final destination being the Lange Voorhout in The 
Hague. 
 
Schedule 

Time Event 

09:00 Gathering in Wassenaar 
10:00 Departure of the Peace March 
11:30 Arrival at the Penitentiary Institution Haaglanden (Scheveningen prison) 
13:00 Arrival at the ICTY (the former Yugoslavia Tribunal) 
13:45 Arrival at the Peace Palace 
14:15 Arrival of the Peace March at Lange Voorhout in The Hague 
14:30 Start of the National Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide 

 
Return to the starting point 
After the National Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide, you can return to the 
parking area (Buurtweg 122) in Wassenaar by taking bus 43 or 44 from The Hague 
Central Station. You can plan your route via the link at the bottom of this text. The 
map will show you exactly how to walk from the bus stop to the parking area.  
 
More information 
For more information about the Peace March, please contact us via email: 
 
  



3 – Event programme 
 

14:30 ??Opening of the Commemoration 
Leila Prnjavorac, Master of Ceremonies of the National Commemoration of 
the Srebrenica Genocide 

 
National Anthem 
National Anthem of Bosnia and Herzegovina 

 
14:40 ??Opening Address 

Adnan Delić, Chair of the Organizing Committee of the National 
Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide 

 
14:45 ??Address 

Alda Alagić, Head of Studies at the Academy of Architecture and Urbanism in 
Tilburg 

 
14:55 Address 

Zekira Ahmić, Poet 
 
15:05 ??Address 

Ines Kostić, Member of the House of Representatives of the Dutch Parliament 
for the Party for the Animals 

 
Song 
Srebrenica Inferno 
 

15:20 ??Address 
Aldin Šahbazović, Chief Imam of the Islamic Community of Bosniaks in the 
Netherlands 

 
15:30 ??Address 

Jan van Zanen, Mayor of The Hague 
 
15:35 ??Address 

Almir Šahović, Ambassador of Bosnia and Herzegovina to the Netherlands 
 
15:40 ??Reading of the Names of the Victims to Be Laid to Rest 
 

Song 
Do Not Cry with Tears 
 

15:50 ??Two Minutes of Silence 
Introduced by Ruud Peper 

 
Musical Performance 
Last Post 

 
15:55 ??Prayer 

Aldin Šahbazović 
 
16:05 ??Closing Remarks and Conclusion of the Commemoration 

Leila Prnjavorac 



4 – Opening of the commemoration 
 

Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome to the National 
Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide here at Lange Voorhout in The Hague. 
 
Today is 11 July 2026. Thirty-one years ago, in 1995, genocide was committed in the 
UN-declared safe enclave of Srebrenica. In the days that followed, at least 8,372 
Bosniaks - fathers, mothers, sons, daughters, brothers, sisters, family members, and 
friends - were systematically murdered and executed by Bosnian Serb and Serbian 
military extremists. In addition to the genocide, widespread sexual violence and rape 
were committed, along with the mass deportation of the population. 
 
My name is Leila Prnjavorac, and I will be your host this afternoon. Due to the 
renovation of the Dutch House of Representatives, this year’s commemoration is 
being held here at Lange Voorhout. The ceremony is also being livestreamed via 
www.srebrenica-herdenking.nl and through the social media channels of the 
Commemoration Committee. Thousands of people from around the world are joining 
us online today. 
 
Today, ten identified victims of the Srebrenica genocide are being laid to rest in 
Potočari. To date, 6,772 victims of the genocide have been buried at the Potočari 
Memorial Centre. Thirty-one years later, more than 1,500 victims are still missing. 
Today, we remember all surviving family members: those who have finally been able 
to bury their loved ones, and those who continue their desperate search. 
 
The theme of today’s programme, prepared by the Commemoration Committee, is 
“The Women of Srebrenica.” Alongside remembering the victims and survivors of the 
genocide, we also honour the strength, resilience and perseverance of the women of 
the Bosnian community. 
 
We warmly welcome you all and thank you for joining us at the National 
Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide. We wish you a dignified 
commemoration, strengthened and comforted by the solidarity we share today, here 
at Lange Voorhout, online, and wherever this genocide is being commemorated 
around the world. 
 
Finally, we would like to remind you that Srebrenica flowers are available for 
purchase at the back of the venue. Your purchase helps support the National 
Commemoration of the Srebrenica Genocide. You may also support us through the 
donation button on our website: www.srebrenica-herdenking.nl. 
 

 

 
  

http://www.srebrenica-herdenking.nl/
http://www.srebrenica-herdenking.nl/


5 – National anthem of Bosnia and Herzegovina 

 
The national anthem of Bosnia and Herzegovina, entitled Intermeco, has no official 
lyrics.  



