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On Yellow Submarine, 25 Years Later
The book you have before you, dear readers, 

has been conceived as a memento of a media and 
cultural phenomenon in Osijek: Yellow Subma-
rine, a wartime radio station which brought light, 
optimism and hope to Osijek’s cellars in the most 
trying times endured by our city in recent his-
tory during the Homeland War. In other words, 
with 25 years of historical hindsight, we are today 
talking about the Yellow Submarine as a project 
which become and remained a symbol of the 
Homeland War and the defence of the Unvan-
quished City: Osijek. This symbol was often the 
topic of discussion in the backrooms of city hall, 
over coffee in downtown cafés and at gatherings 
of war veterans, but little had been written about 
it and there are no records of how much the Yel-
low Submarine meant to soldiers and the rest of 
the city’s denizens in those wartime days. The 
project initiators and the compilers of this book 
thus decided to “rub Aladdin’s lamp,” as one of 

their interlocutors said, and let the good genie of 
the Yellow Submarine once more take flight over 
Osijek.

In 2016, numerous military units observed 
the 25th anniversaries of their establishment, and 
on this occasion, some of their members also re-
called this symbol of the city’s defence. Thus, in 
that same year, Branimir Felger, Davor Vrandečić 
and Gordana Lesinger recalled this indeed vital 
cultural phenomenon in a paper entitled “The 
Wartime Radio Station Yellow Submarine – A 
Forgotten Symbol of the Homeland War,” deliv-
ered at the third consecutive international inter-
disciplinary scholarly symposium on the theme 
of Croatia’s East in the Homeland War. However, 
even then it was already apparent that such a top-
ic merited far greater attention from the general 
public and more thorough-going research. The 
longer the research lasted, the more extensively 

the Yellow Submarine project reached, and the 
more time spent in direct contact with the pro-
tagonists of those events, the greater the desire of 
the compilers to preserve from oblivion this pil-
lar of Osijek’s defence which left its mark on the 
wartime days endured by its citizens. The Yellow 
Submarine project began at the end of November 
1991 when the defending troops communicated 
via hand-held radio transceivers. This method of 
communication was secured by the launching 
of Radio Yellow Submarine, which was aired on 
97.3 FM. It operated in the territory of the city 
of Osijek. Since the radio station was launched 
by the National Guard Corps, the speakers used 
code names on air.

We can say that it was an amateur radio station, 
which emerged spontaneously as an expression 
of rebellion against the situation in which Osijek 
had found itself, but also an informal means of 



conveying information to the public and fellow 
combatants on the frontlines. The programming 
consisted of a four-hour evening broadcast. The 
provocative messaging of the presenters and the 
carefully chosen music made this radio station a 
sort of symbol of the war in Osijek.

Although what Radio Yellow Submarine 
did cannot be called war reporting or war corre-
spondence, the broadcasts that aired at the time 
were nonetheless exceptionally vital sources of 
information for citizens in the wartime days that 
had beset Osijek. This radio station only operated 
for a half-year, and it is precisely due to the con-
ditions and circumstances in which this symbol 
of the Homeland War emerged that there are few 
documents or records about it.1 So it was the rela-
tively brief text presented at the aforementioned 
symposium that gave rise to the idea of a project 
to mark the 25th anniversary of Wartime Radio 
Station Yellow Submarine, and also served as the 
initial impetus for this monograph.

The mosaic was pieced together day by day, 
spontaneously, like the idea from which it arose. 
That’s how the decision to document conversa-

tions came about. The interviews were prepared 
and recorded by Gordana Lesinger, Ph.D. and 
Lea Dubravčević, a university student at the Cul-
tural Studies Department. The interviews were re-
corded, and then transcribed from October 2016 
through May 2017. Each interview is a unique doc-
ument, a component of personal but also collective 
history. The lack of uniformity in the responses re-
flects the broader picture of the creation and devel-
opment of this wartime radio station.

The recorded interviews were also aired by 
UNIOS Student Radio. The editors of these broad-
casts were Davor Vrandečić, Lea Dubravčević and 
technician Nikola Martić, and they were aired in 
the same period in which Radio Yellow Subma-
rine operated: from February to July.

The objective of the project that also pro-
duced this book was to illustrate the context 
and ascertain the material circumstances sur-
rounding the emergence and development of 
the Yellow Submarine project. We additionally 
attempted to document the way of life in the city 
of Osijek at the time of direct wartime attacks on 
the city and thereby also the significance of the 
radio station that operated under those circum-
stances. This approach constituted an attempt to 
demonstrate the social circumstances in which 
the Yellow Submarine project developed.

An inspection of the archives of the daily 
newspaper Glas Slavonije and the periodicals col-
lection at the Museum of Slavonia yielded a cer-
tain number of articles published during the peri-
od in which Yellow Submarine was active (8 Feb-
ruary – 2 July 1992). An analysis of these media 
presentations indirectly tied to the time of Yellow 
Submarine also helped to confirm the credibility 
of the aforementioned recorded interviews.

The observation of the 25th anniversary of 
Wartime Radio Station Yellow Submarine began 
on 8 February 2017. A special edition supple-
ment of the daily newspaper Glas Slavonije was 
also compiled for the occasion, as something of 
an homage to Yellow Submarine, which was much 
more than an ordinary amateur radio station. 
The supplement contained archival materials, 
i.e., newspaper articles printed in Glas Slavonije 
in that period. Care was taken to ensure that the 
supplement’s graphic design resembled Glas Sla-
vonije from the wartime period. It is noteworthy 
that third-year undergraduates and second-year 
graduate students from the Cultural Studies De-
partment with majors in media culture (men-
tored by Asst. Prof. Tomislav Levak) participated 
in the project’s implementation. On that same 
day, UNIOS Student Radio aired a live broad-
cast on this theme. The broadcast was moder-
ated by Yellow Submarine’s founders, Igor ‘Sokol’ 

1 | Branimir Felger, Davor Vrandečić, Gordana Lesinger: 
“Ratna krugovalna postaja Žuta podmornica – zaboravljeni 
simbol Domovinskog rata”, paper delivered at the international 
scholarly symposium on The Croatian East in the Homeland 
War, Osijek, 2 December 2016.



Vrandečić and Robert ‘Kljun’ Opačak. Some of 
the participants in those past events were guests 
on the show, and original audio recordings from 
Yellow Submarine broadcasts were also aired.

Public and media interest in the observa-
tion of the 25th anniversary of the Radio Yellow 
Submarine was exceptional. Thus, for example, 
Croatian Radio-Television’s popular show TV 
kalendar carried a piece on Yellow Submarine for 
the first time. The popular show ‘Good Morn-
ing Croatia’ also covered this anniversary, as did 
other news broadcasts aired by Croatian Radio-
Television’s Osijek Studio. The first local televi-
sion station in Osijek, Slavonska televizija, invited 
Igor Vrandečić and Robert Opačak to appear as 
guests in the ‘Topic of the Day’ programme led 
by editor Mario Ćutek. Since the protagonists of 
Yellow Submarine put forth some additional his-
torical facts in the media coverage, the editors de-
cided to document them and include them in the 
monograph. The event was also covered by many 
online portals.

