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By David James Smith

Supper with the Crippens
One Morning in Sarajevo


Who’s Who and
How to Pronounce Them

The Serb Student Assassins

Gavrilo Princip (Printsip), also known as Gavro

Nedeljko Cabrinovic (Nedelko Chabrinovitch), also known as Nedjo

Trifko Grabez

Vaso Cubrilovic (Chubrilovitch)

Cvjetko Popovic (Sevyetko Popovitch)

The Muslim Assassin

Mehmed Mehmedbasic (Mehmedbashitch)

The Organizer

Danilo Ilic (Ilitch)

The Past Martyrs

Milos Obilic (Milosh Obilitch)

Bogdan Zerajic (Zerayitch)

Among the Guerillas in Belgrade

Vojin Tankosic (Voyan Tankositch)

Milan Ciganovic (Siganovitch)

Dragutin Dimitrijevic (Dimitriyevitch), also known as Apis

The Journey to Sarajevo

Rade Popovic (Rarday Popovitch)

Joca Prvanovic (Joka Pervanovitch)

Rade Grbic (Rarday Gerbitch)

Mico Micic (Mitso Mitsitch)

Jakov Milovic (Yakov Milovitch)

Obren Milosevic (Milosevitch)

Veljko Cubrilovic (Velko Chubrilovitch)

Mitar Kerovic (Kerovitch)

Blagoje Kerovic (Blagoiye)

Nedjo Kerovic

Jovo Kerovic

Cvijan Stjepanovic (Seviyan Styepanovitch)

Misko Jovanovic (Mishko Jovanovitch)

In Sarajevo

Ivo Kranjcevic (Kranychevitch)

Lazar Djukic (Jukitch)

Branko Zagorac (Zagoratch)

Marko Perin

Nikola Forkapic (Forkapitch)

Dragan Kalember

Ivan Momcinovic (Mochinovitch)

Franjo Sadilo (Franyo)

Angela Sadilo
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June 1914 – the Dreaming Assassin

The mystic journey of Gavrilo Princip came to an end on 5 June 1914, when he finally arrived in Sarajevo after a long overland adventure across 300 kilometres of mountains and muddy passes with a heavy load of guns and bombs that he had only just succeeded in smuggling from Belgrade with considerable help from others.

He was exhausted and broke and, like many a young amateur assassin before and since, he was not thinking clearly or carefully and had no idea how best to hide himself or his intentions during the next three weeks.

He would soon be lying in bed, the weapons stashed in a Gladstone bag beneath his mattress, sleeping and dreaming of the heroic deed to come, imagining himself as a political murderer, seeing himself in his dreams, in a remarkably prescient vision, struggling with soldiers and policemen.

On 28 June he would live out his dreams and stand among the thin crowd on a street corner and fire two shots at the over-dressed passengers in an open-topped car parading down the riverside road in the centre of Sarajevo. His victims, the Heir Apparent to the Austrian imperial throne, Archduke Franz Ferdinand and his wife Sophie, would die, a world war would start and Gavrilo would become the most notorious assassin in history, but that did not mean he was a highly trained killer nor even that he had a well-devised plan.

He was not yet 20 years old and in many respects was a naive and unworldly young man, who apparently gave no thought to the need to cover his tracks against the inevitable police investigation that would ensue. Or perhaps he did give it some brief thought and deemed such a precaution unnecessary, as he planned to kill himself, in any event, and hoped to become a Serbian martyr, a suicide assassin.

On his arrival in Sarajevo, Gavrilo went first to the home of his friend Danilo Ilic, who lived with his mother, Stoja, a washerwoman, at 3 Oprkanj (Operkany) Street, a long, thin house with an overhanging roof and a front door that opened directly onto the narrow, winding lane on the edge of town.

Gavrilo said he chose to stay there because it was in a back street and Ilic was a quiet young man who did not draw attention to himself. It must have helped, too, that he did not need to make any arrangement to pay rent to Ilic’s mother, especially since he had to borrow 50 crowns from Ilic to buy food.

The police would have little difficulty tracing Gavrilo’s whereabouts, following the assassination, as he registered with them soon after his arrival – an obligation required of all visitors to the city – and gave Ilic’s home as his lodging address, an act of unfathomable recklessness, since Ilic was not merely Gavrilo’s old friend but also the chief organizer of the assassination, and remained busy even at this late state, recruiting the rest of the team of assassins.

Still, at least the two young men made sure they kept the bedroom door closed, so that Stoja, who liked to keep a tidy house, would not enter, start cleaning and discover the Gladstone bag full of weapons.

They would leave from the house on the morning of 28 June to meet their co-conspirators and take their places along the route. Soon after, the now empty Gladstone bag, still in the bedroom where it had been left, would be photographed for police records, the house too, inside and out, recorded for posterity and then all but forgotten, along with so many of the details of that day, and the events of nearly a century ago that preceded it.

Despite the relatively central location it took a while for the researcher Alex Todorovic and myself to find the house and stand before it, in the autumn of 2006. Once we had located the street the house was unmissable because it still looked almost identical to the black and white images from the police files of all those years earlier, though it was now across the road from one of Sarajevo’s more elegant small hotels.

It seemed fitting that, in the end, we had stumbled across the street by chance, as almost everything about the Sarajevo assassination of 1914 was driven by fate and accident; not just the remarkable series of coincidences that morning, that delivered the Archduke and his wife to Gavrilo, virtually as sitting ducks – a hunting metaphor the Archduke might have appreciated in other circumstances – but also in the twists and turns of the loosely organized plot and the many lives it casually touched and destroyed as it ran its course.

Gavrilo, for example, had been taken to lodge with Ilic for the first time some years earlier, when still a child, the house selected more or less at random by Gavrilo’s respectable older brother Jovo, a young merchant who was looking for somewhere safe and decent where Gavrilo could stay while he continued his schooling in the Bosnian capital, far from the rural world of their peasant parents.

In his attempt to do the best thing for little Gavrilo, Jovo had inadvertently set him on the path to ruin, lodging him with a fervent revolutionary, Danilo Ilic, whose fanaticism – and library of Russian socialist literature – would soon make an impression on Gavrilo.

Jovo never intended to turn his brother into a blinkered assassin. But then Gavrilo never intended to start a world war. Instead, his mind was fixed on the Serbian people and five hundred years of oppression. He acted, Gavrilo would later say, out of love for the former, and revenge for the latter; his pride, you could say, had blinded him to the wider context of history and the fatal teetering of the world’s empires as they readied to implode, taking with them millions of lives.
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Dead Babies

He was famously quiet and reserved, but even so, considering the enormity of his impact on modern history, it is ironic and quite remarkable that Gavrilo Princip left so little trace of himself behind. There are a handful of letters and inscriptions, then the testimony he gave in court and in the pre-trial inquiry, plus the unscrambled notes made by a psychiatrist during a few brief interviews in prison, and the memoirs of some associates; finally, some lines of poetry, a couplet etched into a prison wall … that’s about all there is.

