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Please forgive me since I didn’t use any fancy English words like some professional writers who know English literature and vocabulary way more than me, but have in mind that English is my second language, and I wrote everything in my own words. One of the goals is to keep this story unique and as it is, and with God’s help, from my mind and through my fingers that are typing this, together we will make this book great and helpful for many of his children.

This is a true story about life accompanied with many hardships that lead me to become a better person. Everyone of us has a special purpose in this life, and do not think that this book came to your possession by coincidence because there are no coincidences. This is a special invitation for you to bring light to this fallen world, and by doing so, many blessings are reserved for you and your soul. In this book, you will only find the truth. I know that you have been searching for answers, and in this book, you may find some.
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​Present day

[image: ]


Today is a very special day. We are celebrating the Easter of 2025, Resurrection of our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. This year Easter came on the same date for both Orthodox and Catholic Christians. Unfortunately, I couldn’t celebrate this big day with my family in Serbia, but that’s OK. Hopefully the better days are soon to come when we no longer need to be separated because of my work.

I am currently writing these words from Schiedam, Netherlands. It’s 9:48 pm and I just got home from a walk. I was talking on Whats app with my mother and sister since we usually talk on Sundays evenings.

During my walk home I was singing in my mind some words that I remember from Psalm 50 on Greek language, I’ve been listening to that particular song for some time now, I found it very relaxing and calming but at the same time, kind of sad, the monk or whoever is singing it really has a special voice and sings directly from his heart, he must be an amazing person, I can just tell he is. I was also touching some wild grass and was amazed and in awe of God’s all creations. On top of that to make my walk even more pleasant, some birds were singing on the trees. When I got to the apartment where we are staying, I did a quick prayer and started writing.

This story was a long way to even start because I’ve never written anything like this. To be honest, I never wrote any book, let alone anything close as important as this. 

My hope is that with this book, many will find a way to God and feel his love for each and any one of us, wherever you are in this world.
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To start this story we need to go all the way back. I was born in Belgrade, Serbia, on 27th October, 1992.

The third, and youngest child of Ljubisha and Vesna Kosovic. They didn’t plan on having me, but my mother decided to have me anyway. Previously, 7 years earlier she had my brother Nenad, and 2 years before him, they had their first child, and my dear sister, Marina. The age gap between us is not small, by the time I was born my sister was already in 3rd grade, and my brother in 1st grade of elementary school.

My parents moved a couple of times since they started a family for various reasons, and at last, the final move was in the house that I grew up in and had my first memories as a child. That house was in a small town called Starchevo, about 8-10 km from the nearest city called Panchevo, and about 30 km from the capital of Serbia, Belgrade. 

Growing up at that time was amazing, there were no smartphones, not too many programs on the television.

As children, we played outside 90% of the time, and it was great. Football, basketball, hide and seek, riding bikes in the dirt roads near the canals, hiking. Truly I tell you, ask anyone from that generation, being a child at that time was great. There were a lot of boys in the neighborhood so you could always go outside and play with someone, and since it was a small town, (around 10 thousand people), there were not too many cars, traffic, everyone knew everyone and at that time, people were a lot different than now. Everything was better, and it was safer, and less crazy. 

I remember that we were just little boys from the neighbourhood, playing outside and just having fun.

I remember people talking about some very bad days ahead, war. Some planes were throwing thousands of fliers from the air and we collected them and examined them. I don’t remember the exact content of those fliers but not so long after, an event that all people from my country will never forget started - the NATO bombing.

All the countries from NATO together with the USA, started bombing Yugoslavia on March 24th of 1999, and that bombing lasted for 78 days. We, as children, were all wondering, why is this happening, what has our country wronged so much that they are doing this to us. 

I remember seeing explosions in Belgrade, because from our small town, especially at night, when you look, you can see lights of Belgrade. Near our town there is also an oil refinery which they also targeted, but thank God, they missed. I will never forget the sound of sirens signaling the start of bombing each day. We played hide and seek in the neighborhood, and every house had a rule that as soon as we heard the sirens, we needed to come home immediately. 