The monograph you have before you has been 
conceived as a memento, a collection of reminis-
cences from the protagonists and witnesses to the 
times and events. It is divided into five chapters, 
and the first-hand accounts, numerous additional 
materials, newspaper articles and photographs 

from that time take us into the story of Yellow Sub-
marine. In the first chapter, “Raise FM Periscope!”, 
we bring you the memories of Yellow Submarine’s 
initiators and protagonists. Sokol, Kljun, Klepton, 
Nikita, Laki, Godra, Tobi and DJ Curica tell us how 
it all started, who the ‘Submariners’ were and how 
they went about producing their broadcasts. Their 
stories are backed by articles from the wartime 
editions of Glas Slavonije as the narrower chrono-
logical framework focused on events in and around 
Yellow Submarine. In the second chapter, “Collec-
tive Identity,” the narrators present the broader pic-
ture of Osijek in the wartime milieu and the roles 
that Yellow Submarine played for both the city’s 
residents and defenders. From their accounts, we 
discern the need for additional appreciation of the 
efforts that soldiers, but also civilians, invested in 
the defence of their city every day by carrying out 
their duties despite the horrors of war. The third 
chapter, “On Courage, Laughter and Spite,” is dedi-
cated to the close friends of the ‘Submariners,’ the 
people closely associated with Yellow Submarine’s 
activities. The first part of the chapter is dedicated 
to those from media life, while the second part to 
the surgeons from Osijek’s hospital. All texts con-
tribute to a reconstruction of the atmosphere in 
the city under assault.

The music and guest appearances by popu-
lar stars both characterized Yellow Submarine’s 

functioning. The stories about wartime music 
that emerged at the time of the aggression against 
Osijek and the musicians who came to the city to 
show support for its defenders and citizens are 
featured in the fourth chapter, “Music as Revolt.” 
In the final, fifth chapter, “Hindsight”, we bring 
commentary and reviews that frame the broader 
context of Yellow Submarine and Osijek’s war 
years. Each of them in their own way provides 
a fuller picture of this symbol of the Homeland 
War that we wish to bring closer to the reader.

The monograph is accompanied by a DVD 
that contains all shows which aired on UNIOS 
Student Radio and which served as the basic 
source of information used in this memorial book 
on the Yellow Submarine. It contains genuine 
audio recordings, excerpts from the Yellow Sub-
marine broadcasts in 1992. Moreover, there are 
video materials, reports from national and local 
television stations, aired on Yellow Submarine’s 
25th anniversary, 8 February 2017.

With our gratitude to all who have contribut-
ed to the production of this monograph, we invite 
you to sail with the crew of Yellow Submarine.

The authors  
Gordana Lesinger, Ph.D. 

Davor Vrandečić





RAISE FM PERISCOPE!
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1 Lili Marleen (also known as Lili Marlen, Lilli Marlene, Lily Marlene, Lili Marlene, 
etc.) is a German love song which became popular during the Second World War. 
The verses were written in 1915 by Hans Leip, while Norbert Schultze set them to 

music in 1938. The song was translated by the Americans, Russians and French, 
while the British on the battlefront in Africa even proclaimed it their song: The 

Eighth Army Song. The song’s original title was Das Madchen unter der Laterne (‘The 
Girl Under the Lantern’), but it became popularly known as ‘Lili Marleen’. The Ger-
man variant was recorded in 1939, performed by Lale Andersen, while the English 

version was sung by Marlene Dietrich.

Sonny, thank you!  
Three shells hit our building. 
The dust was falling on us, but we 
were dancing…

3 Klepton – Dražen Dragušica, Laki – Luka Šarić, Kljun – Robert Opačak and Torpedo – Zlatko Dundović.

2
2 These two-way, mobile radio transceivers used for communication are 

referred to in Croatian by the proprietary name motorola.



In those dark times, when people were being 
killed, and the only lights at night were the burst-
ing mortar shells falling on the city, an idea was 
born among the defending troops on the front-
lines. Our radio still did not exist, nobody had 
even conceived of it yet.

Since December, months before Yellow Sub-
marine, we were playing the original version of 
the love song Lili Marleen1 over our walkie-talkies. 
After the song, we called all defenders by name so 
we would know they’re alive. We did not provide 
any basic information on the status of units, be-
cause the enemy was also listening, even to our 
walkie-talkie2 chatter, and later, over the radio 

station. We used this to confuse the enemy with 
disinformation. After the roll-call, we ended our 
broadcast. But at the time it still wasn’t called Yel-
low Submarine.

After Croatian Radio in Osijek went off the 
air for the night, a media silence ensued. During 
this period, our fellow citizens, like the defenders 
on the frontlines, received no information. So we 
decided to break this media silence and nonethe-
less provide sought-after information, to be a link 
between the soldiers and civilians in the city. A 
team consisting of Klepton, Laki, Kljun and Tor-
pedo3 gathered and, after talking it over, we came 
up with the idea of launching our own radio sta-

tion! The local people’s defence secretary and 
the first commander of the city’s defence, Bran-
imir Glavaš, accepted and endorsed the idea. We 
brought the equipment from our homes, whatev-
er we had. We borrowed a transmitter, installed it 
in the Hotel Osijek and began working. The name 
‘Yellow Submarine’ appeared then, because our 
cellars were actually ‘submarines’ in those days.

People stayed in the cellars during the gen-
eral alerts, but also when the emergency sirens 
did not even go off. These were submarines… 
We didn’t want them to be grey and black as they 
most often were. We optimistically painted them 
and exclaimed: “Let them be yellow!” 

Igor ‘Sokol’ Vrandečić
Yellow Submarine?

3

Why



There is a plethora of anecdotes! In those 
days, we vented, so to speak, by engaging in tom-
foolery, mockery and jokes, because everything 
else was difficult. All too often, someone would 
lose a loved one, many were killed or injured, 
homes were demolished… These were trying 
moments, both physically and mentally. This 
was a time when it was not easy living in Osijek, 
and we were the release valve for people to let off 
steam and find some hope in a better tomorrow. 
Those who remained in the city found comfort in 
the knowledge that their loved ones on the bat-
tlefields were well, which was an indication that 
the enemy would never take Osijek. We were the 
bond, a warm human story. Viewed from today’s 
perspective, perhaps we used too many insulting 
words for the opposing side, but this was a form 
of resistance… Today we cannot use recordings 
of certain shows that made sense back then, nor 
can we play such songs on the air. For example, 
they lobbed three thousand shells at us, and we 
played the song “Čedo, majmune”.7 That was nor-
mal at the time!

I recall stories that reflected what the Sub-
marine actually meant at that time. On that night 
about three thousand shells really fell onto the 

4 The “Yellow Submarine” was accommodated in the 
cellar rooms of the Mursa diving club, not far from 

the Europa Cinema 
(then called Crvena zvijezda – ‘Red Star’).

5 More details on the ‘Rabid Dogs’ (Bijesni 
psi) from Željko ‘Tobi’ Fezer, on p. 23.

6 The Vega was a night-club located in Osijek’s his-
torical old fortress (Tvrđa). Its thick walls provided 

safety from mortar shells so it was possible to organ-
ize a concert. Many of the accounts later in the book 

also mention the Vega.

7 Čedo, You Monkey.’ In Croatian, the term ‘Čedo’ 
can be a derogatory term for a Serb. Mario Pešo, one 

of the writers of the song “Čedo, glupane,” (Čedo, 
You Dummy) says more about the song on p. 70.