Much of this was pieced together by Vladimir Dedijer, forty or more years ago, for his book The Road to Sarajevo. Since then the transcript of the trial has finally been assembled and translated in full and we have the benefit of additional testimony from more recently released notes and papers of the family survivors of Gavrilo’s co-conspirators. It does not bring Princip fully from the shadows, but it certainly now gives us a clearer idea of who he was and why he shot the Archduke.

The area of the Grahovo valley, high up on the western border of Bosnia & Hercegovina, close to Croatia, had been occupied predominantly by a rural Serb population for many hundreds of years with only the briefest breaks in continuity until the summer of 1995, during the multi-faced conflict between Serbs, Muslims and Croats.

The Croats advanced through the area driving the Serbs out as they went and razing the villages and small towns in their wake. It was said they had ploughed salt into the land to destroy its agricultural use for future years, but I can find no supporting evidence for this. The Serbs, those who survived, eventually began to return in the late 1990s and are still rebuilding their communities.

Princip was born here 100 years earlier, in the village of Obljaj, in July 1894. Conditions and the way of life were then unforgiving and largely as they had been for several generations, so that his mother, in the final trimester of pregnancy, had spent the day, and probably all the days before this too, in the field gathering heavy bundles of newly cut straw to make hay. Then she had washed some linen in the stream and it was only after she had gone to begin milking the cow that she had begun to experience contractions and run into the house, just in time to fall on the unmade floor in front of the fire, where the baby was born.

The family home was typical of the area and the community, described as Bosnian gothic with its wooden construction and tall black roof. The interior style was mediaeval.

As one visitor, a family friend who was later to become a Princip biographer, described it, ‘In the old house the doors are small, and so very low that you can enter the house only by bowing your head. Inside it is dark. The house has no windows; instead of floor only beaten earth. To the left from the door is a stone bench on which a wooden barrel for water was standing; behind this on a shelf, some cooking untensils, earthenware pots; a big round low table was hanging against the wall.

‘On the other side of the door were three wooden chests, a box for keeping flour, a sieve and another shelf. Deep on the right side there was a low door leading to a small room in which stood a bed. On the left side of the main part of the house was an open hearth, burning day and night, surrounded by a low stone wall. Above it stood a verige, an iron chain hanging from the ceiling, on which were metal cauldrons hooked above the fire. Smoke went through a badza, a hole in the roof above the open fireplace. The only light in the house came through it.’

No wonder, in such basic and insanitary circumstances, that babies and children struggled to live. The newborn would be the fourth born but only the second surviving child, six years after his brother Jovo. Altogether, his parents Petar and Maria, who was known as Nana, had nine children – five boys, four girls – but six died at birth or in infancy. Only three boys lived on, the third survivor being born two years later.

Nana’s mother-in-law had cut the cord with her teeth and wrapped the baby in some coarse cloth after washing him in a wooden bowl. A fire was made, and a bed of straw prepared for mother and baby, before relatives arrived to toast the birth with plum brandy.

Princip’s father, Petar, had been out at work all this time but as he came home late at night one of his young sisters came running to meet him: a scarf for me and a child for you, she called to him.

This baby, like so many of the others, was weak and not expected to last, so that a girl was sent to fetch the priest quick, for a hurried christening. Nana wanted to name the boy Spiro, for her dead brother, but the priest, not just a priest but also a renowned local military leader, did not believe in women naming children and gave his choice of name, Gavrilo, as it was the saint’s day of St Gabriel.

When Gavrilo, soon shortened to Gavro, was baptised a month later a mistake was made in the registry entries. The right date – 13 July – was entered in the parish register, but the wrong date – 13 June – was entered in the civil register. This nearly got Gavrilo hanged twenty years later in 1914, as the two dates fell before and after the assassination of 28 June. If he was under 20 (as in reality he was), Gavro was too young to hang, according to Austrian law, but if he was over 20, born on 13 June, he was old enough to be executed.

Not being hanged, he went to prison, where he was hung instead in chains in solitary confinement for a long time, and then met the Viennese psychiatrist Dr Martin Pappenheim who recorded Gavro saying, ‘Father a peasant but occupies himself with enterprises. Father a quiet man who does not drink. Father not occupied with political matters. No diseases in family. Scarlet fever. No bed-wetting. During school – sleep-walking – around the room.’

The priest was an important figure in the community, both because of his military leadership and because of the dominant role of the eastern Orthodox Church. Gavro’s father, particularly, was a devout man who avoided swearing as well as alcohol, observed all the fasts and festivals and always attended Mass. Gavro’s mother took a less pious attitude, seeing the Church in a more informal way, as part of local tradition. This must have influenced Gavro, who would later shift even further and describe himself as an atheist. His single-minded devotion was directed elsewhere; his worship that of a Serb nationalist ideal rather than a religious abstraction.

Petar worked hard and had what sounds an eccentric pastime of planting trees, not just in the grounds of his home but all around the village where he lived, Obljaj, and even on the road out, heading towards the nearby town of Bosansko Grahovo (which could be translated as Bosnian Bean).

There have been suggestions that Gavro’s father was an object of amusement to others, as he took himself and his work very seriously and so invited ridicule. He had carried on the work begun by his own father, Jovo, which was a necessary sideline to the core family business of farming. Jovo used his wagon to transport passengers and mail around the region and this was taken up by Petar, who went one step further, carrying the heavy mailbag on his back in winter, when the snow was too deep for the wagon to pass. He apparently took pride in his physical prowess, once breaking his leg while stopping the horses after they had bolted while pulling the wagon on a mountain road. He also took bets (they sound more like teases or wind-ups) that he could run through the snow in the middle of winter, barefoot, dressed only in shirt and trousers, between Obljaj and another village a mile away.

Petar had presided over the demise of the Princip zadruga, the name given to a family clan in Turkish times, which had broken up in the late 1800s after his father Jovo was killed. Petar had become head of the extended family at the age of 30, and it was then that the zadruga was dissolved and the land and property divided out. Petar only had about four acres, which gave him a meadow and a harvest of corn, oats and barley, not enough to support the family for more than a couple of months of the year.

During Turkish rule the family had paid a substantial regular tribute of one third of their income to their landlord, known as a beg. The payment would only be accepted in cash, not in kind, and finding it was a constant burden.