6 – Opening Address by the Organizing Committee 
of the Commemoration 
 

Since 1997, the National Commemoration for the victims of the Srebrenica genocide 
has been held annually in The Hague. It is a national moment during which we reflect 
on the victims of this genocide. Today, people around the world commemorate the 
victims and stand in solidarity with their surviving family members. 
 
In the days of July 1995, an act of aggression was carried out against civilians who 
were powerless and desperately seeking protection from the United Nations. With the 
support of the Serbian government, radical Serbian nationalists attacked the UN-
declared safe area of Srebrenica. For days, men, women, children, and the elderly 
were threatened, humiliated, tortured, raped, and murdered. Within only a few days, 
the death toll rose to at least 8,372 innocent victims. 
 
During those dark days in 1995, a Dutch battalion was present under the flag of the 
United Nations. In full view of the international community, Serbian forces committed 
a horrific genocide against innocent people. Dutchbat, which had the mandate to 
protect them, together with the international community, failed to stop the Serbian 
aggression led by Ratko Mladić. In the Netherlands, the media have largely focused 
on the story of the Dutch peacekeepers, while the victims of the genocide have too 
often faded into the background. 
 
The negligence of the international community, driven in part by a collective sense of 
guilt, has for many years emboldened perpetrators and deniers of genocide, further 
increasing tensions between different communities in the Balkans. Since 1995, 
Srebrenica has become a political instrument of the right-wing authorities of 
Republika Srpska and Serbia. The municipality is governed by extremists, and the 
threat of abolishing Srebrenica's municipal status remains very real. As a result, 
alienation within the Bosnian population continues to grow. In addition, trauma has 
been passed down from one generation to the next. Entire generations have now 
grown up carrying the pain and suffering of their parents and grandparents. Today, 
many of them are successful members of Dutch society and have become role 
models for Dutch integration policy. This gives the Dutch state a moral responsibility 
to support the Bosnian community in the Netherlands, to recognize the genocide in 
Srebrenica, to actively promote international recognition of the genocide, and to 
oppose pro-Serbian nationalism in Bosnia and Herzegovina. 
 
Today we stand in The Hague, the city of democracy and international law. It is also 
home to the International Criminal Tribunal for the former Yugoslavia. When the 
Tribunal closed its doors in 2017, 161 individuals had been indicted and 90 had been 
convicted. Through these judgments, the international judiciary established that the 
conflict in Bosnia and Herzegovina was not a civil war, but an act of Serbian 
aggression. Independent justice, one of the essential foundations of a healthy 
democracy, prevailed. It is our responsibility to continue this National 
Commemoration so that the victims of the Srebrenica genocide will never be 
forgotten. In the near future, we hope to do so at the promised National Srebrenica 



Genocide Memorial. We therefore call upon the Municipality of The Hague and the 
Dutch government to continue supporting us in the swift realization of this monument. 
 
The consequences of the Srebrenica genocide have affected us all. Yet, despite all 
the tragedy, our grief cannot be compared to the pain of a mother. That pain is 
beyond words. Mothers who lost their husbands, children, and family members 
overnight. Despite their immense sorrow, the Mothers of Srebrenica have, since the 
genocide, remained an example and an inspiration to us all. Resentment has given 
way to justice, and grief has given way to compassion. In doing so, the Mothers of 
Srebrenica have inspired many other "mothers", people who have become guardians 
of Srebrenica and of the memory of all the crimes committed there. In a world where 
femicide is becoming normalized in certain circles, we see the strength of the 
Mothers of Srebrenica here among us. Young women who wear the Srebrenica 
Flower close to their hearts, demonstrating that Srebrenica does not belong only to 
its local inhabitants, but stands as a cornerstone of the Bosnian community. 
 
Today, ten innocent victims of the genocide will be laid to rest at the Potočari 
Memorial Centre. The youngest victim was 20 years old, and the oldest was 56. 
Today we remember them, together with all the other victims, their loved ones, and 
their families. Let us all remain vigilant and continue striving to ensure that genocide 
is never committed again. Anywhere in the world. 
 
Thank you. 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
  



7 – Address by Alda Alagić 
 

Excellencies, Mr. Mayor, dear survivors and family members, ladies and gentlemen, 
 
Good afternoon. Dobar dan. Esselamu alejkum. 
 
