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Praise for Endgame

“A remarkable account … courageous … unsparing.”

—The New York Times

“Powerful … definitive … Rohde tells the Srebrenica story with all the shades of gray the truth demanded.”

—The Washington Post

“If the shame of Srebrenica’s fall has started to fade, Endgame will bring it all flooding back, a riveting reminder that General Mladi[image: ] and the Serbs were strong only because Europe, the U.S., and the UN were weak. Srebrenica paid in blood; the world will be paying for years.”

—Christiane Amanpour

“David Rohde is a brave reporter. Without him, this incredible story would not have been told. We all owe him a debt.”

—Peter Jennings

“Sometimes only the dead can bring a story alive. That is certainly what has happened in the case of those Bosnians who died at Srebrenica. David Rohde listened to them. It has already earned him a Pulitzer Prize and now with Endgame it has earned him a stunning, compelling book.”

—Jim Lehrer

“David Rohde broke the story the old-fashioned way. He followed some rumors, he followed some trails until he came to a leg protruding from the ground. He wrote the story of Srebrenica and the nation suddenly knew of the largest single killing in Europe since Jews were murdered wholesale in the Second World War.”

—Bill Moyers

“Important and revealing.”

—Library Journal

“A passionate account, and an important addition to the growing library of books about the Bosnian catastrophe.”

—Kirkus Reviews
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PREFACE

In August 1995, while covering the war in Bosnia for The Christian Science Monitor, I heard about suspected mass graves U.S. spy planes had located near Srebrenica in eastern Bosnia. The surrounded Muslim town had fallen to the Bosnian Serbs a month earlier. Survivors reported mass executions.

On August 16, I received permission from the Bosnian Serbs to enter their territory and drive straight to Pale—their self-declared capital. With a faxed copy of the satellite photo of the suspected graves in hand, I headed in the direction of Pale but stopped instead in Nova Kasaba—the village where the suspected graves were spotted. After searching for two hours, I found four swaths of fresh digging, two empty ammunition boxes, notes from a Srebrenica town meeting, an elementary school diploma with a Muslim name, and finally, a decomposed human leg.

I then spent two weeks in September searching refugee camps on the other side of the front line for survivors of mass executions. I found nine survivors who told credible stories of thousands of unarmed Muslim prisoners being shot. Soldiers who survived the trek from Srebrenica led me to the brother of the man whose elementary school diploma I’d found twenty-five feet from a suspected grave in Nova Kasaba. When I showed the diploma to him, his face went blank and he turned and disappeared into a crowd of soldiers. His twenty-one-year-old brother Murat had been missing since Srebrenica fell.

In October, I reentered Serb territory without permission and found two more execution sites. At the first were three canes and a stack of civilian clothes one hundred yards from what looked like two freshly dug mass graves, corroborating survivors’ stories of old men and civilians being killed. At the second, human bones lay next to an earthen dam, again confirming survivor accounts of executions. Just before I took photos of the bones, a Bosnian Serb watchman arrested me.

I was convicted of illegal entry, jailed for ten days and threatened with an espionage charge that carried a sentence of ten years to death. After twelve members of my family and two of my editors at The Christian Science Monitor flew to ongoing Bosnia peace talks in Dayton, Ohio, the Clinton administration pressured the Serbs into freeing me.

At that time, I believed Srebrenica’s fall to be a simple tale of victim and perpetrator. But the town’s fall has proven far more complex, convoluted and darker than I expected.

The fall of Srebrenica has emerged as one of the great controversies—and mysteries—of the war in Bosnia. Countless conspiracy theories, some dubious and some plausible, revolve around the tragedy.

The truth in the former Yugoslavia—a region that has been dominated by authoritarian regimes for centuries—is a nebulous concept. Exaggeration and manipulation of the facts are well-accepted tools for survival and propaganda is the norm. All sides in the brutal war—including many Western and UN officials—have resolutely convinced themselves that they are blameless and the other side is guilty.

United Nations, Dutch, French, American and Bosnian officials lied about, downplayed or covered up their own roles in the tragedy and blamed others for the enclave’s fall. Survivors and people from Srebrenica exaggerated, openly lied or presented a sanitized version of their actions and decision making. Many Bosnian Serb authorities refused to speak and intimidated those who did.

This book focuses primarily on the experiences of seven people—three Muslims, two Dutch, a Serb and a Croat.1 They were chosen because of what they lived through and because I found them to be highly credible. The account that follows, which includes individuals’ detailed thoughts and recollections, is a description of events as related to me by these individuals and characterized in documents and press reports. Central characters were allowed to review the portions of the book they appear in for accuracy. I took this unusual step to avoid misinterpretation and to give the book immediacy. Every event or atrocity that occurred may not be here, but I believe this is an accurate portrayal of the dynamic at work in Srebrenica and Bosnia at the time.

Notes have been used to explain the source of information and to discuss allegations. Conversations have been reconstructed on the basis of interviews with participants or from reports written at the time. Where I am unsure of what occurred I say so, or explain why in a note. I apologize for any inaccuracies, distortions or omissions. I have tried to make this as accurate as possible. All errors in judgment are mine.

This book should be considered only an inital account of the fall of Srebrenica, not the final word. My hope is that it will spark further investigation. Propaganda, mistrust and rumor sparked and fueled the war in Bosnia and played an insidious role in Srebrenica. The goal of this book is to help break that dynamic, not feed it.

Bosnia’s Muslims, Serbs and Croats are racially identical. All three groups are white Eastern European Slavs. “Yugoslavia” means “land of the South Slavs.” All three groups speak Serbo-Croatian with a Bosnian accent. The difference between Bosnia’s Muslims, Serbs and Croats is their religious faith. The only way a Serb, Croat or Muslim can distinguish one another is by their first or last names.

Bosnia-Herzegovina is slightly larger than the state of West Virginia. When war broke out in April 1992, the picturesque country of 4.3 million was 44 percent Muslim, 31 percent Serb, 17 percent Croat, and 8 percent “Yugoslav” or people who chose to describe themselves as part of no nationality. It was the most ethnically integrated of Yugoslavia’s six republics and intermarriage between Serbs, Croats and Muslims was common in cities and larger towns.

Bosnia is one of the world’s great crossroads. For centuries, civilizations, armies and empires have met and overlapped here. The country’s long occupation by great empires is what divided its people into roughly three groups. Those who converted to Catholicism under the rule of the Catholic Holy Roman Empire became known as Bosnian Croats. Those who converted to Orthodox Christianity under the rule of the Eastern Orthodox Byzantine Empire became known as Bosnian Serbs. Those who converted to Islam under the rule of the Muslim Ottoman Turks became known as Bosnian Muslims.