The Princip men, Jovo and his sons, including Petar, embodied the important Serbian tradition of struggle and resistance and had joined the Serb uprising against the Turks in 1875; their families were briefly driven from their homes when the area was overrun by the Turks. The Ottoman empire had finally been losing its grip in the Balkans after 500 years of oppressive rule and even though many Serb homes had been burned during the fighting the uprising had ultimately succeeded in driving the Turks out of Bosnia.

So far as the Bosnian Serbs were concerned, however, this was only a short respite as it led directly to the Treaty of Berlin in 1878 by which the imperial powers had simply handed control of Bosnia & Hercegovina to the Austro-Hungarian empire. This had incited new uprisings and a further round of village clearances as the Austrians advanced to Sarajevo from the west.

The only difference this time had been that much of the resistance had come from Muslim insurgents, some of whom had struck alliances with the Serbs, while others chose to fight alongside the Austrians. Again homes were burnt and when Gavro’s grandfather Jovo was shot and killed one Sunday afternoon in 1881 while hunting ducks and wild geese in the marshes near his home, the family believed he had been murdered by the Austrians. Gavro too was supposed to have believed this, though never mentioned his grandfather at his trial nor so much as hinted at this as a vengeful motive for the assassination.

Even in those distant days, long before the bitter wars of the 1990s, religious and ethnic differences made for fierce divisions and deeply held enmities. It was said that, during his father’s lifetime, Petar had met and fallen in love with a Catholic girl. Jovo could not contemplate such a union of faiths and told Petar to stop seeing her. When Petar tried to argue, Jovo told him if he carried on he would kill him. It was only after Jovo’s death that Petar met and married Maria, Nana, from a neighbouring zadruga. She was nine years younger than her husband, who was 34 when Gavro was born, but perhaps her need for escape from home was pressing as she was being mistreated by a stepmother.

The couple were said to make a contrasting pair, she being curly haired, with sharp features, a pointed chin and blessed with enough energy for two or three women, so that she seemed in some ways quite masculine, while her husband, with his slight, bony physique had softer, more feminine features.

It was reported that Gavro was the spit of his mother in childhood with the same intense blue eyes; he had also inherited her beautiful singing voice. But perhaps, as he grew older, as the photographs suggest, he took on something of his father’s gentler appearance, which served to disguise the blazing spirit beneath.

There was hardship all around, from the wider picture of ethnic conflict and warfare, to the family struggles – long hours of backbreaking work with the wagon or in the fields for barely enough reward, as well as the lack of respect for Petar and Maria’s estrangement from her own family. Then too, there were all those dead babies, six of them, who must have made their presence felt in the household.

Gavro seems to have been thoughtful, reserved and sentimental even as a child. The psychiatrist recorded Gavro saying about himself, ‘Was not much with other schoolboys, always alone. Quiet, sentimental child. Earnest – books, art. Even as a child not particularly religious.’

He is reported to have shared the following childhood memory of evenings of community entertainment, known as selos. The tone, if a little florid, is full of loss and longing: ‘The wet logs on the open fire gave the only light to the closely packed kmets and their wives, wrapped in thick smoke. If I tried to penetrate the curtain of smoke, the most that I could see were the eyes of the human beings, numerous, sad and glaring with some kind of fluid light coming from nowhere. Some kind of reproach, even threat, radiated from them, and many times since then they have awakened me from my dreams.’

Gavro would also participate in these gatherings, reading heroic Serbian poems from a collection given to him as a school prize.

One biographer noted Gavro’s exceptional childhood development, walking early, alert and active. It was true he did not seem to like playing much with his mates, preferring to look after the cattle and watch the peasants at work. Even before he started school he liked to play at being a schoolboy, lugging around a bag full of old books.

But he could be rough too in his play with other children, often hitting the bigger boys and being especially determined if he thought there was some injustice. His mother was reported as saying he read a lot and was always silent, ‘but every blow he received he would return twofold.’

Gavro had his mother to thank for his schooling, as his father wanted him out in the fields guarding his sheep. He started school aged nine and finished at 13 when his brother, who was already prospering in a new life out of the valley, took an interest in Gavro’s education.

The brother, Jovo, was only 20. He was apparently too busy to find time to study himself, or to get caught up in the student rebellions. Perhaps he was oblivious to them and so never stopped to think what influence this new world might have on his brother.

Jovo had left home and Grahovo at 15 and gone, according to a Serbian proverb, to seek food at the urge of his stomach. He had settled in the town of Hadzici, 20 kilometres south-west of Sarajevo, trying a variety of jobs before joining a lumber transport company carrying felled trees out of the forest. Hadzici was a centre for the timber industry and Jovo soon started out on his own with teams of horses to pull the wagons. He had plans for a saw mill. He sent money home and was ready to pay for the schooling of both his brothers, Gavro and 11-year-old Nikola. It is possible that Jovo was determined to escape his impoverished agrarian origins and, having got away, was equally determined to rescue Gavro and Nikola too.

When he read that the Military School in Sarajevo was looking for healthy 14-year-olds who would receive free schooling, food and uniforms if they joined, Jovo apparently thought this the perfect opportunity for Gavro. Petar travelled down with Gavro to the city, a three-day horse-ride. On arrival, Gavro allegedly refused to stay at an inn because it was run by ‘strangely dressed’ Muslims, an unfamiliar sight back in the valley.

For the first time, Gavro was going shopping for new underwear and shirts. The storekeeper knew the family and did not want to see Gavro go to military school. He supposedly said, do not give the child to an institution where he will be uprooted and become an executioner of his own people … if you want to listen to me as a friend, send him to the Merchants’ School.

Various Princips in the extended family around Grahovo had served as frontier guards or gendarmes for both the Turks and the Austrians. Late in the evening of 28 June 1914, Petar and Nana would be woken from their sleep by a gendarme relative, ordering them to the police station because it was being reported that Gavro had murdered ‘Verdinanda’, as the kmets called Archduke Ferdinand.

How history might have been altered if Gavro had followed in the family tradition and taken up arms for the Austrians, instead of against them. But his brother Jovo took the storekeeper’s advice to heart and enrolled Gavro at the Merchants’ School, perhaps envisioning a bright future for his brother as a businessman like himself.

Jovo made enquiries in the town for a place where Gavro might live while he was at the school and was told to try the widow Stoja Ilic at 3 Oprkanj Street in the winding back lanes of Sarajevo. He agreed to pay a month’s rent in advance and an understanding was reached. Gavro shared a room with Stoja’s only child, her son Danilo, who was four years older than Gavro and already in possession of a stirring collection of socialist and revolutionary literature that Gavro would soon being reading for himself.

