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In order to get to Sarajevo the next day, we had to drive to Zenica that night.
Under a moonless sky, on a sharp curve on the road between Vitez and Zenica,
our vehicle hit a sheet of ice, sptim a full 360 degrees, and finally bumped up
against dirt embankment only inches short of 3 twenty-foot drop into an icy
stream. Catching our breath, we drove on to Zenica, where we found Lionel
and Sylvana dining at the grimy Internationa] Hotel, seated among assorted
military personnel and civilian aid workers,

To get into Sarajevo, we would have to trave] through Serb-controlled terri-
tory in United Nations armored personnel carriers. Under the agreement
reached between the U.N. and the Serbs, who controlled the road, we needed
U.N. accreditation papers. Everyone else in our group had such papers, but I
did not. , ' : ‘

With his usual ingenuity and bravado, Lionel solved the problem. From his
bag, he fished out a motley collection of mug shots and, after some delibera-
tion, picked one out. Lionel, it turned out, carried a collection of pictures for
just such an occasion. “This ought to do the trick,” he announced as I looked
in astonishment at the photograph, which I did not think looked at all like me.

In the morning, Lionel obtained a blank U.N. identity pass from another
one of his many friends—he seemed to know everyone—and created a U.N.
* identity card for me, using a cigarette lighter to seal some plastic he had

found. Watching Lionel’s performance with a combination of admiration and

apprehension, I thought of Milo Minderbinder, the character in Catch-22 who
sold eggs to both sides during World War I1. :
- Equipped with this highly dubious identification, we drove to Kiseljak in
our own vehicle. This was as far as we could go without U.N. authorization;
the final stage of the trip, which crossed Serb lines, would be in a U.N. ar-
mored personnel carrier. After buying food at a store near the U.N. base, with
the thought of giving it away in Sarajevo, the four of us jammed into a Danish
armored personnel carrier; I sat in front, under a huge helmet, trying to look
invisible. Four or fiye times as we proceeded toward the Bosnian capital we
were stopped at Serb checkpoints, where men and women—some heavily
made up for New Year’s Eve parties—poked rifles around the inside of the
APC and inspected our IDs. It was only much later that I realized how dan.
gerous the trip had been. i

The Danes dropped us off at the Post Office Building in Sarajevo, where the
press and most international aid workers worked. As we climbed out of the
APC and blinked into the weak afternoon sun, a black limousine passed
slowly by, followed closely by a U.N. tank, painted white, anc.i hordes of jour-
nalists. Looking through the heavily tinted windows of the limousine, I saw,
but only for a moment, a tired-looking Cy Vance staring straight ahead on one
Side of the car, and U.N. Secretary-General Boutros: Boutros-Ghali on the
other. Vance did not see me through the dark tinted glass, nor would he have
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No elevators or service, obviously. We carry our bags up to our freezing
rooms. We eat in the hotel dining room with John Burns of The New York Times,
the very essence of the old-time foreign correspondent. I first knew him in Asia.
He is courageous, maybe even slightly crazy-courageous, and just the man for a
New Year's Eve in Sarajevo, Other reporters pour in, and the room gradually fills
with a noisy, smelly crowd of smokers, universally criticizing‘Boutros-Ghali for
his press conference performance today, He actually said he could think of at

least ten places on earth that were worse than Sarajevo—a very peculiar and ill-
advised statement to make anywhere, but especially here.

After dinner, Burns invites us to go with him to a local New Year’s Eve party.

Thus ends 1992, in a crowded, noisy, and very smoky place called The Hole in
the Wall—because to reach it one has to walk through a hole in a wall made by

. a mortar round. It is crammed with young people dancing, shouting, drinking,
and trying to forget the nightmare around them. A mixture of reporters, U.N.,
people, and young Sarajevans who work with them or know them. They dance
feverishly to the Rolling Stones, throw beer at each other at midnight, and hug

each other continually. . .. The girls are beautiful, but the whole thing feels

hopelessly melancholy. Was this how the Spanish Civil War felt, a romantic lost
cause? %

Midday, January 1, 1993—At 7:30 we rise, don’t bother to dress since we
slept fully clothed; don’t bother to wash since there is no water;
breakfast—an excellent cup of tea, some stale cheese and tw:
bologna. A big storm is forecast. I debate leaving early,
mind, and, after checking out of the Holiday Inn (cash

car to the PTT, where we can see children foraging through the debris and beg-
ging in the freezing cold. . . . Automatic weapon fire can be heard frequently as
we cross the city. We pass the newspaper offices,

once a proud tower, now re-
duced to almost total rubble. But from the basement people are still putting out a
daily paper.* A man sits in the debris of the one of the public buses, holding his
head in his hands, presumably drunk from the prev

ious night.
In a “soft skin” (an unarmored vehicle) we race to the airport, weaving across
the bridge where sniper fire has killed s

0 many people, snaking through check-
points, past overturned trucks arid buses, and over icy roads.
2:30 pM.: We are still at the Sarajevo airport, waiting amidst growing confu-
sion and tension. In the last hour,

the British and Canadian planes have been can-
celled; a U.S. Air Force plane re

fused to take us out; there are reports that the
Bosnians are massing in the hills around the airport, and that the UNHCR has or- -
dered the evacuation of all of its personnel from Sarajevo immediately,
As in Vietnam, much of war is mindless waiting

» but waiting in wartime is
strangely paradoxical. One’s senses are sharper beca
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of danger, but at the same time, there is an extraordinary waste of time and effort,
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—first, the Croats, who do not want to let the Muslims become too strong,
have not allowed them to include heavy weapons or artillery;

—second, every weapons shipments has a Croatian “weapons tax”; that is, the
Croats siphon off some of the weapons for their own army and for the HVO
[the Bosnian Croats] in Bosnia-Herzegovina;

—third, there is now strong evidence that small but growing numbers of “free-
dom fighters” or mujahideen are joining the Bosnian forces, although, as one
might expect, the strict fundamentalists from the Mideast and the loose, secu-
lar Muslims of Bosnia do not understand each other or mix well;

—finally, these shipments will continue—and they will increase.*

I suggested four objectives for the new Administration: first, “to save as
many lives as possible in Bosnia”; second, “to make containment of the war a
top priority”; third, “to punish the Serbs for their behavior. . . and to brand
certain individuals war criminals"; fourth, “to use this crisis as an opportunity
to strengthen the U.N. system.” We should act, I added, “in concert with other

nations,” even creating “some sort of ad hoc military coalition, [but] avoid get-
ting dragged into a ground war in the region.”