After the death in May 1980 of Yugoslavia’s founder and dictator, Josip Broz Tito, politicians playing on nationalism rose to power across the country.2 In Serbia, Slobodan Miloševi[image: ] used state-controlled television to whip up nationalism and play on people’s fears that past Serb suffering might be repeated. On the June 1989 anniversary of the defeat that led to the Ottoman Turks’ brutal, 500-year occupation of Serbia, Miloševi[image: ] told a rally of roughly one million Serbs: “Six centuries later, again we are in battles and quarrels. They are not armed battles, though such things should not be excluded yet.”3

On June 25, 1991, both Croatia and Slovenia declared independence. Fighting between Slovene nationalists and the mostly Serb Yugoslav National Army soon flared, but lasted for only ten days. In Croatia, bitter fighting erupted in July between Serbs and Croats and raged for six months amid frantic European peace efforts. A UN arms embargo was imposed on all of the former Yugoslavia in September 1991 to theoretically lessen fighting. But the embargo simply locked into place the huge military advantage enjoyed by the Serbs, the largest group in the former Yugoslavia, who controlled the Yugoslav National Army and its vast stockpile of ammunition.

Over 12,000 UN peacekeepers arrived in March 1992 to implement a tense cease-fire in Croatia. In six months of brutal fighting, ten thousand died and Serb nationalists seized approximately one-third of Croatia. They vowed to link their territory with Serbia and create a “Greater Serbia.” Croats vowed to retake every inch of it.

Fighting erupted in Bosnia less than a month later. Troops and ultranationalist paramilitary groups from Serbia crossed into neighboring Bosnia. They began expelling or “ethnically cleansing” hundreds of thousands of Muslims and Croats from eastern and northern Bosnia.

At the same time, Croatia, the second most powerful republic after Serbia, began funneling troops, weapons and ammunition to Croat nationalists living in Bosnia.4 Serbian President Miloševi[image: ] and Croatian President Franjo Tudjman hoped to divide Bosnia between themselves and create a “Greater Serbia” and a “Greater Croatia.” Bosnia’s Muslims, trapped between the two more powerful groups, had few weapons and no outside backer.

Tucked into the mountains of eastern Bosnia, Srebrenica (pronounced Srebreneetsa) takes its name from the Serbo-Croatian word for silver, srebro. Srebrenica or “Silver City” has been known for its silver since the Romans mined the region twenty centuries ago. The Romans called it “Argentaria,” a variation of the Latin word for silver.

The Roman garrison that once stood in the town is gone, but the ruins of a medieval castle built according to local legend by Jerina, the widow of a Serb lord, lie on a hill to the south. According to the legend, the castle was built by slaves. Each night a different slave was brought to Jerina’s bedroom. Each morning, the exhausted slave was thrown to his death from the top of the castle.5

One mile east of town lies Crni Guber, a natural spring that produces medicinal water with large amounts of iron and a “harmonious” mixture of copper, cobalt, nickel and manganese. The spring has its own health spa; locals say drinking the water cures anemia, rheumatism, multiple sclerosis, lack of appetite, exhaustion and chronic diseases of the hair and skin.6

The town of Srebrenica is shaped like a long, thin finger. The quaint mining town had a prewar population of roughly 9,000. Driving from one end to the other takes only fifteen minutes. A thin strip of houses, schools and stores runs at the bottom of a two-mile-long, half-mile-wide ravine. Steep hills rise on either side of Srebrenica, giving one a sense of being sheltered—or trapped.

White houses with terra-cotta roofs line the streets and dot the surrounding hills. A dozen gray apartment buildings built for miners and factory workers by Yugoslavia’s Communist government seem out of place. The hospital lies in the northern half of the town. The elementary and high schools are near the center. The border with Serbia is only ten miles away and many teenagers left town for jobs or universities in Belgrade, the capital of Serbia and Yugoslavia, instead of Sarajevo, the capital of Bosnia.

Small family-run grocery stores and cafés once enlivened the main street. A large gray Serbian Orthodox church, a mosque with a hundred-foot minaret and an open-air farmer’s market comprise the town’s historic center. A state-run department store, the six-story Hotel Domavija and a small shopping center make up its modern side.

After World War II, Yugoslavia’s Communist government built car battery, car brake and zinc processing factories in Poto[image: ]ari, a village two miles north of Srebrenica. Bauxite and zinc mines to the south and northeast flourished. Nearly every miner or factory worker had an apartment, car and summer cottage. By the 1990s, most households had a TV, VCR, washing machine and a host of modern appliances. Movie theaters and supermarkets opened. Srebrenicans enjoyed a standard of living that rivaled that of the United States and Western Europe.7

According to the last census conducted before the war, 37,211 people lived in Srebrenica opština or municipality, which consisted of the town and an approximately fifty-square-mile area around it. Seventy-three percent described themselves as Muslims, 25 percent as Serbs and 2 percent as “Yugoslavs” or part of no ethnic group.

Soon after fighting broke out in April 1992, nationalist paramilitary groups from Serbia seized control of Srebrenica with the aim of expelling the town’s Muslims as they had throughout Bosnia. Muslims fled to nearby forests. Three weeks later Muslims led by Naser Ori[image: ], a charismatic twenty-six-year-old policeman, retook the town. The heavily armed Serbs had suffered one of their first major defeats of the lopsided war, but they still surrounded the town. Ori[image: ] then led Muslim forces from Srebrenica to a series of stunning victories in 1992, which more than doubled the size of the island of Muslim territory. By January 1993 the enclave was only five miles from linking with Muslim-held central Bosnia.

But Bosnian Serbs, backed by troops, tanks and artillery from neighboring Serbia, quickly launched a counteroffensive. With the Serbs blocking UN food convoys, U.S. Air Force planes dropped food into the area by parachute. Muslim-held towns and villages continued to fall. By mid-March 1993, over 60,000 Muslim civilians packed the town of Srebrenica and a small area around it.

Fearing the collapse of Srebrenica, the UN commander in Bosnia, French general Philippe Morillon, set off for the teetering enclave without the permission of his superiors in New York. Morillon bluffed his way through Serb lines and entered Srebrenica. Surrounded by Muslim women and children when he tried to leave a day later, Morillon made an impromptu announcement that would cost him his job and change the course of the war.