The Blue Danube 
We were members of the National Guard 

Corps, so Yellow Submarine was a wartime radio 
station that we operated in our free time. It was 
strategically vital to provide information, but also 
to disseminate disinformation to the enemy. It 
was a component of 3rd Battalion, 160th Brigade 
and it was accommodated in the 3rd Battalion’s 
command headquarters, in a cellar in downtown 
Osijek.4 Today we can say where Yellow Sub-
marine was situated, but back then they sought 
us unsuccessfully with mortar shells. The crew 
consisted of a few others, like the ‘Generals’, the 
‘Rabid Dogs’,5… because we all had nicknames 
and we never revealed our actual names and sur-
names, even though citizens began to learn who 
we were with time. 

In those days, we arranged a concert featur-
ing Anja Šovagović, the band Neki To Vole Vruće 
and other musicians. It was a wild concert! Two 
to three thousand people showed up in the Vega.6  
The public’s delight with Yellow Submarine 
couldn’t be concealed, and the club’s walls actu-
ally got hit by three shells, which none of us even 
noticed – we only realized it after the concert 
when we went outside! So that was the Yellow 
Submarine spirit.

4

Hotel Osijek

Kino Crvena zvijezda
RKP “Žuta podmornica”

Zimska luka

SDK



city, which was nothing out of the ordinary back 
then. The city was burning and total terror and 
chaos reigned. I never prepared for a broadcast. 
At that moment I was thinking about the boys in 
the trenches and how they were feeling, but the 
show had to go. In that improvised cellar studio, 
I sat down with the music editor and requested 
that he play The Blue Danube. The waltz played 
on the air, and I said: “Dear ‘Submariners’, our 
city is in flames and shells are dropping. We’re in 
our submarines and nobody can do a thing to us. 
And now the ladies pick their partners.” 

When the waltz ended, we received countless 
phone calls. I remember one, an elderly woman’s 
voice – I never found out who it was – and she 
said, “Sonny, thank you! Three shells hit our 
building. The dust was falling on us, but we were 
dancing…”

Kljun and Sokol in the ‘Yellow Submarine’
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Yellow Submarine was established as the first 
(wartime) radio station in February 1992. The 
founder and editor was Igor ‘Sokol’ Vrandečić. At 
the very beginning, Sokol was joined by Robert 
Opačak, Zlatko Dundović and Dražen Dragušić. 
Later they were joined by Kit Karson, the Generals, 
the Rabid Dogs… The radio station was preceded 
by songs played over walkie-talkies. The primary 
aim was to raise the morale of Croatian soldiers in 
the Osijek area, and, of course, to lower the morale 
of those on the other side of the frontline.

The broadcast officially ran from 8 to 12 
p.m., but it generally ran longer, depending on 
the intensity of mortar fire on the city. It was the 
only radio station which, if there was mortar fire, 
aired all night. Radio Osijek went off the air at 7 
p.m., and Croatian Television did not air at night. 
The only link between the world and the cellars 
of Osijek was Yellow Submarine. Soon Yellow 
Submarine grew into more than a radio station. 
Dance evenings were organized in the Vega, con-
certs on the main square… Nothing in the city 
happened without Yellow Submarine.

Its range was approximately 50 km, although 
it could also be heard in Pecs (Hungary), but peo-
ple recorded the broadcasts and sent them to their 
friends throughout Europe and the world, so they 
even received feedback and letters from Australia, 
Luxembourg, Germany, Italy… It ceased broad-
casting when the shelling of the city stopped.

In its time, the Submarine accomplished something 
genuine. It defended the city of Osijek, and made it pos-
sible for Osijek’s residents to live in their cellars as though 
nothing had occurred, as though everything was normal. 
We adorned their cellars, we painted them yellow, gave 
them a little warmth and love. People danced and made 
merry with us. They tenaciously held their transistor ra-
dios in their hands and listened to Yellow Submarine. 
People at the time truly listened to Yellow Submarine.

Their city was being pummelled, but they contin-
ued to believe in it. We managed to arouse hope that 
they would hold out, that Osijek would not fall and 
that we would once more live normally, and dance a 
waltz. (Sokol)
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8 When Yellow Submarine was broadcasting, Zdravko Dumenčić was an employee of 
Croatian Radio-Television’s Transmitters and Communications division, while Zdenko 

Kolačko was the chief technician at Osijek Radio.

Our news were such that we always lied a great deal. 
It was basically lie after lie.  
It was like listening to Parliament today. It was 
unbelievable and it was a miracle.

8



It was said that Osijek had a population of 
only nine thousand at the time. That might have 
been a good thing, because if more people had re-
mained in the city, the number of casualties might 
have been higher by far. During the war, Sloboda 
[which means liberty], being the only bakery in 
the city aside from Arbanas, produced only 12 
thousand kilograms of bread. Times were tough, 
but when we recall them and begin telling stories, 
they were actually grand as we learned the values 
of individuals, of the people around us, our city 
and all what was left of it. The only hard thing was 
people dying or being injured. This was hard to 
endure. 

Robert ‘Kljun’ Opačak 

Then along came Yellow Submarine, when 
there were no communication lines between 
the trenches and the public, there were no cell 
phones, even walkie-talkies were scarce. A sol-
dier’s field tour lasted 7-10 days. Once there, your 
loved ones had no information about your where-
abouts or well-being. One of the guys would get 
hold of a phone, tell us the latest, and we would 
put together a story and go on air. We were the 
link between our people on the battlefield and the 
people in the city. 

First we broadcasted from the Winter Har-
bour, from a cellar which hosted our entire squad. 

The space was too small, so we moved to the 
cellar of the Mursa Diving Club in Kapucinska 
street, behind the Korzo patisserie. It provided 
a relatively fine shelter against mortar fire, yet it 
was close to the Hotel Osijek, which was home to 
our transmitters – the key to everything. Zdravko 
Dumenčić and Zdenko Kolačko8 pulled off a 
hell of a job to make the radio system work. At 
the same time, they taught us how to work with 
radio equipment and keep ourselves on the air 
at all times. Ivan Šimić, today’s CEO of the Glas 
Slavonije newspaper, contributed significantly by 
securing an operating license for us. 

Unloading Lumber

9



During the shelling, power outages were fre-
quent, so we had to charge up to the 14th floor of 
the Hotel Osijek by foot to reset the transmitter 
and continue broadcasting. During the days of 
severe attacks, the hotel suffered 72 direct hits. 
Sometimes we used to leave a man behind, on top 
of the hotel, who would turn the generator on in 
case of a power outage. He would sit in the eleva-
tor car, curled up and hiding the entire time to 
survive the shelling. Today, it sounds ridiculous; 
but back then it was everyday life. 

Information, Music,
Laughter, and Tears

Despite all of the hardships – we were there, 
resolved to cheer up the people who remained in 
Osijek. We were primarily a military unit and each 
of us had his post. The army was on the fronts 
24/7. Igor, as the commander, and I, as his dep-
uty, were responsible for the frontlines which we 
were touring the entire time. Once Radio Mos-
cow 9 went off the air, there was no other radio 
broadcast for the day. That’s when the shooting 
would start, but people weren’t getting any news.

Our broadcast would begin at 7 p.m. We used 
jokes to make it easier for people to survive the 
times. For example, the city was pounded’, and we 
would say that someone was unloading lumber. 