Today, on July 11, we commemorate Srebrenica. 8,372 innocent lives. Names. 
Faces. Voices that no longer speak. Dreams that were never allowed to grow into 
adulthood. We remember people who were deliberately, systematically, and 
premeditatedly erased because they were first declared a problem group, and whose 
disappearance was then carried out as a solution. 
 
I am writing this speech on an early Sunday morning. At a coffee table. May 31. In 
my street, it is not a special date. Tomorrow, the meteorological summer begins. The 
weather will become warm in the Netherlands. But for me, this date sends a chill 
down my spine. 
 
May 31 is the Day of the White Armbands. On May 31, 1992, the following message 
was broadcast on Radio Prijedor: 
“Citizens of Serbian nationality, join your army and police in the hunt for extremists. 
Other citizens, of Muslim and Croatian nationality, must hang white flags on their 
houses and apartments and wear white armbands. Otherwise, they will face severe 
consequences.” 
 
That was how horror became official. Through the radio, simply carried through the 
airwaves. On that day, genocide found its voice. Exclusion became an instruction: a 
white flag on a house. A white band around an arm. A signal: you have now been 
marked to disappear. 
 
I come from Sanski Most. From that day onward, a white sheet fluttered from the 
balcony of our house on the greenest bank of the Sana River, my source of strength. 
The same evil that would later culminate in Srebrenica had already revealed itself in 
the early spring of 1992. In rumours. In myths. In glances that changed. In truth that 
was distorted. Then in streets, houses, and bodies. Evil had smelled blood. And 
wherever it smells blood, it takes away your space. 
 
For me, space was a carefree childhood world. Filled with games, music, and 
swimming. An open and welcoming world, where there was always room at the table 
in our home. And suddenly, that space was taken from us. 
 
You may think: how terrible, how frightened you must have been, poor child. But I 
was not afraid. Because a child who knows love and joy believes that love is the 
natural order of the world. A child who knows safety believes that safety is self-
evident. A child who grows up among caring and warm-hearted people cannot 
imagine that such a force could disappear. And that is true. It did not disappear. It 
was taken from us. 
 
Evil first revealed itself on our hills. The cyclamens and snowdrops that stood there, 
proud and fragile, waiting for our children’s hands to gather them into fragrant, 



colourful bouquets, had been trampled. Smeared into the mud. As if someone 
wanted not only to break the flowers, but also to mutilate the meaning of early spring 
itself. 
 
Where we once played, there were suddenly tanks and artillery. Masked men 
carrying rifles. Intoxicated by alcohol, by arrogance, by fear, and by the myth of their 
own righteousness. 
 
I could not understand any of it. 
 
People sometimes say that war can be heard, that violence is like a roaring monster. 
In our town, the streets fell silent. Houses became empty. People disappeared. Evil 
took away children’s voices, crowded tables, laughter, and music. 
 
Behind one of the windows of my childhood there was always an elderly woman. She 
waved to us whenever we played outside. Sometimes she knew where our friends 
were and pointed us in the right direction. Sometimes she even joined our games of 
hide-and-seek, laughing as she betrayed one of our hiding places. Until her window, 
too, was boarded up. Through another betrayal. One that was no longer a game, and 
whose rules constantly changed. 
 
The bright white curtains no longer fluttered outside. The garden lay abandoned. And 
once again, there was silence. A silence that wanted to scream, but lacked even the 
breath and the space to do so. 
 
Only much later did I understand what I had witnessed. Because when the house 
further down the street stands empty, when a street loses its voices, it is already late. 
Far too late. Evil had already seized our oxygen. It was busy mutilating the meaning 
of the places we held dear. Memories were erased to make room for genocide. 
 
Genocide does not begin with loud violence. It begins with a lasting, empty silence. 
 
The genocide in Srebrenica teaches us an uncomfortable truth. It never emerges 
outside society. It is not sustainable without a peaceful and organised society that it 
can take over. It parasitises what a society has built. 
 
All the structures that once guaranteed our peaceful childhood were abused and 
transformed in meaning. Schools became torture and detention centres. Hotels 
became centres of sexual exploitation. Roads of connection—once built under the 
motto of “Brotherhood and Unity” for a better future and to visit loved ones—became 
roads leading to death. 
 
Ladies and gentlemen, people sometimes ask me: what does remembrance and 
commemoration mean to you? 
 
It means restoring meaning to places where meaning was destroyed. It brings people 
back to the places where they were erased. It breaks a manufactured silence and 
gives a voice once more to the thousands we long to hear again. 
 



The ease with which genocide can spread across geographical borders requires an 
equally geographical spread of remembrance. Because the only true vaccine against 
the evils of exclusion, dehumanisation, and genocide is the strengthening of peaceful 
and resilient structures: institutions, infrastructure, and societies. 
 