“You are now under the protection of the United Nations,” the fifty-seven-year-old, white-haired general with a flair for the dramatic proclaimed from a post office window on March 12. “I will never abandon you.” The UN flag was then raised over Srebrenica.

The Serbs allowed a few food convoys into the enclave but just over a month later they attacked again. As the town’s defenses crumbled on April 15, Srebrenica’s leaders requested that surrender negotiations begin. Under intense pressure to act, a divided UN Security Council passed Resolution 819 and declared Srebrenica and a thirty-square-mile area around it the world’s first United Nations “safe area” on April 16.

When UN Secretary General Boutros Boutros-Ghali later requested 34,000 peacekeepers to police Srebrenica and five other newly declared safe areas,8 the United States and other countries balked at sending their own troops. A second proposal, sarcastically referred to as “safe areas lite” by UN officials, was adopted and only 7,600 peacekeepers were sent to the six new safe areas.9

First Canadian and then Dutch peacekeepers were deployed in Srebrenica. Seven hundred and fifty lightly armed UN peacekeepers were responsible for disarming Srebrenica’s Muslim defenders and “deterring” Bosnian Serb attacks against the safe area. Two years later, a Serb flag flew where the UN’s once did and 7,079 Muslim men were missing.
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CHARACTERS

[image: ]amila Omanovi[image: ], forty-two: Bosnian Muslim bookkeeper and housewife living in Srebrenica.

Hurem Sulji[image: ], fifty-five: crippled Bosnian Muslim carpenter living in a village near Srebrenica.

Mevludin Ori[image: ], twenty-five: Bosnian Muslim soldier living in a village near Srebrenica.

Zoran Radi[image: ], thirty: Bosnian Serb policeman participating in the attack on Srebrenica.

Dražen Erdemovi[image: ], twenty-three: Bosnian Croat soldier fighting alongside Bosnian Serbs attacking Srebrenica.

Private First Class Marc Klaver, twenty-three: Dutch UN peacekeeper stationed in Srebrenica.

First Lieutenant Vincent Egbers, twenty-nine: Dutch UN peacekeeper stationed in Srebrenica.


ABBREVIATIONS

ABiH or BH: Army of Bosnia and Herzegovina—Muslim-led forces of the Bosnian government.

APC: armored personnel carrier.

BSA: Bosnian Serb Army.

CAS: Close Air Support.

FC: Force Commander—the commander of all UN forces in the former Yugoslavia.

FRY: Federal Republic of Yugoslavia. The name adopted by Serbia and Montenegro, two of the six former Yugoslav republics, after the dissolution of the country.

MRL: multiple rocket launcher.

OP: observation post.

RPG: rocket-propelled grenade.

SDA: Party of Democratic Action—the Muslim nationalist party headed by Bosnian President Alija Izetbegovi[image: ]

SDS: Serbian Democratic Party—the Bosnian Serb nationalist party headed by Bosnian Serb leader Radovan Karadži[image: ].

SRSG: Special Representative of the Secretary General. The civilian head of the UN peacekeeping missions in the former Yugoslavia.

UNHCR: United Nations High Commissioner for Refugees.

UNPF: United Nations Peace Forces—the umbrella name for the three separate UN peacekeeping missions in Bosnia, Croatia and Macedonia created in April 1995.

UNPROFOR: United Nations Protection Force—the name of the UN peacekeeping mission in the former Yugoslavia from February 1992 until April 1995. After April 1995, UNPROFOR referred only to the UN mission in Bosnia.

PRONUNCIATION KEY

[image: ] = ch as in charm

[image: ] = ch as in rich

c = ts as in cats

š = sh as in shoe

ž = s as in measure

đ = j as in jump

dj = g as in forge

j = y as is yes

lj = li as in billion

nj = ny as in canyon


“An eye for an eye leaves everybody blind.”

—Martin Luther King, Jr.
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Dutch Private First Class Marc Klaver peered into the predawn darkness. Perched in the watchtower of UN Observation Post Foxtrot, Klaver couldn’t get his bleary eyes to focus. His mind drifted. It was just after 5 a.m. One hour into a four-hour shift, Klaver and the other peacekeeper on duty—Dutch Private First Class Raviv van Renssen—were bored.

A bright flash abruptly lit up the sky to the east. A detonation rolled across the open fields. Startled, Klaver and van Renssen instinctively turned toward the light and sound. A deafening explosion shook the tower. “Shit!” Klaver shouted as the two young soldiers dove to the plywood floor. Chunks of dirt cascaded over Biljeg, the hilltop that OP Foxtrot was perched on. Klaver and van Renssen stared at each other in disbelief.

Silence hung over the hill for a few seconds. Another flash and detonation to the east. The two young soldiers, dressed in camouflage T-shirts and shorts, pressed their chests against the floor. A shell whistled overhead. A second explosion rocked the hilltop. Klaver, twenty-three, was disoriented. Van Renssen, twenty-five, a mortar specialist, realized the first explosion was the sound of a mortar firing in front of them. The whistle was the mortar passing overhead. The second explosion was the impact behind them.

He fumbled for the radio. “Ops room, this is OP Foxtrot! Over!” van Renssen shouted.

“This is ops room. Over,” a sleepy voice answered back from the operations room in the UN Bravo Company base in Srebrenica town.1

“This is Foxtrot. We had two detonations near the OP!” van Renssen shouted. “Mortar grenades! Fired over the OP from the Serb side!”

Klaver desperately pressed his long, thin frame against the floor and wondered if this was really happening. His ears rang. Sweat covered him. Observation Post Foxtrot had been nicknamed “OP Holiday,” “OP Sun Beach” and “OP Relax,” because so little happened there. Klaver and the five other peacekeepers had spent much of their time sunbathing. This was the first time Foxtrot had been shelled since their battalion arrived five months earlier.

Klaver and van Renssen scrambled down a ladder into a sandbag bunker beneath the tower. Klaver was worried. They’d heard over the radio that the Bosnian Serbs had fired six rockets over the Dutch headquarters compound in the village of Poto[image: ]ari at 3:15 a.m. The day before, one piece of Serb long-range artillery had abruptly appeared on a hill a mile north of the observation post. Roughly a hundred Bosnian Serb soldiers with thin white ribbons tied to their shoulders had been seen walking east. Ribbons were the primary way soldiers in Bosnia—who were physically identical and generally wore the same uniforms—could identify which side they were on. Finally, a pickup truck towing an antiaircraft gun, which the Serbs used to fire on people not airplanes, had been seen driving north.