When Gavro first arrived there, in late 1907, Danilo had already passed through and graduated from the Merchants’ School and had not yet moved on to Teachers’ College. It was an unsettled period in his life while he sought a job he enjoyed, working both as a newsboy and a prompter in a travelling theatre. He would spend time on the railways as a porter and on the shores of the Sava river as a longshoreman, so that by the time he started teacher training he was four years older than the other students.

His father, a cobbler, had died when he was five years old and his mother, while not remarrying, had taken in laundry to support her only child through school and then begun offering lodgings at her home. She was, and obviously needed to be, a thrifty woman, who saved money where and when she could. Her son brought little money into the home and often suffered from poor health, a stomach ulcer, it was said, at one stage, and other, apparently quite serious illnesses which incapacitated him for several weeks at a time. Perhaps they were stress related, an entirely undiagnosed phenomenon at the time.

Unfortunately for Gavro his brother could not keep paying the rent to Stoja Ilic, so he had to leave the house and move in with his brother in Hadzici, travelling daily from there to the Merchants’ School in Sarajevo. He did not make a good impression with Jovo’s wife and her mother, who thought he sat about reading too much, and ought to be more helpful around the house or in assisting Jovo with his business.

Gavro must have been unsettled in his first year away from home, as he cited this, to the psychiatrist Pappenheim, as the year when he was sleep-walking around the room, before being woken up. He said it only happened during this one year, a sign, surely, of some emotional disturbance.

It also quickly became apparent that Gavro was not destined to pursue a career in business. His new friends at school and in Sarajevo were becoming politicized and socially aware under the hated Austrian regime. They disapproved of bourgeois, capitalist pursuits and being at a Merchants’ School was something of an embarrassment. This apparently caused tensions with his brother Jovo, because of course it was Jovo’s money that was paying for Gavro’s schooling, and Jovo’s way of life was now being criticized by implication.

The focus of the students’ detestation was the Carsija, the business district of Sarajevo. Gavro would later say if he could force the whole Carsija into a box of matches he would set it alight.

After three years he asked to switch to the classical high school in Tuzla and his brother relented, as this too offered opportunites for a professional future in the law or medicine. Jovo even hired a scholar to help Gravo through the entrance exams. He entered the school, it was said, with a copy of Caesar under his arm. Tuzla was a seedbed for many of the radical students, though Gavro was initially too shy or insecure to participate and give his opinions in the political debates. He was said to lack self-confidence, did not like being called Gavrica – little Gavro – and wanted to be thought of in more heroic terms.

After a while, it appears, Gavro learned to shield his insecurities behind a veneer of cynicism, becoming more vocal and, as a peer said, radiating energy and determination. He could be stubborn, if not pigheaded, and quick-witted, with jokes and retorts. In one discussion about youth leaders a student said of one of them that he was a brave man and Gavro immediately said, we are all brave men too.

He preferred the company of older, more mature boys and though he did not drink or smoke as some did, he liked to play billiards and often got into arguments over the play, sometimes lashing out with a cue in a fit of temper, before calming down and apologizing. Among the students in Tuzla, albeit nearly three years Gavro’s junior, was Vaso Cubrilovic, who described Gavro to Vladimir Dedijer as a ‘stuha’, a restless spirit. Billiards was played in some cafés which were supposed to be out of bounds to the students, so Gavro was already bucking the system. He was also showing contempt for the Church, eating a meat dish during a fast and getting into trouble with his religious teachers. He was nearly expelled for missing classes and complained he was mistreated by his professors. He transferred back to the high school in Sarajevo where he soon became involved in the ‘first lines’ of the students in their nationalist demonstrations against the Habsburgs.

Gavro told Pappenheim he had been an excellent student up until the 5th grade, probably around 1911, when he fell in love and began to have ideals. He had known the girl in class but it was an idealized love as they never kissed and though the love did not vanish he never wrote to her. This must have been another girl, not Vukosava, the sister of Nedjo Cabrinovic, to whom he did write letters. He refused to discuss his romantic affairs further with Pappenheim.

He cited 1911, the year he turned 17, as a ‘critical’ point in his young life. He began reading anarchist, socialist and nationalist pamphlets and ‘belles lettres’, such as Alexander Dumas and Walter Scott, as well as ‘the weeklies’, with their detective stories, such as Sherlock Holmes and Nick Carter. A fellow student would say, ‘Gavrilo always claimed that no one knew literature better than he and that he was the best among us in that field.’ Gavro bought the books himself. He was broke, often starving, throughout his whole life, but he could always find money for books.

Gavro himself said to Pappenheim he was always alone, in the library reading, talking to no one, not much with other schoolboys. I wonder if, at the time of the prison interviews, at this desperate final stage of his life, when he really was alone and facing – if not yearning for – death, Gavro romanticized and exaggerated his earlier social isolation, as it seems that he was well known to many other students, albeit that they would think of him as quiet and reserved.

There was some cachet among them, as Dedijer pointed out, not just in being well-read, but in writing eloquent prose and poetry too. Gavro wrote some poetry for himself but apparently lacked confidence in its worth. In 1911 he wrote a long entry in a tourist visitors’ book at a lodge in the mountains outside Hadzici. It is the most substantial piece of writing he left and was dated 25 June 1911, three years and three days before the assassination. It was signed, ‘Gavrilo Princip, Fifth Grade, The Sarajevo High School’.

In many ways it is a lush description of a vivid day in a young man’s life; an idyllic walk in the hills bringing with it a rush of senses; plus there is a hint, a foreshadowing of the darkness to come. Perhaps it is a little gaudy and repetitive in its adolescent descriptions and awkward attempts at poetic turns of phrase:

Gone are the days of annoyance and boredom behind the dirty scribbled desks – holidays are here. After three days of celebration at home, we decided to enliven these hot and boring days – and travel somewhere – let us go to the Bjelasnica Mountain and beyond; no sooner said than done. We left Hadzici at sunset when the western sun was blazing in purple splendour, when the numberless rays of the blood-red sun filled the whole sky and when the whole of nature was preparing to sleep through the beautiful, dreamy summer evening in the magic peace – that beloved, ideal night of the poet. Walking briskly, we reached the foot of the Bjelasnica Mountain, boasting of our speed and wiping large beads of sweat from our brows. After a short rest and a bite at the edge of the forest, we started to climb …

Without a word we progressed hesitantly through the forest, entranced by the magic, deep silence, listening to the whisperings of the sweet-smelling flowers and motionless trees. Following our noses, we struggled upward through the thick forest; we looked at each other despairingly when we were surrounded by hellish darkness, which seemed like the laughter of ugly monsters. A light, faint shudder went through our weary limbs, and we continued to march upward in silence, lumbering over fallen trunks and scattered branches. Heavens, how many times the thought went through my mind that I would be hurled into some bottomless precipice.

