On October 1, 1991, at 8 am, the Ser-
bian-led Yugoslav army opened fire on the
Croatian city of Dubrovnik with tanks,
mortars, and grenade launchers poised on
the hills near town. Three weeks later, can-
non from gunships parked in the Adriatic
Sea began hitting the historic core of the
1000-year-old city, whose stone walls glow
the color of parchment in the morning. The
Serbs shelled periodically until December,
took a few months off, then fired again
through May and June.
It was like bombing Venice.

te Bagoje, an art historian, flares when
she talks about what happened to her
hometown. Like many Croats, she reviles
her former co-nationals in Yugoslavia, the
Serbs, and regards them as a different spe-
cies. “They are primitives. In addition t0
their lying, their stealing, their killing, they
are stpid. I'm speaking as though I'm
standing at the altar. Dubrovnik was a re-
public and a center of civilization when
they were stll swinging from the trees.”

walled city during the Middle Ages, a
rival of Venice throughout the Renaissance,
Dubrovnik was a Kodachrome-perfect cor-

Now, as though catapulted backward in his-
tary, the cit is once apin 2 milary re-
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Serbs pulled north into Bosnia and a few
miles further south along the Dalmatian
coast into Montenegro, still within firing
distance. All's been calm since, the wind
blowing through holes in the roofs and over
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Beneath the facades scarred by shrapnel,
a deeper, conceptual change has come over
the city: the recrudescence of military
space. What are the characteristics of war-
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and pala

In facl, Ihe ordnance left the center of
Dubrovnik largely intact. About 150 people
died during the bombing, and while the
damage is serious, the city’s limestone walls
proved tough. Many buildings are battered,
and eight palaces were burned, but the city
was not subject to ruin, like Vukovar; or
violation, like the Muslim women raj
Serbian camps; or virtual obliteration, hke

rajevo.

Kate Bagoje has her own docnmcntauon
gathered between explosions. “During th
bombs, I walked the ramparts three Ilmcs
0 phommMI the damage. The enemy was
above me on the hills. I could see them.
They could have shot ‘me at any time—and
1 just didn't

On her walks Bagoje aimed the camera
at the Franciscan monastery, built in the
14th century, which took 51 mortars and
grenades. She went to Velika Onofrijeva
Cesma, a domed fountain that brought fresh
water in the I5th century. Its crown hzd

cade of St. Blaise’s s, the Baroque church of
the city’s patron saint. (St. Blaise’s and oth-
er buildings would later be shrouded with
protective walls made of wood. The planks

ike architectural poultices.) There
wasn’t enough film for the holes in three-
quarters of the roofs around town, or the
missile craters half a foot deep that pock
the slree's like concave fleurs du mal.
rgon calls what happened here
shellmg“' a faml word that brings to mind
the opening of an oyster. I propose that
something else happened: abjection. The
abject experience undermines human con-
ceits. The architectural expression of abjec-
tion is the dismembered buildi

There are two kinds of broken stone:
ruins and rubble. Rome and other ancient
capitals care for their prolific ruins like a
family tomb. Ruins signify grandeur and
inspire lyric poetry. They make good post-
cards and logos on restaurant menus. By
contrast, rubble signifies. .. nothing. It is
the white hole into which history disap-
pears. To gaze on a pile of rubble is to call
angst into the nervous system. Rubble is
abject. The only thing to do with it is to
banish it, suppress its memory.

The rubble will be carted out of Dubrov-
nik and dumped. It will not be monumen-
talized; it will not appear in guidebooks.
But abjection will linger, and not merely
because repairing the damage will take
years. It will hold on because Dubrovnik:
has exchanged one type of space, the tourist
mecca and mummified mnscnm—clly. for
another, the garrison. The city has. reas-
sumed its original persona, shaped 1000
years ago, when it was a fortress: the conse-
quence of war and preparing for it.

Dubrovnik today is a line of defense, this
time against an expansionist Belgrade.
Matko Medo, a former minister of parlia-
ment and Croatian arch-nationalist, ob-
serves that “St. Sava is the first saint of Ihe
Serbian Orthodox Church. According
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The conventional view of cities is that
they are glorified trading posts. But any
settlement is a stronghold first, a market-
place later. The stone bulwarks around Du-
brovnik survive as some of the ‘best-pre-
served fortifications in Europe. For
centuries, the Republic of Ragusa, as the
city-state was known, crouched behind its
walls, ever in fear of attack.