“Gardisti”10 would bring their magazine arti-
cles, and we would cover one of the topics. Getting 
ready-made news to read on the air was the most 
interesting thing for our news segment. I recall the 
news about something called the UNPROFOR, 
about them coming and going, while Kalafa11 sud-
denly interrupted it on air saying: “Mister Kljun, 
don’t read that, it’s so boring, nobody’s interested.” 
In the middle or our news broadcast! We inter-
rupted the show and played music. Things were 
laid back, yet there were useful things. Extremely 
useful: like us telling people “don’t go there, or take 
a different route.” Our radio station was not formal 
and everything could have been done at any given 
moment, whenever something important was in-
volved.

One of the saddest moments was seeing a 
child being brought from Aljmaš, whose hair 
turned white with terror in just a few days. While 
the child was being taken to safety, Sokol was on 
the air crying like a baby.

Igor would say that our broadcast was “floating.” 
We rolled with the situation. When there was a lot 
of information, the team from Gardist magazine 
would come to us, or Torpedo12 would often go and 
record stories on the scene. Hence, someone would 
go to the boys at their posts all over the battle front, 
from Tvrđavica to Čepin. When Torpedo returned 
with loads of material, we’d edit it and prepare it for 
airing. People liked hearing that, and we did it when-
ever the city was not under attack. Our job mostly 
depended on whether there was an attack or not, 
whether the night was calm or stormy. Officially, we 
aired until midnight, yet whenever the city was un-
der fire, we’d stay longer, until the attack ended.

The broadcasts aired daily, and our topics de-
pended on the situation in the city. We adjusted 
our shifts to our tasks on the battlefield. The team 
consisted of Sokol, Laki,13 Curica,14 Torpedo and 
Kit Karson15 who electrified the airwaves with his 
rhymes… Other members of the Guard joined in 
occasionally, and the crew from Radio Osijek and 
Transmitters and Communications who operated 
as a single company back then. 

Our news was such that we always lied a great 
deal. It was basically lie after lie. It was like listen-
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ing to Parliament today. It was unbelievable and it 
was a miracle. For example, we began a story and 
got word that a physical altercation began in Tenja 
at 2.30 p.m. and then grew into an armed clash as 
people quarrelled over the distribution of aid that 
came from occupied Vukovar, and several were 
killed in the process… And we made up names; 
someone was seriously wounded and transferred 
to Vukovar’s hospital. As we read the news, the 
phones started to ring… We lied shamelessly and 
it was inconceivable. We went to confession with 
Fr. Ante Kukavica four years later to try and wash 
away the sins. I’m not sure we succeeded.

Our people loved listening to that, while the 
guys on the other side cursed. We cooperated 
with the intelligence services, I’m not sure what it 
was called, and Ivica Vrkić, today’s mayor, used to 
pass down information to us, for example: “The 
lions fled to Baranja, run and hide! They all es-
caped from the zoo,” which meant a big mess.

Even we couldn’t believe what we were say-
ing and how. But when you connect the reasons 
why with what actually happened on a particular 
day, who lost their lives, which parts of the city 
were shelled, which Croatian posts were under 

attack… well, everything made some sense then. 

During that period, Yellow Submarine (with 
us in it) fulfilled its mission.

Ratings were not a problem; we were the only 
media of that kind, and the only media broadcast-
ing at the time. There were many songs by Du-
bravko Lažeta, Mario Peša, Igor Delač… All of 
our guys on the frontline wrote songs and brought 
them to us, saying “we have a song” and “would 
you play it on the air?” Of course we played them, 
who else would have done it if not us?! The songs 
were played all the time as we were, in fact, a ser-
vice for all of those soldiers and the entire positive 
story about Osijek’s defence.

9 The team internally referred to Radio Osijek as Radio Moscow.

10 Reporters working for the magazine Gardist.

11 Krešimir Kalafatić.

12 Zlatko Dundović.

13 Luka Šarić.

14 Goran Horvatić.
15 Tihomir Zlatarić.

Igor would say that our 
broadcast was “floating.” 
We rolled with the 
situation. When there 
was a lot of information, 
the team from Gardist 
magazine would come 
to us, or Torpedo would 
often go and record stories 
on the scene.
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Ćutek: “Sokol [Falcon] and Kljun [Beak] are two 
code names inextricably linked to Radio Yellow Sub-
marine. Igor Vrandečić and Robert Opačak were the 
guests of today’s show and recalled the dire wartime 
days in Osijek and the founding of a unique Guards-
men’s radio station.” 

Observing the 25th anniversary of the 
establishment of the Yellow Submarine 
Wartime Radio Station, Igor Vrandečić and 
Robert Opačak appeared as guests at Sla-
vonia TV’s show “Topic of the Day” edited 
and hosted by Mario Ćutek. Among other 
things, they discussed the name ‘Yellow 
Submarine’…  

Sokol: We moved the FM part of the Yellow 
Submarine broadcast, the anniversary of which 
we celebrate today, to a cellar below an agribusi-
ness company’s offices (IPK). To a scuba-diving 
centre that was moist, damp, narrow – an utter 
catastrophe. That’s when it occurred to me: Look, 
it’s like we’re in a submarine! And it stuck. To 
make it less grey and gloomy, we painted it yellow. 
That’s how we got our ‘Yellow Submarine’. 

By the way, the name itself doesn’t have much 
to do with the Beatles, but they came in handy 
and the song became our theme and we played 
it throughout our shows. We’d use it to announce 
certain events and it made our Yellow Submarine 
famous. 

We were a group of amateurs actually, enthu-
siasts, and none had any substantial media experi-
ence. We were members of the 3rd Battalion, 160th 
Brigade and, little by little, using walkie-talkies 
in the early days of Yellow Submarine, up to this 
day 25 years ago, we gathered some experience. 
When shifting to the FM spectrum, we began re-
cording our own jingles. Our dear friends helped 
us, along with people from Radio Osijek, like 
Dragušica and Slivka. A team of enthusiasts was 
formed, with some experience or none, and we 
were learning on the go and created our Yellow 
Submarine. 

Ćutek: “First, it was contacting the opposing 
side by walkie-talkie. What was it actually like 
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back in 1991? We used walkie-talkies to exchange 
greetings and salutations, that’s where the idea 
was born…” 

Kljun: Igor played a key role as he insisted on 
stopping the insults, on upgrading it to a higher, 
better level. In fact, to a higher-quality level, to el-
evate ourselves one step above them. We intend-
ed to show them that we were not the barbarians 
they were, that we were urban gentlemen. That’s 
how it began. Igor conceived the programme, 
we carried it out. All of their interruptions, curs-
es, threats, and all the other stuff they did – we 
topped with high-quality music – mostly high-
quality music, and the occasional sketch we came 
up with on the go, depending on our inspiration. 
Our broadcasts were confronted with the prob-
lem of signal strength. It was, after all, the Yugo-
slav Army on the other side, which had by far bet-
ter equipment and devices – and a stronger signal, 
but only until our radio hobbyists, headed by our 
late friend Drago ‘Nula’ Katruša, installed a highly 
powerful antenna on an office building on 1 Lučki 
prilaz street in the Winter Harbour. With help of 
the antennae we secured a signal strong enough 
to cover all of their broadcasts and, in fact, to hi-
jack their broadcasting.