Klaver had reported everything to the operations room in Srebrenica town, but had been told not to worry. He thought the vague answer meant his commanders didn’t know what to make of the Serb troop movements either.

Set on the highest hill in the southeast corner of the enclave, OP Foxtrot was a microcosm of the confused UN mission in Bosnia.

On the one hand, Klaver and the Dutch were supposed to be neutral UN peacekeepers. They wore bright blue UN helmets, berets or baseball caps. Nearly every inch of the observation post’s fifty-by-thirty-yard compound of prefabricated containers, canvas tents and sandbag bunkers was UN white. OP Foxtrot could be spotted—and shelled—from miles away. As far as Klaver, van Renssen and the other Dutch were concerned, OP Foxtrot was a great white albatross, not a defensive position.

But Klaver and his fellow peacekeepers were also expected to take sides if necessary and “deter” attacks by the Bosnian Serbs. Muslim soldiers had grudgingly turned over this and a half dozen other strategic hills to the UN when Srebrenica became a safe area. Klaver could see the jagged ridges and steep hills of eastern Bosnia rising and falling for five miles in each direction from his fifteen-foot watchtower. It was unforgiving terrain. It was almost impossible for someone to sneak up to the observation post or mount a major attack on the town without being seen. But with few weapons, blue helmets and white vehicles, the Dutch were a meager fighting force. Both confused and discouraged by their contradictory mission, Klaver and Srebrenica’s Dutch peacekeepers had spent most of the last five months hoping nothing would happen.

Klaver loved being a soldier, but had felt uncomfortable as soon as he arrived in Srebrenica. A long-range rifleman, he was used to digging in and concealing himself, not painting his surroundings white. The Dutch battalion were paratroopers trained to be highly mobile. They had been taught to fire, quickly move to a new position and fire again. Firing from various locations made it difficult for the enemy to locate them or assess their strength, but in Srebrenica and all of Bosnia, UN peacekeeping doctrine was that the activities of UN soldiers should be “transparent.” Peacekeepers were to go out of their way to make it easy for all sides to see what they were doing and make themselves vulnerable.

For Klaver, the safe area was a humiliating joke. The Muslims refused to be disarmed and carried out raids into Serb territory at night. Both sides occasionally sniped at the Dutch and each other. As soon as he’d seen the rugged hills and thirty-mile front line around the enclave, Klaver had known that his 750-man battalion couldn’t defend Srebrenica with the limited weapons and equipment they had.

The Bosnian Serbs had blocked their resupply convoys for months. The Dutch had received no diesel fuel since February 18 and were using mules and tractors to supply most of their thirteen observation posts. They had run out of fresh food two months ago and had been eating only combat rations. Klaver hadn’t had a real cigarette or a beer in four weeks. The Dutch traded food sometimes for yellow tobacco leaves grown by local Muslims. They were usually without cigarette paper, sometimes rolling the tobacco in magazine paper. Graffiti in the OP, left by past and present peacekeepers, read, “Dutchbat Victim,” “Dope again” and “Come back Shitty Muslim.”

After the first half hour of shelling, it started to become predictable. Klaver and van Renssen relaxed as they sat in Foxtrot’s sandbag bunker and listened to the shells impacting outside. It was clear the Bosnian Serbs were not targeting the observation post. They were pulverizing the network of World War I-era trenches the Muslims had built behind the OP and on the small hills that flanked it. Klaver could hear Muslims intermittently firing AK-47 assault rifles and mortars at the Bosnian Serbs from their trenches. They fired at most a dozen mortar shells at the Bosnian Serbs. The peacekeepers were unimpressed, but still jittery.

Klaver and van Renssen climbed back up into the tower at around 7 a.m. Peering through his binoculars, Klaver saw that three tanks, two howitzer artillery pieces and a multiple rocket launcher had taken up position 1,600 yards east of the observation post. The shells and rockets flew by their watchtower trailing beautiful, long tails of fire. As the scorching July sun slowly rose, Klaver and van Renssen started to enjoy the spectacle. “Look at that one,” Klaver said as a rocket flew by.

The most surreal moment of the morning came during a lull in the shelling. A bus pulled up next to the Serb artillery positions. A group of military officers stepped out. Like gawking tourists, they snapped photos of the OP and left. Klaver was again surprised by the Muslim response. No snipers appeared to shoot at the Serb officers.

At around 1 p.m., a shell abruptly tore into the front wall of the OP. The watchtower felt like it was collapsing. The sandbags over Klaver’s and van Renssen’s heads shook violently. Sand poured onto their helmets. Klaver felt his heart pounding in his throat. One of the Serb tanks was directly targeting them.

Four miles to the northwest, twenty-five-year-old Mevludin Ori[image: ], a Bosnian Muslim soldier, was nervously enjoying the spectacle. Standing on top of the 2,900-foot Mount Zvijezda in the center of the safe area, Mevludin, his neighbor Azem Dautovi[image: ] and several women were watching Serb shells careen into the safe area. Mevludin had tried to walk into Srebrenica town that morning but gave up when he saw the extent of the shelling. Mevludin was confident that UN commanders in Sarajevo would soon retaliate against the Serbs.

A multiple rocket launcher in the Bosnian Serb-held town of Bratunac just north of Srebrenica was firing into the enclave. Mevludin was impressed by the thunderous sound of the rockets launching, buzzing through the air and then detonating. It was the first time the Serbs had fired them into Srebrenica since it was designated a safe area.

Mevludin had quickly decided that Srebrenica’s Dutch peacekeepers were little more than greedy cowards. They had come here to make money, he thought, not to protect the safe area. While the Dutch lived like kings, hunger still haunted the overcrowded enclave’s people. The Bosnian Serbs blocked UN food convoys at will. Each day, local Muslims would venture to OP Mike, the nearest UN post, and wait patiently for the Dutch to throw away their garbage. The refuse was then painstakingly searched for scraps of food. He expected the Dutch to run at the first sign of a serious attack.

But the Dutch weren’t the biggest reason Mevludin Ori[image: ] felt uneasy that morning, Naser was.

Naser Ori[image: ] was Srebrenica’s charismatic twenty-nine-year-old commander and Mevludin Ori[image: ]’s distant cousin. He had left the enclave two months ago. Mevludin had heard that Naser and fifteen of Srebrenica’s best officers slipped out of town under cover of darkness and trekked ten miles south to Žepa, a second Muslim UN-declared safe area. From there, they had been ferried by helicopter to Muslim-held central Bosnia in April. The fifteen officers were supposed to be attending a short-term training course. But only two of the fifteen, the deputy commander and one brigade commander, had returned.

