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one of a limited number of things remaining for the besieged
citizens of Sarajevo and that, for many, dwindles each day.
And so today, like every other day in recent memory, the

cellist sits beside the window of his second-floor apartment
and plays until he feels his hope return. He rarely plays the
Adagio. Most days he’s able to feel the music rejuvenate him
as simply as if he were filling a car with gasoline. But some
days this isn’t the case. If, after several hours, this hope doesn’t
return, he will pause to gather himself, and then he and his

cello will coax Albinoni’s Adagio out of the firebombed husk of
Dresden and into the mortar-pocked, sniper-infested streets

of Sarajevo. By the time the last few notes fade, his hope will
be restored, but each time he’s forced to resort to the Adagio
it becomes harder, and he knows its effect is finite, There are
only a certain number of Adagios left in him, and he will not
recklessly spend this precious currency.

It wasn’t always like this. Not long ago the promise of a
happy life seemed almost inviolable, Five years ago, at his sister’s
wedding, he'd posed for a family photograph, his father’s arm
slung behind his neck, fingers grasping his shoulder. It was a firm
grip, and to some it would have been painful, but to the cellist it
was the opposite. The fingers on his flesh told him that he was
loved, that he had always been loved, and that the world was a
place where above all else the things that were good would find
a way to burrow into you. Though he knew all of this then, he

would give up nearly anything to be able to go back in time and
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Now he doesn’t care whether anyone hears him play or not.
His tuxedo hangs in the closet, untouched. The guns perched

on the hills surrounding Sarajevo have dismantled him just as

they have the Opera Hall, just as they have his family home in -

the night while his father and mother slept, just as they will,
eventually, everything.

The geography of the siege is simple. Sarajevo is a long rib-
bon of flat land surrounded on all sides by hills. The men on
the hills control all the high ground and one peninsula of level
ground in the middle of the city, Grbavica. They fire bullets
and mortars and tank shells and grenades into the rest of the
city, which is being defended by one tank and small handheld
weapons. The city is being destroyed.

The cellist doesn’t know what is about to happen. Initially the
impact of the shell won’t even register. For a long time he'll stand
athis window and stare. Through the carnage and confusion he’ll
notice a woman’s handbag, soaked in blood and sparkled with
broken glass. He won’t be able to tell whom it belongs to. Then
hell ook down and see he has dropped his bow on the floot.
and somehow it will seem to him that there’s a great connec-
tion between these two objects. He won’t understand what the
connection is, but the feeling that it exists will compel him to

undress, walk to the closet, and pull the dry cleaner’s plastic from
his tuxedo.

He will stand at the window all night and all through the
next day. Then, at four o'clock in the afternoon, twenty-four
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hours after the mortar fell on his friends and neighl:?ors whil'e
they waited to buy bread, he will bend down and pick up. his
bow. He will carry his cello and stool down the narrow Q1ght
of stairs to the empty street. The war will go on around. him as
he sits in the small crater left at the mortar’s point of impact.
He'll play Albinoni’s Adagio. He'll do this every day fo’r twenty-
two days, a day for each person killed. Or at least he'll try. He
worr't be sure he will survive. He won’t be sure he has enough
Ada"l%;): (ifl‘zst doesn’t know any of this now; as he sits at his
window in the sun and plays. He isn’t yet aware. Butit's #ready
on its way. It screams downward, splitting air and sky W1th.0ut
effort. A target expands in size, brought into focuﬁ by time
and velocity. There is a moment before impact that is the last

instant of things as they are. Then the visible world explodes.