Every day on the news, there was a report of what damage was done. Libraries, TV stations, bridges, important buildings, factories, etc. Many innocent people and children lost their lives. Was it totally justified? If you ask any normal human being, dropping depleted uranium and cluster bombs to a small country is a sinister act. Because of those kinds of bombs, the nature got so polluted, that from clear water in the canals with fish in it that I’ve mentioned before, and many butterflies, caterpillars and many kinds of insects and sounds at the start of every spring when nature is waking up from winter, now you have only maybe 20% of that. And on top of that, many health problems with people, many more cancers and tumors, etc. But we as people are tough and through history we faced many other difficulties, and we don’t give up.

All in all, those days will always stay in our memory.

We endured, the bombing stopped and our country was at a very low point. 

A few months later, in September, we were anticipating the start of the school year, and I was about to start the 1st grade. I was assigned to a nice class with two boys from my street and everything seemed to be fine, and just about two months later, it happened.

What date was it exactly, I really don’t know, I just remember seeing big travel bags at the front door, and just like that, we were going away...

’’Where are we going mom? Why are we leaving?’’ 

- I was asking. Since I was only 7 years old at the time, I didn’t understand many things, and of course I wasn’t receiving straight answers.

-‘’But I need to go to school, what about school?

Is anyone from the street going to that place as well? 

Why are my friends’ families staying? Why do we need to go?

Please, I want to stay!’’

Those were the sentences that I remember saying to my mom. She tried to console me, and helped me put my clothes on, and we were on the way...

I remember it was night. We used public transport at first, at that time, there were people with vans who made a living driving people from our small town to the city of Panchevo and I remember that we later used the train. I also know that we spent a night at some peoples house, and the day later, we hopped on a different train, and it was a very long ride.

At last, after who knows how many hours, we arrived.

I remember seeing signs on the road that I didn’t understand at all, we were in a different country.

I can’t remember all the travel details, but I remember the destination vividly, because we spent almost two years of our lives there. It was a refugee camp in Bekescsaba, Hungary.

When the paperwork was finally done, we entered a big yard and were escorted to our apartment. But it wasn’t like a normal apartment like you might think, it was a room with beds for all of us, a small table and I think that was it. You had to get out of that building, walk a little and get to the toilet and bathroom that we shared with other people that were sleeping near our room.

In the refugee camp, there were people from all over the world; Africa, Afghanistan, Serbia, Albania, Bosnia, the Middle east, Asia, Russia, etc. Many nations and many people away from their home, now together in one place, for different reasons, and all with a hope of a better life.

It was my first time going anywhere outside my country, and I can’t lie, I was stunned. When you are 7 years old you don’t know anything, you have so many questions, so many thoughts. I was blessed to have my sister and brother who are older than me, they loved me and took care of me as much as they could and tried to have fun with me so we could all forget for a moment that we are not at home anymore, only our grandparents stayed in our house, my fathers parents.

The refugee camp was a real deal, like I said, a lot of people from many countries, different cultures, different beliefs and religions, everyone in the same big yard.

You can imagine that there were a lot of arguments, fights between people, kids, etc.. Since I was an energetic boy with blonde hair and blue eyes, curious, but at the same time respectful and nice to others, people mostly liked me.  

The situation in our family wasn’t good, but since I was only 7 years old at the time, I didn’t understand a lot, and I always had hoped that things would change.

I remember my father shouting a lot, and my mother crying. I can only imagine how it was for my siblings since at that time my brother was 14 and my sister 16 years old.

I found friends fast, and explored the whole camp with them and alone as well. Aside from all the excitement during the day outside our room or however you want to call it, we had a lot of problems in the family.

My father was violent to my mom, verbally and physically, and he used to beat her, sometimes a lot.

I have only a few, foggy pictures in my mind from that age regarding that, I think it was too much for my mind at the time so I guess I pushed it somewhere deep so I can continue being a little boy for a little while more...

We didn’t go to regular school like ‘normal’ kids, I remember going to a school, groups of all ages, there were some music classes, I can still remember a few words from a Hungarian song that stuck in my head. We played some instruments, and crafted some interesting stuff like some decorations with colored papers, and many other things.