Curica and Kljun during the filming of a report for 
“Gardijada”, a late night show dedicated to the defenders
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As the show “Topic of the Day” continues on 
the day we mark the beginning of Yellow Subma-
rine… 

Ćutek: “There were about 20 of you in Yellow 
Submarine – where did you come from? All Osi-
jek natives?”

Kljun: “Yes, mostly. It was a team of Osijek 
natives. We were a unit, the 3rd Battalion, com-
manded by Igor Vrandečić. There were about 500 
people. Igor selected his associates and that’s how 
we started. We never looked for celebrities. Never 
looked for people with a certain tone of voice. 
Not for people with perfect diction. Each one of 
us, along with working for Yellow Submarine, had 
his military duties. We were military 24 hours per 
day. Yellow Submarine aired from 8 p.m. to 12 
midnight, sometimes a while longer. That was 
our free time. There were around 12,000 civilians 
and soldiers in the city, and not one was hungry 
or thirsty, nobody was dumpster-diving, and no-
body was ever alone. You could come to a store to 
buy something, and if you didn’t have any money, 
the sales clerks would say “oh, just take it, you’ll 
pay when you can.” It was just the same in restau-
rants or cafés. Life was different then!” 

Ćutek: “How did Robert join you? What was 
his talent?” 

Sokol: “When I returned from the hospital in 
Lovran, after I had been shot and recovered, I was 
assigned to found the 160th Brigade’s 3rd Battal-
ion. I had known Kljun. I was aware of his quali-
ties and asked him to help me. He was my deputy 
throughout the war and our friendship continued 
afterwards. Torpedo, Professor Dundović, was 
our high school teacher, yet he devoted his life to 
cameras and filming. That’s why I engaged him. 
He came from the 3rd Brigade. I don’t know about 
Curica, he just sort of flew in! Nikola ‘Nikita’ 
Matijević is my friend, also the best man at my 
wedding. We used to go scuba diving together.” 

Ćutek: “On the other hand, there were also 
people with media experience, I’m talking about 
Klepton.” 

Sokol: “Dražen ‘Klepton’ Dragušica played 
a huge role in the early days, being the only per-
son with media experience. We only collaborated 
with him during the first, trial days, as he never 
appeared later because he was employed by Ra-
dio Osijek. Klepton passed down his radio ex-

perience and participated in the early creation 
of Yellow Submarine, so we can say he taught us 
how to walk.” 

Zlatko ‘Torpedo’ Dundović
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One of the first attacks on Osijek was the 
night-time shelling of Ante Starčević Square. We 
were all taken aback and frightened. I worked for 
Radio Osijek and was an information officer in 
Osijek’s Crisis Headquarters. It was our task to 
organize press conferences and inform the world 
about what was going on. 

We used a medium-wave transmitter as it 
performed best in a cellar, unlike the FM band, 
which was an advantage of Radio Osijek. 

Power outages were common during the 
night-shifts and we were stuck in pitch darkness. 
And suddenly someone calls you at 2 a.m.! Us-
ing a walkie-talkie, from a car, a crew from Sla-
vonia’s electric company (Elektroslavonija) said 
they secured another rod, or a wire, a stream of 
power for the city, and ask: “Can you play a song 

for us?” It was then that, for an hour between 
two news broadcasts, instead of re-transmitting 
Radio Zagreb (which we did at night), I played 
our music, from the Osijek Studio. We were not 
allowed to speak on air, but music was my reply 
to the people who defended our city. You were 
so happy to get their feedback while artillery 
shells were raining down.

To communicate, we used walkie-talkies, mo-
bile radio transceivers used by the police and Na-
tional Guard Corps, so-called open channels on 
which everyone could hear everyone else, so they 
also traded insults and argued with each other. We 
used code names, that’s why I was Klepton [Clap-
ton], Igor was Sokol [Falcon], Opačak – Kljun 
[Beak]… After midnight, when things would calm 
down a bit, Igor would use his walkie-talkie to play 

Dražen ‘Klepton’ Dragušica 

An Old Hand 

Milieu
from the Radio The ‘Wartime Radio Station’ was a pirate radio 

and had no concession nor permission to work, yet it 
gave people something vital and necessary: they nee-
ded encouragement, a shot in the arm, and some fun 
even in the darkest of times. 
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“Lili Marleen”, after which he usually bid us good 
night by saying “Good night, Croatian falcons.” 
We would respond to each of his “good nights.” It 
warmed our hearts at the time, we realised that we 
were all there, alive, and that things were sort of 
good – it made us feel connected somehow.

Klepton, how about a drink?

One night, after his “good night”, in the wee 
hours, Igor said: “Klepton, how about a drink?” 
They were in a cellar in the Winter Harbour, 
which even then they already called the ‘Yellow 
Submarine.’ The idea of a wartime radio station 
was born over drinks. After that, Igor, Robert and 
I went to Branimir Glavaš to propose the idea and 
concept to him, what the station would do, what 
kind of music it should play, and that it was sup-
posed to support people without any formalities. 
Branimir approved and found a way to provide a 
transmitter… and the rest is history. 

We only had a single day to find our way and 
I, being an old hand in the radio milieu, used it to 
instruct them about what needed to be done, and 
the guys started sorting it out. It was interesting 
that I was not allowed to be part of the crew at 

the time because I was employed by Radio Osi-
jek, nor could my voice be heard, so nobody ever 
knew who Klepton was.

The ‘Wartime Radio Station’ was a pirate radio 
and had no concession nor permission to work, 
yet it gave people something vital and necessary: 
they needed encouragement, a shot in the arm, and 
some fun even in the darkest of times. They bomb 
us, we mock them. The more they attacked, the 
more we fought back on air. Wartime circumstanc-
es and the way we lived changed our personal per-
ceptions. You are suddenly in a situation in which 
you don’t rely on the same people any longer, as 
some fled. We used the term pobjegulje [literally: 
runaway-eels]. As the time passes, you realize that 
we can’t all be the same and that we can’t all react 
the same. There are simply people who can cope 
and those who can’t. Those who could, had some 
help – and that was Yellow Submarine. People sim-
ply needed mocking and joking!

I didn’t leave then, and I’m not leaving now 
and I won’t leave the city for as long as I live. It’s 
my city and this is the city with which I shared the 
hardest of times. It hasn’t always been nice, but I 
would never trade it for any other. 
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Yellow Submarine’s dad, or two dads, or 
several dads came up with the brilliant idea that 
was meant to be a counterpart to the psycho-
logical and PR war waged against Croatia at the 
time. Trained experts were waging the war on 
the aggressor’s behalf. They were challenged by 
a young, brave and honest crew who certainly 
made a major contribution in our area. Not only 
on the frontlines, where they spent their time reg-

ularly, but also during their free time, when they 
encouraged people, giving them the strength to 
endure… In particular after the fall of Vukovar, 
when civilians were absolutely crestfallen. Most 
residents had left the city, and the arrival of ene-
my, aggressor troops was anticipated. In those cir-
cumstances a radio station was born, telling resi-
dents: “Oh, we’ll chase them away, all the way to 
Belgrade’s outskirts, and then we’ll return.” They 
fought the remorseless, potent media war waged 
from Belgrade in a funny and original, and some-
times even sophisticated manner. 