Commemoration creates space for truth, for grief, for recognition, and also for 
resilience. To commemorate is to remember, to tell, to speak of what happened and 
what it continues to do. 
 
That is why commemorating Srebrenica belongs to everyone, because the lesson of 
Srebrenica concerns us all. 
 
This is also why a memorial site in The Hague is of essential importance. Not only as 
recognition and acknowledgement for victims and survivors, but as a public 
responsibility and a voice directed toward future generations, both here and 
elsewhere. 
 
A place designed and built to remember a history that should never have happened 
helps us resist pushing that history away—to another country, another time, another 
people. It is our history as well. The history of what it means to be human. 
 
For we are not only the descendants of our ancestors; we are already the ancestors 
of the generations yet to come. What we make space for today, what we choose to 
preserve, they will inherit. 
 
If we want them to grow up in a society stronger than hatred, stronger than exclusion, 
stronger than the silence that follows injustice, then we must create places where 
memory remains visible, dignified, and enduring. 
 
A memorial site for Srebrenica in The Hague is not merely a monument to the past. It 
is a promise to the future. 
 
I would like to conclude with a short yet powerful poem by Enes Kišević, because his 
words create space for a voice that we must continue to carry forward. 
 
Hatred 
They multiplied hatred so greatly 
that even the air fled to avoid infection. 
Sitting among the consenting consonants 
of the word HATRED, 
for the first time I felt 
how difficult, yet noble, 
it is to be 
the independent vowel A 
within that inarticulate cluster. 
And where does this shame on my face come from? 
Because I cannot hate? 
I do not know myself. 
Or because, quite naturally, 



among these people, 
I behave like a non-existent A. 
 
Thank you. Take care of yourselves. Hvala. Čuvajte se. Thank you. 
 

 
  



8 – Address by Zekira Ahmić  
 

Elegy 
 
Srebrenica… 
 
She is the silent prayer of the soul and reason, 
the final sigh of mothers 
who, even today, still call out to their sons 
through the mute Bosnian mountains. 
 
She is a black wound beneath the skies of Bosnia, 
a graveyard of boys’ dreams, 
and a silence heavier than any cry. 
 
That July 
wrote, with the blood-red ink of death, 
the most shameful page 
in the history of humankind. 
 
That night, 
the Drina clothed herself in black 
and buried the dreams of boys 
in the abyss of her depths. 
 
And the world… 
 
The world stood still, 
like a cold stone. 
 
Mute. 
Deaf. 
Blind. 
 
In the column toward free territory, 
thousands of people disappeared; 
beardless boys 
and defenseless men walked toward a journey of no return. 
 
Since then, Srebrenica has ceased to be a town. 
 
She is a warning. 
A tear in the eye of humanity. 
And the eternal shame of a world 
 
that watched, 
yet refused to see. 
 
Nor did it wish to hear. 



 
The cry of Nihad Nino Ćatić, 
journalist and poet, 
the final voice of truth 
from the besieged Srebrenica, 
echoed through the darkness. 
 
He called upon humanity 
to open its eyes, 
to listen, 
to see… 
 
to see 
the world’s greatest 
slaughterhouse and mass grave. 
 
His words were overshadowed 
by the black crows of death, 
yet his cries remained, 
wandering across the world 
like wounded birds. 
 
In Petrića, 
beside the gentle murmur of the White River, 
spring carried the scent of tulips and hyacinths. 
 
Mother Hajra 
prepared her sacred trust for her son. 
 
In the bridal chest she carefully arranged the trousseau, 
ran her hand over 
embroidered towels, 
caressed the diamond-adorned family ornament 
intended for Nino’s future bride. 
 
She dreamed of wedding celebrations. 
And of grandchildren playing in the courtyard. 
 
Within her soul, a song trembled: 
“The trembling poplar quivered… 
a mother married off her son…” 
 
And then… 
The black bags arrived. 
Instead of song - silence. 
Instead of a joyful wedding - numbers upon bones. 
 
Mother Hajra opened the black bags 
and listened, 



hoping that from among the bones 
his poetry might speak once more. 
 
And Mother Nura 
still carries within her heart 
the last kiss of her Azmir. 
 
A beardless boy. 
 
A first-grade pupil 
with a red Pioneer scarf around his neck. 
 
A boy who dreamed 
of becoming the finest footballer and goalkeeper, 
and caring for his mother when she grew old. 
 
But life was never granted to him. 
 
Nura remembered 
that bleak July in Potočari. 
 