In the refugee camp, kids went along pretty well.

I think everyone wanted to put their mind on some other things, to forget the problems so we explored the camp, had long walks, played football(soccer) and many other games. 

I remember one day going alone all the way to the end of the camp, there was the last barrack, and I wanted to see if there was something else behind and I saw a man shooting something from a syringe in his arm. I had no idea what it was back then but I know that he looked at me and I ran off. Later on, I learned that his name was Attila, he was a drug addict. I think I didn’t ask a lot of questions when I saw things like that. Like I knew that I was a kid, everyone had a lot on their mind, so sometimes I’ve kept things to myself. 

I also had nightmares at night, my mind was coping how it could, I woke up crying a lot of nights and waited for my mom to wake up to take me to sleep with her.

After some months, I got used to being in the refugee camp, and made many friends of all ages, from all around the world. Thankfully, in all my father’s flaws, he wasn’t a racist so he didn’t say anything when seeing me with people from Africa because they were my favorite to hang out with, especially adults.

They were always friendly, cheerful and positive, and I always enjoyed their company.

In one of their rooms, they had a Backstreet Boys poster on a wall and I used to come there to stare at it.

My sister was listening to that group and I remember dancing with her back at home with her friend from school. I loved their music at that time.

One of the guys saw me staring at the poster a few times I guess and one decided to remove the poster from the wall and give it to me as a gift. I was so happy. Now when I think about it, they probably never even looked at the poster, who knows who and when they put it on the wall, but OK, he did a nice thing for a young guy. 

Now that I’m older, I guess that they saw and heard the situation in my family and they felt sorry for me as well.
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I loved basketball, and I loved the NBA. My brother used to train basketball so he was the biggest influence and introduced me to the sport. Back home, he had posters of our famous players on his wall that played in the NBA.

In the refugee camp there were a lot of humanitarian aids, people always got something from various organizations and one day they brought a lot of clothes, mostly used. The weather was nice and I remember that there was a huge pile of all kinds of clothes, for adults and kids, literally a 2 meters big hill of clothes of all sizes. 

They gathered the people from dozens of rooms, and said that everyone can take a few things for themselves, just be polite and don’t fight. On that pile I saw a gray Chicago Bulls t-shirt. Oh my God, Chicago Bulls, where Michael Jordan played! I must have that shirt. 

I was looking around to see if anyone got their eyes on it, but it didn’t seem that any kid noticed it. I was playing cool, wanting to hide my excitement because I thought that some older kid was going to get it. When they gave a go sign, I literally climbed the pile of clothes in a second and grabbed that shirt like a hawk.

I took some shorts as well, my size, everything was perfect, I was so happy to have a Chicago Bulls t-shirt. 

I was the MAN, ha-ha. That was my favorite t-shirt, maybe even the first favorite piece of clothes in my life. We also got some toys sometimes, crayons, etc. I had nice toys, and I was very grateful for everything.

One day we got the news that one guy from the USA is coming and he would be our teacher to teach us English in the camp. I was very excited because I really liked the USA, because of all of the movies, the NBA, in my mind it was a great country, although at that time no one wanted to hear about the USA in my country because of the bombing. I didn’t care about it, I was excited anyway. 

The name of the teacher was David, at least I think it’s David because I really don’t remember the name 100%. 

All I know is that he was very kind, understanding and he really put an effort to teach the kids, to have fun with them and make them happy. He was one of my favorite people at that time because he had an amazing energy, and he also liked me because of the way I was.

One Christmas or New Year, he got presents for all the kids. Every present was wrapped up so you couldn’t see or guess what you were going to get. One of the guys who picked before me got some great LEGO toy and I was hoping to get one as well. I compared the size of his box and looked at the pile of presents trying to find any that matches that size and saw a few. When it was my turn to pick I crossed my fingers and picked. Moment of truth, unwrap the present, aaaand, LEGO toy. I was so lucky to get it and was very happy to have an original LEGO toy.

My brother also liked LEGO and likes it to this day.

It wasn’t
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