Social responsibility was defined differently 
back then – it was necessary to survive. This was 
a responsibility to family, nation and city… What 
we talk about today had an entirely different di-
mension back then. I believe the secret of Yellow 
Submarine’s success was their skill in pin-pointing 

Strong Forces Are 
Nikola ‘Nikita’ Matijević 

Coming to Town
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everything that was wrong. We were first swept at 
our own front door, then we peeked into neigh-
bouring yards and we had much to say. We were 
never one-sided! Honestly, there was no national-
ism at Yellow Submarine then. There were jokes 
about everyone who did stupid things. There was 
no hatred, there was only harsh, biting criticism 
of the fact that one nation suffered because the 
others wanted to take what was ours.

We had no role models, because if we had them, 
things might have been different. I’ll immodestly say 
that we were role models to some who later mustered 
the courage to do something like this.

I recall clearly that during those trying times, 
I believe it was December, we welcomed various 
units that never even came to Osijek. We thanked 
all the brigades coming from Herzegovina, 
Đurđevac and I don’t know where else, we even 
aired interviews with their commanding officers. 
These were in fact our local friends who described 
the arrival of strong forces in the city. And Belgrade 
TV announced that “there are over 30 thousand 
angry Ustasha in Osijek!” We were never Ustasha, 
we were Croatian defenders and Croatian soldiers.

The crotch as a benchmark
We received news about the front from 

friends, but we fabricated a bunch of information 
ourselves. Our tall tales were based on what we 
thought listeners would like to hear. We talked 
about our successes which were more-or-less 
virtual. We talked about a force of arms that was 
only wishful thinking. We did a lot of things quite 
intelligently. We had numerous guests from pub-
lic and cultural life. An atmosphere of security, 
nonchalance, etc. was created. Sometimes it was 
almost impossible to broadcast due to the shells 
exploding only a few dozen meters from us.

I recall a winter morning when Sokol and I 
got out of the cellar, stretching our legs thinking 
about a place where we might get a cup of coffee. 
Sokol said: “Look at that banged-up car (note: 
blasted by a shell the night before), the owner will 
be delighted to see it looking like that!” I replied: 
“My friend, you forgot it’s my car, that’s where we 
parked.” When we told the story to our listeners, 
their reactions was interesting: several of them of-
fered their vehicles as a replacement! One vehicle 
was actually brought over and donated, and we 
passed it on to Croatian soldiers.

Once, during a show, we were asked to go 
help take mortar shells to the troops that had run 
out of them. They were posted within reach of 
the tanks that were firing on the city that night. 
Our commander, Igor Vrandečić, whom I affec-
tionately called Sava Kovačević (a well-known 
Partisan commander from World War II), volun-
teered and invited me to join him. We took a Fiat 
Tipo, went to Osijek’s medieval fortress (Tvrđa) 
and filled it up with mortars, the crates pushing 
against our heads – and we headed to Josipovac. 
The tanks concentrated their fire on the location 
of the former Mara factory and the world around 
us was lit up by shells that struck at random. 
That’s what we had to pass through in a car loaded 
with mortar shells! Igor was driving, and asked: 
“Brother, what should we do?” And I answered: 
“Drive through, God is our guiding light!” We 
passed through the shells, a few shrapnel pieces 
even pierced our car. Later on, we analysed our 
prospects if any of those had managed to hit the 
right spot. Igor said: “The largest piece of me 
wouldn’t have been larger than half of what I’ve 
got between my legs.”
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Sokol, Kljun and I defended our homeland to-
gether. In 1991 we armed ourselves to defend our 
city. I was wounded on 16 September 1991 not 
far from here, perhaps about one hundred meters 
from UNIOS Radio. While on recovery in Lovran, 
the story about Yellow Submarine had already 

began. A month or two prior to my return Sokol 
returned from his recovery and launched the idea 
with Kljun and the guys.

I returned on 3 March 1992 and went straight 
to Yellow Submarine, half an hour before the be-
ginning of the broadcast. I was pretty confused… 
after six months of treatment in Lovran, from a 
world of light and, let’s say, normal life, I returned 
to the war, to a cellar. But on that first day, the first 
evening when I returned, it was surreal to see my 
crew together and doing something again. Apart 
from having daily duties that involved frontlines 
and visiting the troops, they were creating Yellow 
Submarine. I knew that something was going on, 
that they had a 4-hour show, I knew the facts, but 
never lived it, never knew what it was actually like. 

The first night was highly emotional, we joked 
a lot, I was glad to be with them again. They kidded 
me and I was the butt of all jokes that night. When 

that night ended, I was full of impressions and 
didn’t think the project would survive that long 
and that we’d spend those days together with our 
fellow citizens, fellow combatants, the guys on the 
battlefields in wartime, yet in a nice atmosphere 
and company. 

Where Are the Sausages?
I was rather shy regarding all this radio stuff. 

I didn’t like being on air much. I liked announc-
ing songs, playing people’s requests… that’s how I 
moderated my shows. I might have used the mike 
more, but that was impossible with Sokol and 
Kljun around. The two of them constantly hogged 
the mike. I loved it when Kit Karson, who wrote all 
kinds of poems, held a recital! He never sat down, 
he waved his arms and talked, and we chased him 
around with a mike so that he could be heard.  
Nikita also had his share of fine escapades, because 
when he started talking – there was no end to it! 

When People
Luka ‘Laki’ Šarić Were People 

I loved it when Kit Karson, who wrote all kinds 
of poems, held a recital! He never sat down, he wa-
ved his arms and talked, and we chased him around 
with a mike so that he could be heard.
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When we got somewhat better equipment, we also 
had reports from the fronts. We used to leave the 
cellar, record something in the field and air it – and 
I loved doing this with my crew.

There was a genius we called Ćato [Clerk], 
he’s deceased. We had army beans on the menu 
once a week, which is one of the best things you 
can experience in the army. Since we were posted 
on a forward battle line, our meals were brought 
in military mess tins. There were 10 or 12 of us, 
I can’t remember exactly. One day we returned 
from our posts to enjoy our beans, but there 
were no sausages in it. We thought to ourselves: 
“O.k., the cook forgot to add the sausages.” Next 
week – beans again, no sausages (again). So, we 
suspected someone of eating our sausages. Since 
Ćato was always there taking his notes, waiting 
for and receiving various items, including food… 
the man loved sausages! We agreed: if there were 
no sausages next time, we’d fake stomach pains, 
like food poisoning.

We returned from our posts and Nikita fell 
to the floor screaming his lungs out! He claimed 
he was sick and we were all poisoned. Ćato ap-
proached Nikita while we sprinkled water over his 

face, saying, “Nikita, snap out of it!” Ćato asked 
what happened and we told him Nikita was eating 
beans and found a piece of sausage that had appar-
ently spoiled. A second later Ćato ran to the bath-
room threw up all the food he had that day! That 
was his “punishment” for nicking the sausages. 

We all stayed together and we’re still together 
today, we’ve maintained good relationships. A 
25-year friendship – I think that’s rare. However 
crazy the war was, and people were being killed, 
those were good times in which people were peo-
ple and friends. There were truly just a few of us. 
People say there were 10 to 15 thousand of de-
fenders and residents there. However many, there 
wasn’t enough. 