At the time the incoming Administration was trying to decide whether to
support peace proposals put forward by Cyrus Vance and David Owen, the
former British Foreign Secretary who had replaced Lord Carrington as the Eu-
ropean Union negotiator. The Vance-Owen plan proposed dividing Bosnia
into ten “cantons,” some of which would be Muslim-controlled, some Serb-
controlled, and some Croat-controlled. It had been attacked by many Ameri-

¢an commentators as a sellout, another Munich, and a precursor to the
breakup of Bosnia.

* When I wrote these paragraphs in January 1993, no one could have imagined that this matter would

re-emerge four years later as the subject of numerous journalistic inquiries and six congressional in-

vestigations, and become a major issue again during Tony Lake’s attempt to become CIA Director.
These investigations were premised on the theory that secret arms shipments to the Bosnians from

Iran had begun in 1994, and that the Clinton Administcation had somehow acted illegally in not stop-
ping them, It is especially noteworthy, therefore, that the activities in question were already taking

Place two years earlier, during the Bush Administration, with the clear knowledge of American Em-
bassy and U.N. officials in Zagreb, and were even mentioned in newspaper stories at the time,

The events that were investigated took place in April 1994, when I was still Ambassador to Ger-
many, but in late 1996 I was asked to testify several times as to my subsequent knowledge. The United
States had played no role in the covert assistance to the Bosnians and the Croatians, but when asked
for his views by President Tudjman, Ambassador Galbr.

aith, under instructions, had not objected. This
was the correct policy decision, although it was sloppily executed. As I stated in sworn testimony be-

fore the Senate Intelligence Committee, the “covert” support given to the Bosnian Muslims by Islamic
nations (including Iran) had helped keep the Sarajevo government alive at a time when its survival
hung by a thread. For the United States to have continued to object to such assistance without provid-

ing something to replace it would in my opinion have been unconscionable. P

Scanned with CamScanner



within the new team aboyt g _

: - 8
able Chairman, Colin Powey; ’:a, Th,

W

: id
There W38 by its form! i N
Chiefsof 'legca)l,l ;nvolvement. Th,e s -?hwe“ Plan wyg : e,
cially opposed to Ame Viled without coming up with a plan of it ) “’ed‘
Unit State;e far worse, 0 1 recommended that Washingtonn' the
vou )

uences ¥ ik X
m?cd public support 10 their p

sation of fighting and rej;
en leads to @ temporary .ces i relief t
If }'ancc-g: ;:;;l + new Administration some brea.thmg 100m to pyg ([)fu g
Muslims, a0 it should be welcomed. It will not solve the Probl, Il
,

icy into place, . i
ﬂnc;lgcdlhpa(;l;c]it the world think it is solved for.a Yvhlle. If the Vance.QWen :
;’S rzjzcetcd we must face the fact that the negotiating track is effectively deadan

and that using it as an excuse for inaction or insufficient action is pg longer 3
C-

ceptable.

I ended the memorandum with a series of specific recommep
tions that the United States should consider, especially if the
_plan was either rejected or if it failed. This was the most pro
the paper: : :

Vance~0wen

g the arms e,
on, and am still in favo ol

n, an - r of it, if it i
- But this might be difficy] to obtain (ancdalcl:rizltg

lesseneq if 7 . ~olution thay . g the Unj :
the embyy £ a. Were aceg ! pre.vmlISIy S‘ipported Thi P Py
3 O i e aeteq gy - 2nied by pubic e S concen could be
FORCE »q Y through thir, Partieg aorts at the UN to change

; » 88 We did in Afphani

S: ; ghanistan,
Would sepg eom g the Bosnian Serbs and
et of g, W are gy Miltarily Prlciu?er Mmessage. However, the
be followeg b&ﬂy 20ne_pys S Somethip ¥ ot Politically! . If dope only to
L l°ng~term dg bea Quick publlilco ] bor_nbing—-likc the enforce-
aster, . ‘ Felatlons success, but it would

Scanned with CamScanner



A Personal Prelude 23

ESTABLISH AN AMERICAN DIPLOMATIC PRESENCE IN SARAJEVO: This would be a

dramatic step to show the world where we stand. An American Embassy can be
very small; symbolism counts,

KEEP UP THE PRESSURE ON THE WAR CRIMINAL ISSUE: This policy, while belated,

E_usf:iut Name more names. Set up a separate staff to create more pressure on
is front.

As Gelb had warned, the memo was not welcome; in fact, I got no reply. Fi-
nally, some weeks after the Inauguration, I called Lake to ask if he had re-
ceived 1t Yes, he said, they had gotten it; it was “useful,” but it contained some
suggestions that would “undercut us at the UN" We argued the issue briefly,
but hopelessly. I told Tony again of my interest in special duty on Bosnia, but
he did not respond; a few weeks later the Administration appointed Reginald

Bartholomew, the former Ambassador to NATO, as special negotiator on
Bosnia.

Scanned with CamScanner