With Naser leading them, with his trademark .50 caliber machine gun, Srebrenica’s defenders felt invulnerable. The bearded, six-foot-one-inch bodybuilder had jet-black hair and an enormous chest and powerful arms. A tough-talking former local policeman and prewar bodyguard for Serbian President Slobodan Miloševi[image: ], he had spurred the Muslims on to spectacular victories in 1992. He was adored by his men and feared by his adversaries. Ambitious and ruthless, Naser had turned Srebrenica into his fiefdom. No one knew when he was coming back, but his absence hung over Mevludin Ori[image: ] and Srebrenica’s soldiers.

The UN’s arrival in April 1993 had been a military disaster for Srebrenica’s defenders. The Muslims2 had formally disbanded their units and turned over the two tanks and the handful of artillery pieces they had captured from the Serbs—in compliance with the demilitarization agreement that was part of being a safe area. Dutch observation posts now sat on top of a half dozen of the most strategic hills along the enclave’s front line. Every six months a new battalion of peacekeepers arrived. During the rotation of the UN troops, the Bosnian Serbs crept forward and took crucial high ground.

The worst case stared Mevludin in the face every day. In 1993—armed with automatic rifles and homemade guns that consisted of iron pipes filled with nails and gunpowder—the Muslims had fought desperately to hold half of Buljim, a 2,300-foot peak that loomed over the northwest corner of the enclave. Men Mevludin had known died holding that ground. The Muslims allowed the UN to set up an observation post on their half of the peak. In January 1994, the observation post was empty for several days while UN troops rotated in and out of the enclave. In the middle of the night, the Bosnian Serbs took the observation post and the hill. The Dutch complained, but as with everything else, refused to use force to get it back.

Six feet two, rail thin and wiry, Mevludin had a boyish face dotted with freckles and barely any facial hair. Constantly joking and teasing, he looked more like a teenager than a father of two. He, his wife and two children lived with his father. He made a meager living by brewing and selling šljivovica, or plum brandy, which enabled him to buy the precious salt, sugar and coffee his family needed. Alcohol prices fluctuated wildly in the enclave from three to fifteen dollars for a sixteen-ounce bottle, depending on the supply. There was little to do in the besieged town, so the demand was constant.

Mevludin had never expected the war. He had loved Yugoslavia and was sickened by its breakup. Once Croatia and Slovenia declared independence in June 1991, he knew Bosnia had to also. What was left of Yugoslavia would be totally dominated by Serbia, which had three times as many people as Bosnia. He was sure the Serbs would discriminate against Bosnia’s Muslims. He was willing to live in Yugoslavia, not “Serboslavia,” as Muslims jokingly called what was left of Tito’s “land of the South Slavs.”

Mevludin had grown up in Lehovi[image: ]i, a tiny village ten miles northwest of Srebrenica inhabited by only ten Muslim families. He’d gone to a vocational high school in Slovenia to become a mining technician. Homesick and having a difficult time understanding Slovenian, a language related to, but different from the Serbo-Croatian spoken in the rest of Yugoslavia, he dropped out of school at fifteen. In 1985, Mevludin took a job in a sugar factory in Belgrade, the capital of Serbia. For the next three years, the small-town boy had the time of his life getting drunk and chasing women in the cafés and clubs of Kalemegdan—Belgrade’s old town.

He returned to Lehovi[image: ]i in 1990, and met his future wife, Hadzira when visiting his sister in a nearby village. Mevludin was only twenty and Hadzira only fifteen but the two married that year. Five years later, Mevludin had two daughters and spent most of his time with his twenty-four-year-old cousin and best friend, Haris. They passed the long, boring days in the enclave hunting. Their biggest treat was eating meat, or watching blurry pirated copies of Jean-Claude Van Damme movies. A makeshift waterwheel his father had built in a nearby stream barely generated enough power for a TV and VCR together. Somehow, the enclave’s 40,000 people had lived without electricity or running water for three years.

A month earlier, Makso Zeki[image: ]—a Serb Mevludin had feuded with years ago—had started asking around about Mevludin. In a practice that was common throughout Bosnia, Serbs and Muslims regularly talked to each other from opposing trenches. Makso had vowed that he was personally going to burn Mevludin’s home to the ground. Their quarrel was over some trees Mevludin had asked Makso to haul to the lumber mill in his truck before the war. Mevludin accused Makso of cheating him. The sudden threat from Makso struck him as odd.

Relations with other Serbs were also strained. Mevludin and some men in his unit used to trade the food they had grown for salt, sugar and cigarette paper. But as the weather warmed, the Serbs talked less and shot more. Most unsettling of all, the Serbs knew Naser was gone.

“Where is your Naser now?” Serbs had shouted from their trenches, according to other Muslim soldiers. Mevludin Ori[image: ] didn’t have an answer.

Klaver anxiously watched the three Serb tanks on the hill 1,500 yards away. The two T-54 battle tanks—modern by Bosnia standards—appeared not to be firing at the OP. That job was left to what looked like a World War II-era Soviet-made T-34, which was so primitive that it had to come to a complete stop before it could fire a shell. But Klaver knew a direct hit could kill him just the same.

The T-34 emerged from behind some trees. A puff of thick gray smoke burst from the tank’s barrel. The lookouts dove to the floor of the watchtower, fearing they might be incinerated.

Klaver, van Renssen and Jeroen Dekkers, another lookout, quickly learned the acoustics of war. Bullets and shells travel faster than sound. Hearing a shell when you are under fire is a good thing; it means the shells have already passed by or over you. You never hear the shell that kills you. The exceptions are slower-moving mortars and rockets. They can be heard shrieking through the air moments before impact.

As the tank fired, Sergeant Frans van Rossum, OP Foxtrot’s twenty-seven-year-old commander, stood under the tower in direct radio contact with Captain Jelte Groen, the Dutch commander of the southern half of the enclave. Van Rossum demanded that he and his men receive Close Air Support from NATO planes or be allowed to withdraw.

“Do you see the tank? Do you see the tank?” van Rossum shouted to the lookouts in a panic. “Is the turret turning toward us?”

The T-34 nosed out from the trees every thirty to forty-five minutes and fired two or three rounds at the observation post. At 3 p.m., they figured out that the tank was firing every time they appeared in the tower. The Serbs could see their bright blue UN helmets.