You had to drive from Retfala to Donji Grad 
(the Downtown area), and in the worst of times 
you wouldn’t see a single soul or vehicle on the 
streets for a day or two. Those who stayed in the 
city, did so with intent. They stayed to defend 
their city, regardless of their likely fate. Osijek was 
surrounded on three sides, yet we never surren-
dered. I believe that Yellow Submarine, together 
with the defenders and residents, contributed to 
the city’s defence.

 

Kit Karson:

A severe artillery attack was launched on 
Osijek a little after 12 o’clock.  

The attack was systematic and coordinated 
from well-known Chetnik strongholds. 
Their shells fell all over the city, and even the 
cathedral was targeted. 

But we weren’t afraid. God kept us safe. We 
attended mass served by Chaplain Ivan. When 
the pounding began, there were about 500 
of us left in the church. That’s when the team 
from Yellow Submarine got this brilliant idea 
to collect another round of alms for mockery 
of Yellow Submarine’s crew, but the virtuous 
chaplain stopped us from doing so at the 
last moment to protect the interests of his 
congregation. 

Hence, we feared no shells because God was 
protecting us.

Tihomir ‘Kit Karson’ Zlatarić
1961-2014 

Transcript from a Yellow Submarine broadcast. 
Tihomir ‘Kit Karson’ Zlatarić often aired satirical 
“news” to liven things up. 
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There was no need for an invitation to Yel-
low Submarine. All troop members were there 
voluntarily. We all participated in the broadcast; 
however, Igor and Robert (or ‘Sokol’ and ‘Kljun’) 
anchored most frequently. Phone calls needed to 
be taken and technical stuff needed to be done, 
but we were also commanding the troops as we 
were members of the battalion command and, 
along with Yellow Submarine, we had our mili-
tary tasks. We held our frontlines, and when Yel-
low Submarine began broadcasting, we needed to 
hold that post, too. 

It was obvious that the public felt the urge to 
communicate with us. They called, and their calls 
showed us we were needed. They listened to us and 
lived with us. For example, they wished to fulfil our 
wishes, as a token of affection, sometimes they in-
vited us to their cellars, where they danced. Once 
a lady asked us to come and fetch a cake she baked 
for us. We arrived and found her in tears. Sobbing, 
she said that she had baked a cake, but a shell hit 
her house and her fridge was damaged, including 
the cake. The cake had been baked in the shape of a 
yellow submarine, and it was thoroughly smashed. 

But we ate it with relish, spitting out the shrapnel 
and thanking the lady. That was a war cake! Those 
on the opposing side wanted to destroy Yellow 
Submarine, but failed to destroy a single cake, be-
cause we ate it, in synergy, all of us together!

A Dose for Valpovo  
We were invited to Valpovo, to a castle from 

which their radio broadcast was aired, but Valpovo 
was not ready for our type of radio communica-
tion. Kljun and Sokol hosted the broadcast and 
we were answering phone calls. We aired the same 
songs we used to air in Osijek and people were 
invited to call us. Once the broadcast began, an 
attack on Valpovo began. It was one of the most 
severe attacks, according to the residents of Val-

A Cake Full of Shrapnel 
Dragan ‘Godra’ Đaković 

povo. I was answering the calls myself and people 
sounded worried, saying: “What are you doing to 
them?”, “Why do you make them nervous?”, “Stop, 
look at what they’re doing to us!” It was a smaller 
and more peaceful community, unaccustomed to 
the spite and defiance of Yellow Submarine. It had 
been agreed that we would host their nightly show, 
but they pleaded with us to just stop.  

Osijek and its environs took to spiting and 
defying the aggressor, which we expressed in our 
broadcasts. A small number of people remained 
in the city, and we were the driving force that mo-
tivated the public, a kind of optimism. The colour 
yellow was the colour of optimism and hope, and 
our role was to raise morale. 

Memories flash… they come and go… of us 
being all together… of our guests visiting… the 
fatigue and everything… war missions… and yet 
we managed to find the strength to live through it 
with the merry crew in Yellow Submarine… We 
felt the sense of togetherness and that nothing was 
ever hard on anyone. It was an army and could be 
commanded, but we did it all gladly and it was all 
really good. 
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Why ‘Rabid Dogs’? Well, no good reason, 
guard dogs. I was a security platoon commander 
at the time, and dogs are guards, right? Someone 
blabbed it – and that’s that. Accepted! The same 
thing with code names and everything else, it oc-
curs spontaneously. Ivica Mlinarević, the Fisher 
brothers, Zoran Ristić, Marinko Glavaš and I 
were the Rabid Dogs team. A group of people 
who might have never met under different cir-
cumstances, maybe because of age differences, or 
occupations, we never would have socialized or 
even talked to each other. However, it was inter-
esting: a bunch of guys from all over that func-
tioned superbly!

The atmosphere in the newsroom was more 
or less spontaneous, without any programming. 
We would sit down, turn on the mikes and just 
work. Nobody decided on daily topics. We got 
ideas and put together our programme. You’re 
pleased when people call you in those trying 
times telling you they actually liked the show. 
This fact alone, that you did something good for 
someone, despite the circumstances, fills you 
with indescribable pleasure. 

Rabid Dogs
Željko ‘Tobi’ Fezer 

Kljun, Godra, Tobi, and Kit Karson 
during the filming of “Gardijada” 
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In early 1992 I returned to Osijek from the 
western fronts, just around the time when the 
‘Yellow’ began airing. Returning from the Lipik 
and Pakrac fronts, I joined the psy-ops section of 
the 132nd Brigade. I used to be a DJ in the Vega, 
and all my records were still there. 

The guys used them to launch Yellow Subma-
rine. Namely, my entire collection from the Vega 
became Yellow Submarine’s audio library. Sokol 
and Kljun invited me to join them, to play music 
– and so I joined.

They told me: “You need a code name! Have 
you got one? All of us do…” I replied: “Well, then, 
on the battlefield they called me Curica [Little 
Girl], so call me Curica.”

Most times I just played music, I only talked 
when the city was being pounded. We used to 
interrupt the broadcast immediately and inform 
the public that Osijek was being shelled. The first 
night I arrived at work I asked the guys where to 
park my car. They said I should drive inside, be-
cause I left it in front of the Zvijezda movie thea-
tre. And just as I drove inside, somebody came, I 
can’t remember who it was, and said that his car 

was blown up, and it was parked at exactly the 
same spot where I intended to park mine.

Music for Certain Girls 
We didn’t mind the work – we were bring-

ing a trace of hope and light to people in their 
“submarines”, with music in particular. The more 
the city was pounded’, the merrier we were and 
played songs to cheer people up. In my building in 
Retfala kids were recording the music of the day 
on tapes, which they may cherish to this day.

The broadcast would always begin with The 
Beatles’ “Yellow Submarine”, but the must-plays 
were also “Wind of Change” by the Scorpions, 
“Don’t Cry” by Guns ‘n’ Roses, and “Čedo, maj-
mune” by Borci sa Sjenjaka. 

Often, during power outages, we had to run to 
the top floor of the Hotel Osijek and turn on the 
transmitter. Sometimes between broadcasts, for 
example in the morning, I would go and turn on 
the transmitter and broadcast music for certain 
girls who requested them. I’d play the songs and 
turn off the transmitter. And they got the message!

Yellow Submarine was, so to speak, the 
launch of my radio career. After that I returned 
to the Vega as a DJ, and then worked for Slavon-
ski Radio, which is a sort of a successor to Yellow 
Submarine. 