Ragusa was already an old citadel when
its seafaring merchants realized that spices
and silk bought from their enemies to the
east, the Turks, could be sold to their ene-
mies to the north, the Austrians. With its
new wealth, the city became a giant vault,
monuments and artwork accumulating ever
higher under the battlements. The walls
formed an architectural strongbox. Ulll-
mately, the city began to bribe menacing
armies not to attack. Gold profits made the
nmpnns obsolete. Military space ceded to

civil spac

In l.he old days, stone defenses created
the stage on which the theater of war was to
be played out: the fortified city required the
siege. When the Serbs encircled Dubrovnik.
architecture once again guided the hand of
events. The Yugoslav army held back from
a full ground assault; it chose instead the
antiquarian war of the
temporary equivalent of the catapult, artil-
lery. Deprived of food and water, the city’s
militarized space became amm space.

The scene at the Hotel Argentina is like

mething from central Europe, 1943. Bul-
let holes riddle the windows. A sign on the
lobby door reads, “No guns, please.” In the
marble and mahogany bar, soldiers hoist
beer and swap war stories. A 10-man choral
group, in town for a concert, occupies a big
table. It breaks into nationalistic songs, and
the soldiers join in. Tuxedoed waiters offer
drinks in a shifting palette of languages.
Despondent local businessmen (“my office
was bombed”) nurse glasses of woe. A
handful of women loiter about, deflecting.
the attentions of the trooy

I meet a man called Dusan, who has
been drinking and prowling the streets.
When I sit him down and buy him a glass,
he dlsgorgcs his story.

rasan had been traveling in the mer-
chanl ‘marine for two years when the war
started: “I came home because I wanted to
be some kind of hero in the army.” He
shakes his head. “It didn’t work.”

He shrugs off an explanation, gnlps Ii-
quor, then slurs on. He h: aged to
escape the military imperative, ellh:r by
desertion or incompetence. A failed soldier,
Drasan was the only Croat I would meet
who expressed any empathy for the Serbs.

“Inside Serbia, it’s interesting. I like their
‘music. And person to person, they are like I
am, or like you. But once you get them
outside their borders . . . I just don’t under-
stand.” He wants me to drink with hjm,
and I decline. Leaning forward, he blﬂn,
“It’s because you never lost a w:

In an occupied zone, old spatial hierar-
chies no longer make sense. and new ones




ment past the sandbagged bunker west of
town acknowledges the martial order. You
accept the perquisites of the army, and in-
ternalize its code; it seems senseless to go
beyond a certain geographical radius with-
out consulting the regional command. Pub-
lic space, in other words, is no longer pub-
lic. The labels on other |hmg. change as

well. Bosnia be a’place; it be-
comes, above all, the battlefield. And peo-
ple experience corresponding shifts in the
structure of persozal identity.

Slobo Miloevic, a taxi driver, is at pains
1o explain his name. He shares it with the
nationalist president of Serbia, Slobodan
MiloSevi¢. “I'm a Croat and Roman Catho-
<iic. You can ask anyone,” he emphasizes.

The garrison has undermined not only the
economy, but this man’s sense of self.
“Maybe now, wm. the war, 1 will have to
change my nam

MiloSevi¢ dnvn:s from one ruined neigh-
borhood to another, narrating the city like
someone who speaks both the language of
tourism and the revived dialect of the fort.

“When they were up in the hills, the Chet-
niks enjoyed killing with knives,” he says,
using the word for irregular fighters at-
tached to the Yugoslav army. Then, like a
schizophrenic shifting scenes, “I drove
Gene Kelly! 1 drove Alfred Hitchcock!
Business was good!” MiloSevi¢ lingers in
his dreamtime, as though tourism were
‘some vanished childhood memory. Then he
flips back. “I don’t remember what meat
tastes like. My family, we eat day-old bread
because it's cheaper. Today, after ym.. Tam
going 0 buy a big piece of briske

The cab rounds the corner into Ihe old
Dubrovnik marina. Before the war, yachts
bobbed in the bay. During what used 10 be
called actually existing somhsm the Dal-
matian coast was v erogenous
zone. Serbian cupidity fell on me area for
its history, but also its conspicuous riches.

y the marina is  landscape of burnt
walls. Sunken boats have been dredged up
and piled about. Barnacles ornament lheﬂ
decks, bullet holes decorate their hulls.
“This is nolhm;. says MiloSevié, “You
should see the villages south of here.”
Then, the flashback: “Maybe I'll change my

name to Gene Kelly!”