A people gripped by fear. 
Children fleeing. 
A silent sky. 
 
She placed 
a piece of cornbread into his hands 
so that her child would not go hungry. 
 
And Azmir, 
from the endless column of death, 
turned back a few steps 
only to kiss his mother. 
 
Then she knew. 
A mother’s heart always knows. 
That was the last time. 
 
Even now she remembers beneath her fingertips 
the softness of her boy’s hair. 
 
He stood with his back turned 
toward his executioners. 
 
Young. 
Innocent. 
With eyes full of life 
that he would never be allowed to live. 
 



And around him, 
hundreds of other boys 
waited for death 
as though they were waiting 
to cross the Sirat Bridge. 
 
Then the Drina roared. 
But her roar 
carried their lives 
into the abyss. 
 
In the cemetery of Potočari, 
the mothers bend 
like delicate blades of silk grass 
beneath the winds of July’s sorrow. 
 
Prayer beads tremble 
in weathered hands. 
 
The fragrance of lilies drifts among the gravestones. 
In the gardens of Paradise, among the angels. 
 
Only silence. 
And remembrance. 
 
The boys. 
They never grew old. 
They never became fathers. 
They never lived to see their children. 
They became numbers. 
 
And the mothers… 
Even today, mothers still open their doors at night. 
They listen for footsteps. 
They awaken from their sleep. 
 
For a mother’s heart 
does not acknowledge the grave. 
It continues to believe 
that one day 
her child 
will return home. 
 
For war is not heroism. 
War is an empty cradle. 
A wedding song never sung. 
A mother standing over her son’s grave. 
War is the darkest face of humanity. 
 



Therefore, let Srebrenica 
not become merely a word carved in stone. 
Let her become a covenant with the world. 
 
That never again 
shall any mother search for her child 
through forests and ravines, 
among black body bags, 
and in the depths of the Drina. 
 
And may the silence of the world 
never again 
be stronger 
than the human voice. 
 
For the silence of the world 
is sometimes louder 
than any burst of gunfire. 
 
Srebrenica, sorrowful Srebrenica! 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



9 – Address by Ines Kostić 
 
There are memories that stay with you wherever you go. 
I was ten years old when my parents decided that we had to leave Bosnia and 
Herzegovina and our hometown of Mostar. 
Not because they wanted to leave their home. 
But because their country was no longer a home. 
That was in 1995. 
The year in which 8,372 Bosniak men and boys were murdered in Srebrenica. 
The largest genocide on European soil since the Second World War. 
The Netherlands carries part of that history and responsibility. That is why it is so 
important that we gather here today. 
Distinguished guests, 
I did not experience the genocide in Srebrenica myself. 
But in another part of the country, I witnessed how it began. 
And it did not begin with bullets. 
It began with words. 
Even as a small child, I noticed that the language in Bosnia was changing. 
On television. On the radio. 
People were being convinced that they were each other's enemies. 
Even though they had been neighbours for years. 
Colleagues. Friends. Family. 
Slowly, a person's name became more important than their heart. 
Words became distrust. 
Distrust became hatred. 
And hatred became genocide. 
The victims of that hatred in Srebrenica had names. 
Edin. 
Huso. 
Ibro. 
Fahro. 
Osman. 
Meho. 
Nedžad. 
Eight thousand three hundred and seventy-two people. 
Murdered because of their names. 
Genocide does not begin when the first shots are fired. 
Genocide begins when people stop seeing one another as human beings. 
But my childhood also tells another story. 
I grew up in Mostar in a multi-ethnic family. 
My mother is Bosniak. 
My father is half Serbian and half Croatian. 
But I was never taught to think in terms of ethnicities. 
It was always about our friends. 
Our neighbours. 
Our family. 
My grandparents. 
My Bosnian Croat grandmother used her Croatian surname during the war to protect 
my Bosniak grandparents. 