Van Rossum ordered all seven of the OP’s men to the bunker. The peacekeepers cowered inside the claustrophobic, ten-by-ten-foot room surrounded by sandbags. They were waiting to die. If the shells didn’t kill them, the collapsing sandbag walls would smother them. There were no windows, just tiny peepholes the Dutch could barely see out of. Blind to what was happening around them, they listened helplessly as shells screeched through the air and shook the earth beneath them.

At 4 p.m., four hours after the first shell hit the OP, Captain Groen told them that NATO Close Air Support had been requested. The Dutch had been told throughout their training that when a UN post was directly targeted, peacekeepers had the right to fire back, or to call in NATO Close Air Support. If the Serbs ever threatened to take the enclave, NATO air strikes—which would involve several Serb targets being hit at once—could be requested.

Relief washed over the group. Soldiers who served in the last Dutch battalion in Srebrenica had told them how they had called in NATO planes when one of their patrols was fired on by the Serbs. Twenty minutes later, NATO jets roared over the Serb positions and dropped flares. The firing stopped immediately.

But as the torturous shelling continued Thursday afternoon, no NATO planes appeared. Captain Groen said they had been requested, but it was up to UN commanders in Sarajevo to approve the attack. The men in Foxtrot asked if they could withdraw. Captain Groen ordered them to stay.

Frustration and fear mounted. There was little enthusiasm among the Dutch peacekeepers to fire at the Serbs themselves. They had come to Bosnia to be peacekeepers, not to die in someone else’s war.

Klaver had wanted to go to Bosnia. He thought he could help people as a peacekeeper. The son of a retired construction company manager and a housewife, Klaver was tall—six feet five inches—and handsome, with a broad face, short brown hair and clear blue eyes. Klaver’s size and looks weren’t reflected in his personality. Gentle and soft-spoken, he was modest and acted with deference toward those around him.

What he missed the most in Bosnia was his brother Tonny. At twenty-three, Klaver was by far the youngest of five boys in the family. His oldest brother was forty-four. Tonny was only nine years older than Klaver and the closest to him in age. The two had more or less grown up together. The young peacekeeper respected his older brother for his courage and loved his sense of humor. Tonny had cystic fibrosis but lived on his own and enjoyed as normal a life as possible. The Serbs had cut off most mail shipments to the enclave and Klaver was allowed only one five-minute phone call home a month. Tonny had said nothing in his letters, and his parents had said nothing on the phone. But for the last month Klaver had sensed that something was wrong. He was afraid Tonny wouldn’t be there when he finally went home.

Klaver had grown up in Boekelo, a town of 5,000 in rural eastern Holland that was ten miles from the German border. He had studied business for three years and dropped out of college to join the army.

The most powerful weapon at OP Foxtrot, a highly accurate, American-made TOW antitank missile, was already useless. It was sitting on the roof. Thinking of themselves as neutral UN observers, the Dutch peacekeepers who first arrived in Srebrenica in January 1994 had mounted the missile on the roof of Foxtrot’s watchtower. From there, its telescopic night vision sight could see the farthest. The sight enabled them to track Serb troop movements or Muslim raiding parties. Klaver and the other Dutch had thought nothing of the strange position of the TOW when they arrived. To operate it, one of them would have to stand in the open on the roof, load the missile, aim it, fire and guide it as the missile flew, and be vulnerable to sniper fire for at least a minute and a half.

There was another problem. Foxtrot had seven TOW missiles, but only one launcher. The TOW launchers were designed to be used in pairs because they took so long to reload. Even if they could take out a T-34 with a TOW, the two T-54 tanks would destroy the OP before they could reload.

The Serbs had allowed only six TOW launchers into the enclave when the Dutch first entered in 1994. The Dutch commanders at the time decided to place the launchers in six different locations around the enclave to maximize their observation capabilities. In essence, the launchers and their night vision sights were deployed simply as expensive binoculars, not as weapons.

The OP also had two Dragon antitank missiles. Their range was only 500 yards. They had 81 mm mortars, but against tanks a direct hit was required; basically, they were effective only against infantry. Their .50 caliber and Uzi machine guns as well as their rifles were useless against tanks and artillery. Finally, the TOW hadn’t been fired since 1994 and much of the other ammunition was old. The Dutch were worried their weapons might not fire.

In the end, they decided the worst thing they could do was provoke the better-armed Serbs. They were following the logic used by many UN commanders in Bosnia: don’t put a red cloth in front of a bull. The seven decided that if the Serbs came into the OP firing and it was clear they were going to die, the Dutch would fire back with everything they had. Otherwise, they would wait.

By 5 p.m., NATO planes had still not appeared. Explosions continued to rock the hilltop every fifteen to thirty minutes. The Dutch wanted to believe that the Serbs were trying to flush them out of the OP without killing them. All the shells landed at the edges of the compound, or in the barbed wire around it. The seven knew a single random shell could destroy the bunker. The Dutch cowered and waited.

Finally at 7 p.m. Thursday, the shelling stopped. Klaver estimated that more than 200 shells had landed. The OP had been hit approximately a half dozen times. It had been three hours since Close Air Support was requested. NATO planes were nowhere to be seen.

Twenty miles south of Srebrenica in the Bosnian Serb-held town of Skelani, Bosnian Serb police officer Zoran Radi[image: ] went about his duties on July 6 as if it were any other day. The thirty-year-old was unaware of the attack unleashed that morning that would change the course of the war and his life.3

A Bosnian Serb who grew up in Srebrenica, Radi[image: ] longed for the Serbs to retake his hometown. Radi[image: ] had been stunned when fighting broke out in April 1992. Like so many other people in Bosnia, he had joked with his Muslim and Croat friends as Yugoslavia disintegrated and believed that war would never come. But a book he read during 1992 in a Serb trench around Sarajevo had answered many questions for him.

Entitled Bloody Hands of Islam, it described atrocities carried out around Srebrenica by Muslim and Croat Fascists allied with Hitler during World War II.4 The book had been banned by Tito’s government. Forty Serbs had been executed in Zalazje, a village just outside Srebrenica. Radi[image: ] could see that history was repeating itself. Roughly fifty years later, on July 12, 1992—the Serb Orthodox holiday of St. Peter’s Day—Naser Ori[image: ]’s men killed 120 people in the same town. As time passed Radi[image: ] decided the war was a good thing. The Serbs needed to live separately from the Muslims for their own protection.