We could go no further. We ate our frugal supper. We built a fire – the best sight I ever saw. No poet ever described it well enough. Oh, if you could have seen what beautiful and ever-changing scenes were made by the lively red fire and black … hellish darkness, the whispering of the tall, black fir trees, and this hideous Night, the protector of hell and its sons; it seemed to me like the whisperings of bedeviled giants and nymphs, as if we were hearing the song of the four sirens and the sad Aeolian harp or divine Orpheus.

My companions fell asleep around the fire. I could not. I was sleepy, I dozed, but how could one sleep in this empire of brooding illusions. A little storm – the wild winds howled sadly through the silent giant trees. My friends woke up – with regret – my heartache, my sorrow, my life – my visions and my illusions. We started to sing a sad song, and my own heart whispered and trembled more strongly than my bedevilled monsters.

My companions burrowed into the leaves, and I sang, dreamed and prayed to my secret; oh, what sweet and painful moments in the beautiful time before the dawn, sweeter than sleep, more beautiful and ideal than any European poet has described it – this heavenly flash and blood-red-coral sun could only be described by a son of the glorious and imaginative east. Look at it and you will see it.

After a happy and pleasant halt of Mr Stenik’s we continued our journey …

Gavro had more opportunity to practise his lyricism in the letters he exchanged with Vukosava Cabrinovic, the sister of his friend and fellow conspirator Nedeljko Cabrinovic. Vukosava kept their correspondence with her for nearly 30 years after the assassination.

Vukosava married a doctor and became a dentist. At the start of the second world war they were living and working in a town in Croatia when a young man whom they had earlier treated came to warn them that he had overheard a group of Utasa fascists plotting to come to their home and kill them straightaway. They fled, leaving most of their possessions behind, and although the Princip letters were buried first they were never retrieved.

A surviving relative, Ranka Cabrinovic, told me that Vukosava could not have children because of a ‘bad intervention’ when she was young. I wondered whether this intervention had been a termination, but that was pure speculation. She later took on the raising of her sister’s four children, after her sister’s early death. Ranka said Vukosava was like a peacock, meaning, I think, that she was bright and vivacious and, as the photograph she gave me proves, very beautiful, so drew young men to her.

The writer Rebecca West met her when she was older, in the late 1930s, and said she ‘possessed the usual foundation of Slav beauty, lovely head bones. Her skin was bright, her eyes answered for her before her lips had time, and she had one of those liquid and speeding voices that will never age …’

They were ‘very good friends’, Vukosava and Gavro, according to Ranka, and that was all. But one contemporary of Gavro’s gave evidence at the trial that he had been told by Gavro of the ‘intimate correspondence’ he had shared with Vukosava. The contemporary, Dobrosav Jevdjevic, said Gavro had told him that Vukosava was ‘an upright girl.’

Dedijer reprinted just one of the letters that Gavro had written, which was apparently recreated by Vukosava from memory for an earlier writer. Dedijer thinks the letter was written on the eve of the assassination, but I think it is more likely it was written sooner, before Vukosava left Sarajevo to study and after Gavro had left Sarajevo, as he did in 1911. It certainly sounds as if he thinks he is writing with instruction for a young girl. The letter is a clear expression of romantic interest. What memory is it, for instance, of their departure that might cause the rose to blush? The letter also hints at her unhappiness, perhaps to do with domestic life with her tyrannical father and wayward brother Nedjo. Or perhaps her sadness is at the departure of Gavro, and she really did love him after all …

I feel a deep, sincere pain reading your letter, as if I were looking at the grief of a girl abandoned by everyone and forgotten. Do not suffer and do not let bloodshot eyes reveal your sorrow. Think and work. One needs a lot of strength in order to live, and action creates this. Physical labour also strengthens the character and firmness of will. Be individualistic, never altruistic. My life is also full of bitterness and gall, my wreath has more thorns than others. I go from nothingness to nothingness, from day to day, and in me there is less and less of myself. Do read, you must read; this is the best way to forget the tragic side of reality. How beautiful Wilde’s The Happy Prince is … Is the rose I gave you on our departure still alive? I know that it withered a long time ago, but perhaps the memory is enough to make it blush. I would like so much to be with you again in the first warm days of autumn somewhere under the leafy branches, and to hear you reciting to me:

In the black knot of the pine tree
The cricket chirps away
With the stifling trochee and the strident black iambus
It is noon. The sun’s dithyramb is dispersed like the becalmed sea

Gavro was sick for two months during this period in Sarajevo. The nature of the sickness is undisclosed. He claimed to Pappenheim he had always had good health but there was evidence that he had tuberculosis in his system before 1914 and he told a contemporary he had coughed blood – which could be a symptom of the disease. Ill health was a common thread among the young men. It can’t be coincidence. They were poor and ate badly and probably did not generally take care of themselves too well. They lived with intensity, in the shadow of death, and this must have created its own debilitating strains.

Missing his studies, getting some low grades for his work, then participating in student demonstrations, led Gavro to be expelled from Sarajevo High School. He did not tell his family, not even his brother, and decided to slip away to Belgrade. He made the 300-kilometre journey on foot and said he kissed the soil when he crossed the border into Serbia. Because of his sudden, unexplained departure, his brother refused to help him when he wrote asking for money. He had no money to leave, he said, and no money to stay. He survived on credit and the kindness of friends, such as Nedjo who said he had often given Gavro money when he was starving.

Dedijer said some of the Bosnian students in Belgrade slept in dustbins or dog kennels or took shelter in monasteries where, with a letter of introduction from a sympathetic professor, they could get some food, while being assured of a theological debate.

A roommate of Gavro’s described him, typically, spending his time reading. Times were hard and they occasionally had to sell books to buy bread, though Gavro would always keep back his favourites. They would go out for late night walks in the park to pass the time and Gavro would recite Serbian poetry.

In spite of all the interruptions to his studies, they were evidently still important to him. The Serbian Minister for Education at the time of the assassination, Ljuba Jovanovic, would later describe how Gavro had earlier visited his department two or three times to ask the Minister directly for permission to sit his exams:

He remains in my memory: slight, broadish in the shoulders, with a broad though somewhat pinched countenance. He spoke naturally and without nervousness. I advised and encouraged him – as I did many other youths who came to Belgrade from Austria-Hungary almost like emigrants – to pursue his studies and finish his schooling, because the better his equipment the greater use would he be to the nation, and in general the better he would serve his own ideals.

I allowed him to sit for his examination on both occasions … the last time I saw him we parted in quite an amusing way. He came to see whether my permission for his examination was ready, and whether it had been sent to the Lycee. It often happened that young strangers like him came and pestered me about details of this kind, and I was annoyed and flew out at him and began to give him a piece of my mind.