My Bosnian Serb grandfather spent all of his savings during the war not only to help 
his own family, but also people he barely knew. 
My family refused to be divided. 
They refused to be turned against their neighbours. 
For them, only one question mattered: 
What kind of person are you? 
That is the greatest legacy they gave me. 
A strong moral compass. 
There is one memory I still carry with me every single day. 
A soldier stormed into the house of my Bosniak grandparents while I was there. 
He shouted. 
He called them balije, a derogatory slur for Bosniaks. 
He struck my grandfather with the butt of his rifle. 
But my grandmother offered the soldier a cup of coffee. 
Because she refused to surrender her humanity. 
Sometimes courage simply means refusing to become what those who spread hatred 
want you to become. 
My father, although half Serbian and half Croatian, fought for the Army of Bosnia and 
Herzegovina. 
Because he saw who was bombing his children. 
He was wounded several times. 
But perhaps his deepest wound was watching his country disappear. 
My parents did not flee from shells. 
They fled from a society in which a person's name had become more important than 
the kind of person they were. 
They left behind everything they held dear so that we could grow up without hatred. 
Today, I have a daughter of my own. 
Iskra. 
She is two years old. 
And my wife is expecting our second child. 
Recently, I walked through my hometown of Mostar with Iskra. 
She stopped beside a pavement that still bore the scars of war. 
The holes had been filled with colourful mosaic stones. 
As my daughter played there, I thought: 
Perhaps that is what remembrance and hope mean to me. 
Not trying to erase the scars of war and genocide. 
But making sure we use them as reminders of our responsibility. 
To prevent hatred from taking root again. 
To always have the courage to speak out against injustice and incitement. 
To pass on something our children can continue building upon. 
To restore our shared humanity, stone by stone. 
Because even today, we see people being dehumanised. 
We see Europe adopting laws that allow child refugees to be deported and detained. 
We see words becoming harsher. 
I know where that can lead. 
That is why I refuse to remain silent. 
My father was forced to fight with a weapon. 
My struggle is with words. 
In the House of Representatives and beyond. 
Thank you. 



10 – Song: “Srebrenica Inferno” 
 

Mother, mother, I still dream of you 
 
Sister, brother, I dream of you every night 
 
You are not here, you are not here, you are not here 
 
I search for you, I search for you, I search for you 
 
Wherever I go, I see you 
 
Mother, father, where are you? 
 
My Bosnia, you are now my mother 
 
My Bosnia, I call you my mother 
 
Bosnia, mother,  Srebrenica, sister 
 
I will no be alone 
 

11 – Address by Aldin Šahbazović 
 

Dear Mothers of Srebrenica, dear survivors of the Srebrenica Genocide, 
distinguished Excellencies, esteemed Mayor of The Hague, dear friends, brothers 
and sisters, 

Assalamu alaikum and good afternoon. 

Today, we commemorate thirty-one years since the Srebrenica Genocide—the 
greatest crime committed on European soil since the Second World War. 

Srebrenica is a wound in the heart of humanity, but it is also a symbol of strength and 
perseverance. A symbol of the dignity of mothers who, for more than thirty years, 
have never given up in their search for the truth. And of survivors who, despite 
everything, have remained witnesses to humanity. 

Today, thirty-one years later, we must say clearly: much is said about Srebrenica, yet 
its lessons have still not been fully learned or consistently applied. 

This is particularly evident in a world that continues to be confronted with wars, 
destruction, and the suffering of civilians, where the right to life and fundamental 
human rights are too often viewed through the lens of political interests and power. 
This should concern us all. Because if we have not learned the universal lesson of 
Srebrenica, then we have learned nothing from history. 



The United Nations General Assembly adopted a resolution proclaiming 11 July as 
the International Day of Reflection and Commemoration of the 1995 Genocide in 
Srebrenica. In doing so, the truth about Srebrenica has secured a permanent place in 
the collective memory of the international community. 

This is not a political victory. It is not the triumph of one people over another. It is a 
recognition of facts, of legally established truth, and of the dignity of the victims. It is 
also a commitment not to forget this crime, not to deny it, and not to relativize it. 

Yet remembrance must not be confined to resolutions or to a single day each year. If 
the international community has accepted that Srebrenica must be commemorated 
permanently, then that memory must also be visible in the places where decisions 
are made and where international law is upheld. 

For that reason, we once again emphasize today the necessity for The Hague—as 
the city of international justice and of the institutions that have dealt with the legal 
qualification of this crime—to establish a permanent memorial dedicated to the 
victims of the Srebrenica Genocide. 

The existing temporary marker near the former International Criminal Tribunal for the 
former Yugoslavia is an important step, but it is not sufficient to bear the weight and 
magnitude of what happened. 

Therefore, remembrance must not remain merely a word. 

Let it become a duty. 

Let it become an action. 

For us, but above all for our children and for the generations that will come after us. 

Thank you for your attention. 

 

  



12 – Address by Jan van Zanen 
 

Survivors and their families, 
Minister Yeşilgöz, 
Excellencies, 
Distinguished guests, 
 
History never ends. 
We see that here today. 
 
There are always threads, visible and invisible, connecting the present, the past, and 
the future. Together, they form the fabric of our world. They give meaning to what 
was, what is, and what is yet to come. 
 