To walk around Dubrovnik feels like re-
connoitering the inside of someone’s body.

cities are built for traffic; their
quadrilateral layout and lincar boulevards
pump it in and drain it out as quickly as
possible. But the plazas and narrow foot-
paths of a medieval city break up the flow
of commerce. There is a sense of enclosure.
You feel like a corpuscle negotiating a cap-
ll!ary It’s little surprise Ihll people here

eir hometown as ded.”

Thz corporal metaphor extends even to
the architecture. In this region, there is a
traditional shopfront entrance called na
koljeno, meaning “at the knee.” The door
and window, in the shape of an inverted
*“L,” form a low counter giving onto the
street. Many of these 400-year-old facades
on the main street, or Stradun, are ruined,
the limestone blasted open by shrapnel.
The white beneath the patina looks like
hard cheese. At lmx hal( the storefronts
have ), and people have
painted ersalz munls on the wood. One is a
rendering of bombs flying. Another depicts
St. Blaise cradling a model of the city in
flames. In Dalmatia, the town is a burning
body held in the hands. But the true archi-
tectural measure of the war, if such a gauge
can be applied, lies south of here.

Fifteen miles down the coast, south of
Dubrovnik, Pero Krilanovi¢ is shoveling
out blackened tiles from the floor of his
living room in a village called Cilipi. His
manner is stunned, but strangely buoyant.
It’s as though he had awakened and found
his address moved to another world. The
Serbs occupied this area for a year. On the
way out, they razed everything.

A site, a pile of materials, an architec-
ture: the built world appears out of the
otherness of disorder. The war has hurled
Cilipi. back into the disarticulation from
‘which it emerged.

THIS SNAPSHOT WAS FOUND
IN—ITS OWN?—RUBBLE.

He pauses and points next door 1o a ghost
building. “1 ran that café. My parents lived
with me. They're i in Slovenia now. They
haven't seen this
Kelanovi kicks t the skull o a cow in
what used 10 be his stable. He leads me to
his café. Nothing recognizable remains.
Even the toilet had been looted before they
threw the match.
ilipi was a place straight from central
Balkan casting. Arrayed on a radial plan
epmncgat o (el Al A, e
village was full of long stone houses topped
by red tile roofs. Tourism had displaced
most of a previous agriculture. A folklore
museum had been built. On Sundays, per-
formers decked out in traditional dress
played music and danced on the church

Out of 184 houses, says Krilanovié, 167
had been firebombed. The village, perhaps
20 acres, is empty of people. Roofless
houses resemble open crypts. Walking
through the rubble, you sense the Uneim-
lich, “the uncanny.” After all, the uncanny
derives from death. The place is neither
grotesque nor fantastic. It does not present
a scene of horror. It's closer to sinister

dread. Cynilic gratfiti, the signature of the
Serbian firebombers, intensifies the anxi-
ety. On the church steeple, one of the only

lhin;s intact: God protects the Serbs.”
d singled out Krilanovi¢'s
plzce for the phosphorus treatment. Pow-
dered phosphorus is the napalm of architec-
ture. Mere fire blackens a stone wall, but
phosphorus burns white hot, cracking and
disintegrating the stone. Afterward you can
pick a wall apart with your hands. The
used phosphorus on cultural om-

posts, like the folklore museum, and ar

thing that made money for the locals, Tike
Krilanovi€’s café. A burnt stone wall can be
cleaned and reused; after phosphorus, you
have to cut away half the stone. Usually
there’s not enough left to make a secure
wall, and the structure has to come down.

Krilanovi¢ seems to be a person standing
against the flood of common sense. “Come
back in a few years,” he says implausibly,

“and we'll have everything back. You can
have a coffee in my place.”

The ultimate effect of the garrison is to
force otherness back into the heart of every-
day life. The poultices will come down and
the tourist economy may someday revive.
But the abjection will be impossible to
erase.

The idea of rubble probably never oc-
curred to the little girl whose picture I
found in a pile of broken stone on a 700-
year-old street. Her image peered out from
between shards of tile and broken marble
bits. When I dusted it off I saw a child
standing beneath a huge rosette, framed by
ornamental stonework, looking away from
the camera.
Found photographs carry whatever
meaning we project onto them: I read the
girl's gaze as quizzical, an embodiment of
the future imperfect. Her look was not yet
in the shadow of the parapet, not aware of
the missiles on the wav here. It did not