The wretched Princip first looked at me in amazement and then immediately turned hastily to the door, stammering, ‘I am sorry. I did not know …’ and made for the exit. I turned and made to reassure him in more kindly fashion, but he was in a hurry to be off as soon as possible. Who could then have foreseen what this same agitated young student would do …?

Perhaps resuming his studies enabled Gavro to make peace with his brother so that some money now appeared. He was soon back in the Green Wreath cafés again, playing billiards. He failed his exams and sent a postcard to a friend: I flunked, Gavro.

With the general mobilization for the Balkan war, Gavro and his friends wanted to join the Komite, the Serbian regular army of volunteers, led by Major Vojin Tankosic. Gavro went directly to his headquarters but was rejected because he was too small. He went with friends to try again, at the border town of Prokulpje where Tankosic was basing his units. Gavro wrote to a friend in Sarajevo, a leading young Bosnian. ‘Look up on the map where Prokulpje is. We are now here and where we shall go further I do not know. (“For freedom and fatherland”). Regards from yours Gavro.’

A student who had travelled from Belgrade with Gavro added a note of his own: ‘If we do not see each other, please accept this as our last greetings. Where we go I do not know, and if we survive we shall know where we have been. If you are pious, pray to God for us, but if you are not, ask the young ladies to pray for us.’

Gavro’s war was ended before it began. He was seen by Major Tankosic and with a wave of his hand, instantly dismissed. ‘You are too small and too weak.’ At his trial Gavro would say he was rejected because he had been ill. He returned to Belgrade and then to Hadzici. He went back to Belgrade again and moved between the two places, back and forth, over the next year or so, studying and spending time at his brother’s home.

In 1912, before leaving Sarajevo, Gavro had visited the cemetery of St Mark’s, where the young students had found and marked and tended the grave of a fallen martyr. Gavro visited that grave many times, but just before he had left for Belgrade he swore an oath to avenge the martyr. His name was Bogdan Zerajic and his self-sacrifice was the inspiration for the assassination.
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The Legends of Kosovo

Unless he was being deliberately provocative, or someone in his own government was purposely trying to set him up, and both are possible, the Heir Apparent was demonstrating extraordinary ignorance when he chose 28 June 1914 as the very day to parade his imperial presence on the streets of Sarajevo.

He ought to have known what an inflammatory act that would be. Making such a visit was to invite trouble at any time, but all the more so on that particular day; someone should have told him that those awkward, rebellious young Serb students looked to history for their inspiration. The Serbian story was, in part at least, one of proud and dogged resistance to imperial oppression. Many of the young men revered their martyrs and were romantically absorbed in the folklore and legends of the past, in which the date of 28 June featured prominently.

In origin, this was St Vitus Day, known to the Serbs as Vidovdan, a traditional saint’s day observed by straightforward religious rituals and feasts. Vidd was a pagan deity before he was a faith-based saint, of Finnish-Ugric beginnings. But in time, in Serbia, the name took on a much more potent significance.

Because of its strategic position, located on the boundary between east and west, at the so-called crossroads of Europe with a commanding charge of trade routes in either direction, the Balkans region was constantly being encroached upon from beyond and bothered by its neighbours. Internal strife was commonplace too, of course, perhaps unsurprisingly given the insecurity of its position.

Indeed it was inner conflict that had failed the Serbians at their greatest moment, six centuries earlier in the mid-1300s, when a sudden expansion of its own territories had promised to establish for Serbia an empire of its own. Then the ruler had died and, with no one leader emerging in his place, the fledgling empire had immediately cracked and descended into civil war.

For a brief moment, the Serbians had been ready to advance towards Constantinople. Now the Turkish-Ottoman empire, choosing its moment with care, pushed forward winning a significant battle beside the river Marica in what is now Bulgaria. By 1389 the Serbian armies, led by Prince Lazar, were ready to make a last attempt to repel the Turkish forces of Sultan Murad and this last, decisive battle took place on 28 June at Kosovo Polje – the field of blackbirds – in the south of the region, in what is now Kosovo.

The battle became enshrined and handed down in the proud tradition of Serbian epic poems, variously called folk poetry or heroic poetry and performed sometimes in song-form as ballads or sometimes spoken as oral narratives. The central story of this cycle of poems told how Prince Lazar held a feast on the eve of the fight at which he toasted the courage of all his commanders, except Milos Obilic who he said would act like Judas and betray him in the next day’s battle and go to join Sultan Murad. At this Obilic bowed before the prince and said (according to the poem, in translation):

Let me die if I should lie to you!
I have never been unfaithful to my Tsar –
Never have I been and never shall I be –
And I am sworn to die for you at Kosovo
For you and for the Christian faith.

Obilic then described what he planned to do:

And when on Vitus-day tomorrow morning
We make our dawn attack upon the Blackbirds’ Field
We’ll see right there at bloody Kosovo
Who is loyal to you and who is not!
I swear to you in God Almighty’s Name
That I shall go down at dawn to Kosovo
And slaughter like a pig the Turkish Sultan
Put my foot upon his throat.

Turkish historical accounts suggested that Obilic feigned death on the battlefield and then stabbed the Sultan as he passed. But in Serbian folklore he crept into the Sultan’s tent, before the battle, and ripped the Sultan’s chest open with his dagger before being set upon and killed – a heroic act of martyrdom and self-sacrifice, as well as devotional loyalty to the Serbian Prince Lazar.

While Milos, Lady, lost his noble life
Fighting near the river Sitnitsa
Where many dying Turks lie all around.
But Milos killed the Turkish Sultan, Murad,
And slaughtered many Turkish soldiers with him.
May God Almighty Bless the one who bore him!
He leaves immortal fame to all the Serbs
To be forever told in song and story
As long as Kosovo and human kind endure.

There was not much else to celebrate, since the battle ended in humiliating defeat that marked the end of Serbian independence and the beginning of five centuries of subjugation to Turkish rule. No wonder the myth-making extended to the anticipation that avengers of Kosovo would awaken or come forward.

In fact, as others have pointed out, the poems or songs were not simply created in spite of the defeat but seemed to celebrate it and speak of the sense of tragedy that was ingrained in the Serbian psyche. In the years to come the rendering of the songs became both a reminder of the old wounds and a call to arms, a weapon of the rebellion. They were too, of course, bound to arouse chauvinistic feelings of deep patriotism in the Serb people who heard them.

There were other martyrs from the same Kosovo sequence, commemorated in their own verses, such as Stefan Music, who fought and killed three pashas, but when he met the fourth that warrior smote him, and there he died beside his servant Vaistana.