The genocide of Srebrenica is connected to the present by countless threads. 
Thirty-one years later, those connections remain. 
And they will remain for generations to come. 
 
Everyone here knows what happened. 
Immediately after the fall of Srebrenica on 11 July 1995, more than 8,000 innocent 
people, primarily boys and men, were hunted down, captured, and murdered by the 
Bosnian Serb Army. 
Tens of thousands of Bosnian women and children were subjected to abuse, rape, 
and deportation. 
 
This genocide has left profound scars. 
In the lives of those who experienced it firsthand. 
And in the lives of the generations that followed. 
 
Take Hanna, for example. 
Today, she is about the same age as her mother, Alma, was when she and Hanna’s 
grandmother were forced onto a bus in Srebrenica. 
 
Alma was fourteen years old. 
As she boarded the bus, she desperately searched the faces of those left behind, 
looking for her father, Rizo Mustafić. 
Terrified that this would be the last time she would ever see him. 
Her worst fear became reality. 
 
After the bus departed, her mother told her: 
“Don’t look outside.” 
But when Alma looked anyway, she saw countless bodies lying along the roadside. 
 
Piled together. 
Stripped. 
Lifeless. 
 
That trauma lives on. 
Sometimes visibly. 



More often, invisibly. 
 
Hanna carries it with her as well. 
She plays hockey wearing the number 11 on her shirt, in memory of her grandfather 
and of all the other victims of the largest genocide committed in Europe since the 
Second World War. 
 
What lives on in one family lives on in thousands of others. 
In the Netherlands alone, an estimated sixty thousand people are directly affected. 
 
Yet Hanna often finds herself having to explain what happened. 
And that, too, is deeply disturbing. 
Because the stories of those who were murdered, of their surviving families, and of 
everyone who was drawn into the hell of Srebrenica should be an inseparable part of 
our shared historical consciousness. 
 
As The Hague, the International City of Peace and Justice, we are committed to 
preserving that memory. 
And we will remain committed. 
It was here that the leaders of the Bosnian Serb Army were tried and convicted. 
Today, we actively support the plans for a permanent memorial at the site of the 
former International Criminal Tribunal for the former Yugoslavia. 
 
Since last year, a marker has stood there, indicating the future location of this 
memorial. 
As of today, it incorporates thirty-one natural stones: 
one stone for every year that separates us from the genocide. 
Next year there will be thirty-two. 
The year after that, thirty-three. 
 
And so it will continue until the National Memorial to the Srebrenica Genocide of 1995 
stands there permanently, taking its rightful place in our country, in our city, and in 
our hearts. 
 
It can be done. 
It must be done. 
 
Because history 
especially the history of this genocide 
never ends. 
 
Thank you 
 
 
 
 
 



13 – Address by Almir Šahović 
 

Dear Srebrenica genocide survivors, dear Mrs. Minister, Dear Mr. Mayor. Ladies and 
gentlemen, dear friends, 
 
Memory is one of our strongest defences against repetition. To remember is to affirm 
the truth. To remember is to reject denial. To remember is to recognize the warning 
signs of hatred before it becomes too late. 
 
Srebrenica genocide represents the devastating consequence of hatred, 
dehumanization, and indifference. It reminds us of what can happen when the 
international community fails to act in time and when extremist ideologies are allowed 
to flourish unchecked. 
 
Today, as we look around the world, we see with concern the resurgence of 
extremism, nationalism and intolerance. We witness increasing attacks on 
democratic values and on the dignity of those who are perceived as different 
because of their ethnicity, religion, or identity. These developments unfortunately 
make the lessons of Srebrenica more relevant than ever. 
 
Dear friends, 
 
We should never forget an important fact. The Holocaust, concentrations camps, the 
Srebrenica genocide didn’t t happen overnight. They started at first as hate speech, 
dehumanisation and indifference.  
 
This is why the fight against genocide denial is of such critical importance. 
 
Denial is not only an insult to the memory of victims. It is an attempt to rewrite the 
history, to change the established facts, to undermine justice.  and to perpetuate 
divisions. It is also an attempt to glorify war criminals and their crimes and to prepare 
the ground for new atrocities. 
 
Remembering Srebrenica genocide is therefore not only a duty toward the victims 
and their families. It is also a responsibility toward our own future.  
 
By doing it, we are also asking ourselves what kind of the world we would like to 
leave to our children. A world based on justice and respect for human dignity or a 
world of hatred, atrocities and impunity.  
 
Thirty-one years after Srebrenica, we have a shared duty: To ensure that future 
generations understand what happened, and why, in order to finally turn the words 
"Never again" from a slogan into a reality. 
 