Before the war, Radi[image: ] had always felt that he and his family were discriminated against by the Muslim majority in Srebrenica. His father worked as a miner for twenty-five years, but never received a company-owned apartment. Muslims who worked for only five to ten years as miners got them instead. Radi[image: ] had been unable to find work in town after he graduated from high school, he felt, because he was a Serb.5

Radi[image: ] opposed Bosnia’s declaration of independence. He was sure Serbs would be discriminated against even more if Bosnia became a separate country. Muslims would be the largest group; he didn’t trust the Muslim politicians in Sarajevo to rule over him. Serbs had been forced to convert to Islam during the Turks’ 500-year occupation of Bosnia between the fourteenth and nineteenth centuries. Serbs had also been forced to convert to Catholicism at gunpoint by Croat Fascists in World War II. Echoing the warnings of Serb nationalist politicians, he feared that the same thing would happen again in an independent Bosnia.6

For Radi[image: ] it was simple. If the Muslims had the right to secede from Yugoslavia, ethnic Serbs should have the right to secede from Bosnia and unite with Serbia. He didn’t understand why the world had created such a double standard and opposed a “Greater Serbia.” Tito had divided ethnic Serbs among Serbia, Bosnia, and Croatia, he thought, in an effort to weaken Serb power. Radi[image: ] thought the Bosnian Serbs, who made up only 30 percent of Bosnia’s population but had won control of 70 percent of its territory, had clearly won the war. Somehow the Muslims had convinced the Americans and Europeans that they were the victims.

Srebrenica’s Muslims and Naser Ori[image: ] had played the United Nations beautifully in 1993. When the Serbs were on the verge of taking the town, they had tricked the West into saving them. The safe area was a joke. For two years, the UN had fed the Muslims, sold them weapons and done nothing as Naser Ori[image: ] launched raids from a town that was supposed to be “demilitarized.”7 Serb villagers within thirty miles of Srebrenica lived in constant fear, waiting to hear the voices in the night and then smell smoke. Dozens of civilians had been burned alive in their homes by Ori[image: ]’s men. They had burned Radi[image: ]’s village, Obadi, to the ground in June 1992.

Radi[image: ] remembered Naser Ori[image: ] from before the war. Naser was athletic, but he hadn’t caused much trouble. Radi[image: ]’s cousin had gone to school with him. Now Naser was the most hated Muslim commander in all of Bosnia. Bratunac had the second-highest casualty rate of any Serb-held community in Bosnia. Roughly 3,000 Serb soldiers and civilians had been killed around Srebrenica. Ori[image: ]’s men killed every prisoner they took so there would be no witnesses, it was rumored. Serb bodies had also been reportedly found with heads and ears cut off. Prisoners were allegedly skinned alive.8

At five feet ten inches tall with a medium build, Radi[image: ] was far from intimidating. His thick brown hair, large brown eyes and easy smile combined to give his round face a soft, nonthreatening look. He had an easygoing manner that made people around him relax. Like Bosnian Muslim soldier Mevludin Ori[image: ], Radi[image: ] had left Srebrenica for the big city as a teenager. Unable to find a job in Srebrenica, he studied business at a university in Sarajevo and graduated with a two-year degree in 1986. Bored with college at twenty-one, Radi[image: ] started working as a cook in hotels on the scenic coast of Croatia. The next five years were the happiest of his life. He would probably still be on the coast of Croatia if the war hadn’t broken out.

While he believed in the Serb cause, Radi[image: ] did not believe in killing innocent people and had prided himself on treating people well throughout the war. He had spent the first two years of the war working as a guard in a combined civilian and military prison outside Sarajevo and he disliked the brutality of it. A handful of the thirty guards relished beating the Muslim prisoners of war, but Radi[image: ] had never participated.9 When the fighting flared around Sarajevo, his police unit was called up to the front line. Radi[image: ] had spent long hours in the trenches surrounding a city he remembered fondly.

The fighting had been bitter at times. The Muslim and Serb trenches were only 200 yards apart. But the chatter had also been fairly constant throughout the war. Radi[image: ] had known the price of cigarettes, bread and rakija—another kind of homebrewed brandy—in most markets in Sarajevo. If asked, one side would tell the other what time it was. One day, they serenaded each other, the Muslims singing traditional Serb songs and the Serbs singing old Muslim songs. The Muslims even invited Radi[image: ] over for coffee several times, but he was never crazy enough to accept.

In March 1995, Radi[image: ] had moved from Sarajevo to Skelani to be closer to his parents and two brothers living in Bratunac. He never thought he’d set foot in his hometown again, but if Srebrenica did ever fall, Radi[image: ] was sure of one thing: the Serbs would treat civilians and prisoners far more humanely than Naser Ori[image: ] did.
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Marc Klaver began to fidget. The thick morning mist surrounding OP Foxtrot’s watchtower was lifting. It always started at this time. Today would be no different.

He grabbed the radio. “Ops room, this is Foxtrot,” Klaver said. “The fog is lifting.”

“Foxtrot, this is Romeo One,” the lieutenant1 in command of the Srebrenica operations room answered. “Good luck.”

“Foxtrot, this is OP Hotel,” Sergeant Frank Struik added. “Good luck and make the best of it.”

“Foxtrot, this is OP Kilo,” Sergeant Werner Ceelen chimed in. “Good luck.”

Good luck with what? Klaver thought to himself. The Serbs will be playing with us again soon. Klaver was furious. They all knew what was about to happen. He knew he could be dead in a few hours.

After Thursday’s shelling, rain and thick mist had stilled the Serb guns on Friday. Raviv van Renssen, Klaver’s fellow lookout, had even gone out and taken souvenir photos of places where the shells had landed. Klaver thought the bad weather on Friday had been a perfect opportunity for the Dutch to safely withdraw, but Captain Groen ordered them to stay. No one had given them any clear answer yet as to why no NATO planes had appeared.

As the mist slowly lifted on Saturday morning, Klaver’s anger grew. He peered through his binoculars. Gradually, the Serb positions emerged at 7 a.m. Two howitzer artillery pieces, three tanks and a multiple rocket launcher. The Serbs hadn’t withdrawn. The attack was continuing.

A tent had been set up next to one of the tanks. Klaver watched the tank crew wake up. The Serbs slowly packed their tent, and then warmed up the tank’s engine. The minutes crawled by. At eight o’clock, no firing. At ten, nothing. Finally, at 11:25 a.m., the Serbs began methodically shelling the Muslim trenches around the OP.