Then there was the Prince himself, Lazar, who came to embody the idea of noble defeat, having made his choice, before the battles, to sacrifice an earthly kingdom for a heavenly kingdom, and so lead his men to sure defeat for the greater valour of eternity:

‘O, Dearest God, what shall I do, and how?
Shall I choose the earth? Shall I choose
The skies? And if I choose the kingdom,
If I choose an earthly kingdom now,
Earthly kingdoms are such passing things –
A heavenly kingdom, raging in the dark, endures eternally.’
And Lazar chose heaven not the earth.

Prince Lazar was killed and beheaded on the battlefield so he too was immortalized in the ballad, The Miracle of Lazar’s Head:

When they cut off Lazar’s head upon the Blackbirds’ Field
Not a single Serb was there to see it
But it happened that a Turkish boy saw,
A slave, the son of one who had been made
Herself a slave, a Serbian mother
Thus the boy spoke having seen it all:
‘O have pity, brothers; O have pity, Turks.
Here before us lies a sovereign’s noble head!
In God’s name it would be a sin
If it were pecked at by the eagles and the crows
Or trampled on by horses and by heroes.’
He took the head of holy Lazar then
And covered it and put it in a sack
And carried it until he found a spring
And put the head into the waters there
For forty years the head lay in that spring.

The poems were devised in their original Serbo-Croat in ten-syllable lines, which created a distinctive rhythm that translators sometimes struggled to recreate.

They were first collected and written down in the early nineteenth century by an academic and fighter, Vuk Karadzic, who is described as travelling around the region ‘crippled by a mysterious withered leg that required the use of both a wooden attachment and a crutch’. The four-volume collection Serbian Folk Poems was published in 1862, ironically, in the Austrian capital, Vienna.

Karadzic recorded the songs from the men who performed them, known as guslars as they accompanied their singing with the playing of the gusle, a one- or two-stringed instrument, the strings made of entwined horsehair, loosely resembling a banjo but played with a bow, so that the harsh sound of the instrument fused with and was intended to punctuate or enhance the story being sung.

In his novel, The Bridge on the Drina, Ivo Andric created an evocative portrait of a Montenegrin guslar performing to a group of Serb labourers, tired after a long day’s work:

Suddenly, after he had more or less attuned his voice to the gusle, the Montenegrin threw his head back proudly and violently so that his Adam’s apple stood out in his scrawny neck and his sharp profile was outlined in the firelight, and sang in a strangled and constrained voice: A-a-a-a-a-a-a- and then all at once in a clear and ringing tone:

The Serbian Tsar Stefan
Drank wine in fertile Prizren,
By him sat the old patriarchs,
Four of them.…

The peasants pressed closer and closer around the singer but without making the slightest noise; their very breathing could be heard. They half closed their eyes, carried away with wonder … The Montenegrin developed his melody more and more rapidly, even more beautiful and bolder, while the wet and sleepless workmen, carried away and insensible to all else, followed the tale as if it were their own more beautiful and more glorious destiny!

The legend of Kosovo infected the religious symbolism of Vidovdan too, so that the Christian calendars would have that date ringed in red and the priests would tell the peasants that on 28 June the rivers would run red, coloured with the blood of the fallen on the field of the blackbirds.

In 1914 one young man was standing in a court of inquiry, explaining how he felt when he heard what day the Archduke had chosen: ‘… this fact fired me with zeal to carry out the attempt. Our folklore tradition tells how the hero Milos Obilic was accused before Vidovdan that he was a traitor, and how he answered: “On Vidovdan we shall see who is and who is not a traitor.” And Obilic became the first assassin who went into the enemy camp and murdered Sultan Murad.’

This was Nedeljko Cabrinovic, informally known as Nedjo, who was 19 years old when he threw a bomb at the Archduke’s car in the hope of killing him – he missed – and then tried to commit suicide, failing also at that. When he was asked to identify himself on his arrest he said, ‘I am a Serbian hero.’ Both Nedjo and his father had been accused of being spies for the Austrians. Like Obilic, Nedjo was driven to show his loyalty and his readiness for self-sacrifice on 28 June.

His was a city family, a contrast with the rural or small-town backgrounds of many of the other plotters. Nedjo’s father had progressed under Austrian rule, owning one of the first coffee-grinding machines in Sarajevo, which he operated from his family home on the main street, which had at this time been named for the Austrian emperor Franz Josef. He had roasted and sold coffee too and run the house like a social centre, always cooking for the family and their extended network of friends.

The father, Vaso, had been born in 1864 so that he had seen the end of Turkish rule and the coming of the Austrians. There had been uprisings and a gradual erosion of the Ottomans’ authority in Serbia during the 1800s, so that Serbia was by now self-governing. Neighbouring Bosnia, however, was still under Turkish control and Sarajevo an important outpost of the declining Ottoman empire.

Over the centuries a substantial part of the community had converted to Islam and created their own Bosnian Muslim elite which exploited and taxed the Serb peasantry, arousing an endless cycle of rebellion and dissent. The final peasant uprising began in 1875 and gradually spread beyond Bosnia & Hercegovina to involve Serbian and Russian forces also aligned against Turkey.

It was only with the Congress of Berlin in 1878 that the imperial powers of Europe attempted to impose some stability and created the Treaty which gave control of Bosnia & Hercegovina to the Habsburgs, the ruling dynasty of the Austro-Hungarian empire. It was an uneasy solution and fermented yet further discontent among the Serbs, who felt betrayed at losing territory that by rights, they believed, belonged to them; there was also dismay among Bosnia’s sizeable Catholic community and of course among the Muslims who had lost their ruling power in Bosnia.

Sarajevo itself had been shaped by Ottoman rule, a city of a hundred mosques, it was said, though it had also historically enjoyed a healthy cultural mix with different quarters for Muslims, Jews and Christians both Catholic and Orthodox. More importantly it had developed an inherent resistance to authority which had given it the atmosphere of a free city in which, according to Rebecca West, ‘The Slavs lived as they liked’. Mutinous and insubordinate, she called Sarajevo.

In her epic 1930–40s study of the Balkans, Black Lamb and Grey Falcon, West created a portrait of Sarajevo that is still partly true today. I missed the air of luxury she found in the rich colours of the predominantly Turkish style of dress; the reds, golds, blues and greens that contributed to what West described as the ‘tranquil sensuality’ and romance of Sarajevo – qualities we struggle to associate with our modern view of Islam as monochrome and puritan. But here were the same mosques, the same latticed windows and walled gardens and open-fronted shops in the bazaar that, for West, gave the city its air of pleasure. The Austrians could no more contain the life of the city than the Turks had. They faced house-to-house fighting when they marched into Sarajevo in the summer of 1878.