I would like to finish by quoting Albert Einstein who said once:  
The world is a dangerous place to live; not because of the people who are evil, but 
because of the people who don t do anything about it.  



I really hope, from the bottom of my heart, that today there are enough good and 
courageous people who are ready to do whatever they can to prevent a new 
Srebrenica happen anywhere else. 
 
Thank you. 
  



14 – The funeral prayer 
 
The funeral prayer (Dženaza) is performed standing and consists of four Takbirs 
(Allahu Akbar) and Salaams. The hands are raised only during the first Takbir, in the 
direction of the ears. If one Takbir is missed, the prayer is not valid, as all Takbirs are 
obligatory. If nothing else is recited besides the Takbirs, the prayer is still considered 
valid. 
 
The intention to perform the funeral prayer in absentia (from a distance) is expressed 
with the following words: 
“Nevejtu en usallije lillahi te‘ala salatel-l-džennazeti-l-ga’ibi, sena’en lillahi te‘ala, ve 
salavaten ‘alen-n-nebijji, ve du‘aen li šuheda’i Srebrenica, edaen mustakbilel-kibleti, 
iktedejtu bi hazel imami – Allahu akbar!” 
 
The intention can also be spoken in one’s own language, in this or a similar way: 
“In the name of Allah, I intend to perform the funeral prayer (Dženaza), in praise of 
Allah and with blessings upon the Prophet. My prayers are dedicated to the victims of 
Srebrenica. I face the Qibla and follow this imam – Allahu Akbar.” 
 
The intention for this prayer, as with all prayers, may also be made silently in the 
heart and mind. 
 
After the first Takbir, the verse “Subhaneke” is recited, and the words “ve djelle 
senauke” are added before the words “ve te’ala djeduke.” 
 
Then the second Takbir is said, after which the Salawat is recited (blessings upon the 
Prophet), as is also done during the final sitting of other prayers. 
 
Following that, the third Takbir is pronounced, and the supplications (du‘a) for the 
deceased are made. 
 
After the fourth Takbir, the prayer is concluded with the Salam. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



15 – Reburied Victims in Potočari 
 

Today, we gather here to remember the lives and deaths of seven innocent victims 
who have been reburied today at the Memorial Centre in Potočari (Srebrenica). 
 
The youngest victim was Senad, who was 20 years old. 
The oldest victim was Ramo, who was 56 years old. 
 

No. Last name Father’s 
Name 

First 
Name 

Year of Birth Age 

1 Alić Šemso Ramo 1965 30 
2 Baraković Ramiz Muriz 1973 22 
3 Ćerimović Rahman Huso 1963 32 
4 Dautović Mustafa Ramo 1939 56 
5 Gušter Alija Ahmet 1954 41 
6 Jusić Zaim Senad 1975 20 
7 Kunić Omer Asim 1953 42 
8 Musić Edhem Hamed 1973 22 
9 Nukić Suljo Nuko 1957 38 

10 Osmanović Osman Muhidin 1963 32 
 
In total, at least 8,372 people were murdered as a result of Serbian aggression in 
Srebrenica, Bosnia and Herzegovina. 
 
 
 
  



16 – Song: “Do Not Mourn with Tears” 
 

Father, do not grieve 
 
remember them in your prayers 
 
let not your tears flow 
 
when the memories return. 
 
Father, do not grieve 
 
when you look upon my grave 
 
let not your tears flow 
 
when you must dream of your child. 
 
Father, do not grieve 
 
remember them in your prayers 
 
let not your tears flow 
 
when the memories return. 
 
When my spirit fades and drifts away, 
 
and all dissolves into nothingness, 
 
at the end of the road 
 
Ridvan, guardian of the city, awaits. 
 
  



17 – Closing remarks 
 

Thirty-one years ago, these people were murdered. Today, they have finally found 
their final resting place in Potočari. 
 
Let us never forget them, nor all the other victims and survivors of the Srebrenica 
genocide. Let each of us, in our own way, remain committed to their memory and 
carry them in our hearts. Let us remain vigilant and do everything within our power to 
ensure that a genocide like the one committed in Srebrenica never happens again. 
Let us continue to stand for justice, so that those responsible for genocide are held 
accountable. This is an essential lesson for future generations: crimes must never go 
unpunished. Never Again Srebrenica!  
 
Ladies and gentlemen, thank you very much for your presence and for following this 
commemoration online. We look forward to welcoming you again next year, on 
Sunday, 11 July 2027, here at Lange Voorhout. 
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