Klaver didn’t hear any fire being returned from the Muslims. He knew it was only a matter of time before the Serbs destroyed or stormed the OP. It was the only thing keeping them from advancing.

At around 2 p.m., the World War II-era T-34 began firing at them again. All seven men hunkered in the claustrophobic bunker, their ears ringing from deafening explosions they couldn’t see. At 2:10 p.m., part of Foxtrot’s sandbag defense wall was hit and collapsed, according to the men at nearby OP Kilo. The Dutch inside Foxtrot began to panic.2

Ten minutes later, a second, even louder explosion rocked the OP. The peacekeepers smelled something burning. Sergeant van Rossum, the commander of the OP, began screaming and cursing over the radio.

“That’s it!” he shouted. “That’s it for all of us!” He demanded that Captain Groen allow them to withdraw.

At 2:20 p.m., the order they had been waiting for finally arrived in the coffinlike bunker. “This is Romeo here,” Captain Groen responded. “If it’s safe to leave, leave. Otherwise, stay where you are.”

The Dutch disabled the radio, the TOW, the mortars and other equipment they would leave behind. They waited for a lull in the shelling, then started the APC’s engine and began loading it with equipment.

Van Renssen climbed into the watchtower to survey the area one last time. “There’s a tank,” he shouted. Klaver scrambled into the tower as van Renssen grabbed the radio.

“This is Foxtrot,” van Renssen radioed at 2:30 p.m. “There’s a T-54 tank that has driven one hundred yards east of us where the little house is.”

The tank was trying to aim its barrel at Foxtrot, but the barrel was blocked by a row of small trees. It was only a matter of seconds before the tank would reposition itself. The Serbs would have a point-blank shot.

The Dutch in Foxtrot didn’t know it, but the chief of staff of UN forces in Bosnia, Brigadier General Cees Nicolai of the Netherlands, had already turned down a request from Srebrenica to protect Foxtrot with NATO Close Air Support at 1 p.m. Nicolai had also turned down a request for NATO Close Air Support when Foxtrot was under attack on Thursday. The general told Srebrenica’s UN commander, Lieutenant Colonel Thomas Karremans, that a NATO attack could disrupt a new European Union peace initiative. Nicolai was closely following a new set of guidelines issued by UN commanders on May 29.

According to the commander of all UN forces in the former Yugoslavia, Lieutenant General Bernard Janvier of France, observation posts like Foxtrot were to be abandoned when they came under attack instead of defended by peacekeepers or NATO planes.3 The new guidelines were the latest round in a long-running dispute over how much force the UN mission in Bosnia—and peacekeepers in general in the post-Cold War era—should use to enforce Security Council resolutions.

Janvier and the civilian head of the UN mission, Special Representative of the Secretary General Yasushi Akashi, believed it was crucial that the 39,500 peacekeepers serving in Croatia, Bosnia and Macedonia stay neutral. Based in peaceful Zagreb, Akashi and Janvier considered it irresponsible to order lightly armed UN peacekeepers to engage in suicidal battles with better-armed Bosnian Serbs.

Akashi and Janvier’s beliefs were in many ways diametrically opposed to those of the UN commander in Bosnia, Lieutenant General Rupert Smith of Great Britain. Smith and many UN officials in besieged Sarajevo believed that the Bosnian Serbs needed to be confronted by force. As long as they were allowed to block UN resupply convoys, shell UN safe areas and storm UN observation posts, the Bosnian Serbs would only be emboldened and their behavior would worsen.

Akashi, Janvier and Smith were acting out a drama with far wider implications. Three years into the war in Bosnia, the conflict had emerged as the defining issue of the post-Cold War era. The “New World Order” declared by U.S. President George Bush in the wake of the Gulf War lay in tatters. The UN and the United States, Britain and France faced a watershed. After a series of successful post-Cold War peacekeeping missions in El Salvador, Namibia and Cambodia, the UN had floundered badly in Somalia and Bosnia. With the disappearance of a Soviet threat, the United States, France and Britain were jockeying for influence but loath to be drawn into the regional foreign conflicts flaring around the world. But war in the former Yugoslavia—which threatened to spread across the Balkans and destabilize Eastern Europe—had to be contained.

At first, France and Britain saw the breakup of the former Yugoslavia as an opportunity to assert unified Europe’s role as a diplomatic and military power independent of the United States. By July 1995, 6,900 French and 4,000 British peacekeepers were in Bosnia. The British and French contingents were the largest in the 39,500-troop UN peacekeeping mission. French and British generals commanded the largest, deadliest and at $1.6 billion most expensive peacekeeping mission in UN history. As the war dragged on, it became increasingly clear the fighting would not spread. Three European peace initiatives failed between 1991 and 1994, and the former Yugoslavia was increasingly viewed as a quagmire. The Balkans became a European “Vietnam” that France and Britain had to contain, but not be sucked into.

Many British and French officials argued that all sides were equally guilty and were dubious of Muslim claims that the Serbs, who had fought with the Allies and suffered enormous casualties in World Wars I and II, were committing large-scale atrocities. They tended to argue that the Western media’s portrayal of the conflict as a genocidal Serb war of aggression against Bosnia’s defenseless Muslims was ahistorical, exaggerated and naive.4

Both British Prime Minister John Major and French President François Mitterrand opposed lifting the UN arms embargo that Bosnia’s Muslims said left them defenseless or bombing the Bosnian Serbs as a way to equalize the lopsided conflict. Sending more weapons to the region, British Foreign Secretary Douglas Hurd argued, would only “level the killing field.” NATO air attacks would be largely ineffective, and would place the UN, Britain and France at war with the Serbs. “Don’t add war to war,” became the mantra of French President Mitterrand.5 UN Special Representative Akashi and General Janvier, who was appointed by Mitterrand, tended to loosely reflect the “diplomacy is the only solution” European view of the conflict.

Since Yugoslavia’s breakup in 1991, both George Bush and Bill Clinton talked of ending the fighting and the atrocities in the region. But their policy frequently changed. With opinion polls showing the vast majority of Americans opposing U.S. intervention in Bosnia, the overriding concern of U.S. policy from 1991 to 1995 was to keep U.S. troops out of the Balkans.6 The UN and the Clinton administration learned a painful lesson about intervention from its politically unpopular 1993 mission in Somalia, where eighteen Americans died in a failed raid to capture Somali warlord Mohammed Farah Aidid.

After being hesitant to commit U.S. airpower
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