A military bulletin described how, ‘from every house, from every window, from every door, our troops were fired upon, in many instances by women … indescribable scenes of fanaticism are reported … our losses unfortunately are considerable.’ The Austrians eventually established their authority there with a range of increasingly oppressive measures. They caused fury in Belgrade in 1908 when they formally ‘annexed’ Bosnia & Hercegovina to the Habsburg empire. There was dismay, among all Serbs, in 1911, when their own government was forced by political expediency into a humiliating acceptance of the annexation.

At least the Austrians, for some, had brought a new mood of opportunity and prosperity to Sarajevo. Nedjo’s father had used the proceeds of the coffee business to open a kafana – café – nearby which seemed like a natural extension of the social life of the house. He dressed to show off his success and enjoyed wearing fancy suits, selected from the ever-expanding collection in his wardrobe. He was a big man who cut an imposing and sometimes severe figure and appears to have been a little terrifying, sometimes violent towards his family.

He fathered ten children but three died at birth or in infancy, so that Nedjo was the oldest among seven surviving children, including his beautiful next born sister Vukosava and his youngest brother Dusan.

In the 1930s Vukosava told Rebecca West about her stern Bosnian father; how there had never been a gentle word in the house and how he would refuse his children anything they ever asked for, as a duty, for fear they would become spoilt and self-indulgent. He sounded small-minded and vindictive too, Vukosava describing how he loved to be photographed when things were going well, surrounded by his children, putting the photographs on display at home. But then when he quarrelled with any of the children he would go around the house cutting their pictures out of the groups.

‘But he would never destroy them; perhaps he was too much of a peasant, with primitive ideas of magic, and to burn the images of his children or to throw them into a wastepaper basket would have seemed too much like killing them. He kept them in a box, and then when he took us back in favour he would paste them back into the group, so that some of our photographs presented a most extraordinary appearance.’

Later, when she was grown and married, Vukosava’s husband was horrified to be told by her father that he should box Vukosava’s ears because she was late meeting him for lunch at a café. ‘It was extraordinary how it had never occurred to him that family life might be conducted agreeably.’
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June 1914 – the Angry Anarchist

It was to this dysfunctional household that Nedjo returned in the early days of June, when he too arrived back in Sarajevo along with Gavro and their third fellow conspirator, Trifko Grabez, after the guns and bombs had been smuggled out of Belgrade.

Nedjo had been away from Sarajevo for most of the last 12 months and called in briefly to visit his grandmother before walking home to 69 Franz Josef Street, where his father decided he must immediately register his son’s return with the police. He went straight to the station and on that part of the form asking for recent addresses, Nedjo’s father wrote, a little testily perhaps, ‘all around the world’.

In the next three weeks Nedjo would meet several times with Gavro as they walked through the town. But the pair had fallen out during the smuggling of the weapons and Nedjo was now firmly ‘outside the loop’, even though he had been one of the initial instigators of the plot, and Gavro would tell him very little about what was going on, especially in relation to the weapons. Nedjo had no idea if the weapons had even arrived, or if they had, where they were.

Both Gavro and Trifko Grabez told their friend and fellow conspirator Danilo Ilic that they thought Nedjo was a very naive young man and not fit for an assassination. Gavro later said to Pappenheim that Nedjo had first wanted to be the lone assassin, as Pappenheim recorded in his notes: ‘but he was a typesetter, not of sufficient intelligence. Also not sufficiently nationalistic because previously anarchist.’ This suggests some academic snobbery on the part of Gavro – he was the high-minded nationalist student, and Nedjo the simple anarchist printer. A reversal, almost, of the class snobbery it would be suggested that Gavro had experienced as a peasant boy mixing with the urban sophisticates in Nedjo’s family.

Nedjo was equally unaware that other conspirators were being brought in and eventually concluded there would be no assassination and carried on believing this almost up to the last minute. He took a job at a local print works and travelled around Sarajevo and beyond, several times visiting the spa town of Ilidza which was being prepared for the arrival of the Archduke, who was due to stay there. During his visit to the spa, with his mother, just over a week before the assassination, he was told the baths were closed because of the Archduke’s imminent arrival.

Despite being kept in the dark, and knowing next to nothing of the details of the conspiracy, Nedjo continued to talk too much. Loose talk. He told various people at home about his recent travels, describing to the family servant Marija Talanga how he had spent seven days journeying with two friends from Belgrade to Sarajevo. He also spoke in similar terms to his sister and to his friend Tomo Vucinovic. Gavro would have been furious, had he known.

Whenever he met with Gavro and tried to talk about the assassination, Gavro would tell him to shut up. He met with Ilic too and they talked about the assassination, but Nedjo was not told the weapons had arrived nor that there was now a second trio of assassins. He still believed there would be no assassination right up until the Friday before, when he saw Gavro who finally disclosed the plot to him.

They agreed to meet the following day, Saturday, 27 June and Gavro told Nedjo to come and see him at the offices of Ilic’s journal, Zvono. When Nedjo went there the place was empty; he spent some time looking around for Gavro, not finding him at the Serbian Reading Room or elsewhere. Nedjo went to his work at the printing plant and Gavro called there and said they would meet that evening at the social hall in the town.

Ilic and Gavro must have planned together where everyone would stand, as Gavro took Nedjo on to Appel Quay, by the Teachers’ School, and pointed out where he wanted him to stand, outside the Austro-Hungarian Bank, putting him second in line for the approaching imperial procession, with the others after him. Nedjo did not know who the others were, and still believed Ilic would be one of the assassins.

Gavro told Nedjo to meet him the next morning, Sunday, 28 June, the morning of the planned assassination, at 8am in the pastry shop, Vlajnic’s on Cumurija Street, just a hundred yards or so from Appel Quay. Only then would he be given a bomb, but not a pistol. Ilic said he never intended to give him any weapons at all, after hearing from both Gavro and Grabez that Nedjo was a naive fellow and not fit to participate in an assassination.

Some of Nedjo’s friends were called to give evidence at the trial and gave illuminating descriptions of Nedjo’s character and the time they spent with him in the days before the assassination. Here was Milos Pura, a 19-year-old tailor, who had known Nedjo since elementary school. They had been social democrats together in the same organization until Nedjo was expelled and boycotted. After his boycott, Pura and other ‘comrades’ were not even allowed to talk to Nedjo in public. If they met, Pura would simply say ‘hello’ and move on, but then Nedjo had been expelled from Sarajevo altogether and they had not seen each other at all for many months. He was allowed back into the organization on his return, and had again been expelled, just a month before the assassination, but was at least no longer being boycotted.

In these last days in Sarajevo, Pura and Nedjo would meet regularly, usually on the quay where they would stand and chat. The conversations were rarely about politics. Normally they would both be with girls so it would be how are you?, fine. Nedjo told them he was working in the printing plant and earning good money so life was
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