Call Me Little Girl Goran ‘DJ Curica’ Horvatić 

Often celebrities visited Yellow 
Submarine. Their presence on the air 
encouraged residents and defenders to 
endure the hardships they were facing.

Front row: Robert ‘Kljun’ Opačak,  
Matija Ljubek, Igor ‘Sokol’ Vrandečić 

Top row: Goran ‘Curica’ Horvatić, two 
lovely guests, Nikola ‘Nikita’ Matijević, 
Tihomir ‘Kit Karson’ Zlatarić, Ratko 
Žuvela, Željko ‘Tobi’ Fezer, Ivan 
Budetić, Zlatko ‘Torpedo’ Dundović 
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Kljun: And we have a new guest in our studio. We 
called him Mali Sokol [Little Falcon] who, unfor-
tunately, left Osijek too early. Well, now, was he a 
runaway-eel or vodar (chickenshit), as we used to 
call them? But, Krešo, why did you actually leave?

Mali Sokol: I was invited to go to Hamburg. I said – 
what would I do here? I told myself – hit the road.

Sokol: Joking aside, Hrvatski Sokol [Croatian Fal-
con] or Krešo ‘Mali Sokol’ Sudar was an underage 
legend of the Homeland War. Unfortunately, he 
was injured early. He was hit by a sniper round to 
the head and had to leave us. But as soon as he 
returned, he joined our defence, the Homeland 
War. Therefore, great thanks to him and it’s my 
honour knowing this young, dear man.

Mali Sokol: Luckily I was shot in the head, so 
none of my vital organs were hit.

Kljun: We all said that a hundred times, ‘thank 
God he was hit in the head, so there are no se-
rious injuries.’ Krešo, you underwent treatment 
and numerous operations. But what about Yellow 
Submarine? Your knowledge of it. You were part 
of the initial crew.

Mali Sokol: You sent tapes to me in Hamburg, 
where I was treated first. Then I was moved to 
the Krapinske Toplice spa and I played them a 
bit there. And then some people from Krapina’s 

Radio KAJ heard that one of the ‘Submariners’ 
was in the spa and they invited me to Radio KAJ 
where I introduced Yellow Submarine.

Kljun: Nice of you to promote us. Unfortunately, 
too many guys were wounded and too many were 
killed, but we somehow managed. We were on 
top of the entire story and, thank dear God, we 
managed to see our Krešo married.

Mali Sokol: I’ve been thinking to myself the en-
tire time, since the beginning of the show, Žuvela! 
Ratko Žuvela? Is that the guy who used to sell old 
newspapers at the outdoor produce market?

Sokol: He was a scalper, too. He sold tickets in 
front of the movie theatre.

Kljun: Ooooh… wait until he hears that. If Žukov 
is listening, he’ll beat the hell out of you… Ouch, 
Žukov, did you hear what he just said?

Sokol: There we go, dear friends, cellarmen, ‘Sub-
mariners’, defenders, invalids, I bid you all good-
bye as we have our dearest guest here directly from 
Korčula. He’s buying a pack of frozen octopus, 10 
kilos, 2 worried redfish, 10 litres of wine and 5 litres 
of olive oil as we speak. Žukov, is that true?

Kljun: Žukov, I have a question – should I arrest 
this cripple or can he stay free? To defend himself 
on bail pending your arrival, or…?

Žukov: No! In light of his vital organs, or should I 
say legs, o.k. compared to his head, I’ll catch him 
wherever he goes.

Kljun: You can’t deal with him, but you can’t hold 
it against him. Watch out, they took half of his 
brain out, and he never had a whole one in the 
first place.

Žukov: I just wanted to say something else. 
Namely, I’ve known about this for two days now 
and I follow you and so forth. My son Branimir 
performed a miracle, he connected me over the 
net and I’ve been listening to you from the first 
second. And that first second was the most emo-
tional for me!
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Visiting a wounded fellow soldier. Krešimir ‘Mali Sokol’ Sudar and 
Zlatko ‘Torpedo’ Dundović 
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Torpedo: Osijek’s Front Gate – today we 
heard and learned about it, so please explain 
what “Osijek’s Front Gate” means?

Hrvatski vojnik: : “Well, it means that this is 
one of the most sensitive spots. We know our 
enemy’s goal, it’s primarily to strike with its 
main force from Tenjski Antunovac, that is 
from Divoš, to then merge with forces in Bu-
dimci and other ‘Serbian’ villages and their 
strongholds, and finally to cut off Osijek com-
pletely. I think that in that case Osijek would 
be in the highly unenviable position and that 
would be a situation which we would rather 
not think about. 

We came here primarily to defend Croatia, 
and each of our soldiers is aware that it’s here 
where they defend their homes. I think there’s 
not a chance in the world, regardless of the 
force, regardless of everything the enemy has 
at their disposal, that they succeed in this. 

I mean, they are aware that constant attacks 
are probably caused by their lack of forces for 
an open attack, and believe that landmines 
will demoralize them. What I know is that 
each mine increases the morale of my soldiers 
by an inch.

Kljun: Hey, have you heard this, one mine, and 
our morale spruces up? That’s how it was. This 
was coverage that could be heard on a daily basis 
thanks to Yellow Submarine. It was recorded by 
our Zlatko ‘Torpedo’ Dundović, and this was a 
report covering a unit that was not from Osijek, 
but came to help us defend our city. There were 
many such units and we are boundlessly grateful 
to them.

Audio recording of a field interview with a Croatian 
soldier on the front by Zlatko ‘Torpedo’ Dundović.

Krešimir ‘Mali Sokol’ Sudar and Zlatko ‘Torpedo’ Dundović 

27



The first unofficial competition of soldiers in unvanquished Osijek

Yellow Submarine Wins
In a break between their regular wartime duties, Croatian soldiers 
found the time and energy to relax and have fun.

Osijek, 12 January – A match be-
tween two Croatian Army football 
teams, Yellow Submarine and the Un-
breakables, was played on Osijek’s 
Ante Starčević Square at 9 p.m. The 
match ended with a victory for Yellow 
Submarine with a score of 5-3.

The goals for Yellow Submarine were 
scored by Torpedo 1, who put two shots 
in the net, and Torpedo, Torpedo 3 and 
Torpedo 10 with one each. Kljun, Pa-
dobranac and Sokol each scored one 
goal for the Unbreakables.

On the well-lit but exceptionally slip-
pery (marble tile) pitch, with a rather 
unusual shape for playing football, the 
Croatian soldiers displayed exceptional 
skill and peak form.

In the second half, the ranks of the Un-
breakables were joined by Ivica Grnja, 
an Osijek football legend, also a mem-
ber of the Croatian Army. But even this 
top-flight reinforcement was not enough 
to save the Unbreakables from defeat.

Despite the chilly and windy condi-
tions just ahead of curfew, the match 

was still attended by about a hundred 
spectators, and the loudest among them 
were the ‘Submariner’ fans led by Mali 
Sokol.

The spectators were on their best be-
haviour – to be sure, there was no ref 
to insult, but they also didn’t throw any 
“projectiles” onto the pitch.

The winning Yellow Submarine team 
called on all interested football clubs to 
contact them to arrange future matches.

M.V.

Croatian soldiers truly do not need anyone else to raise their morale – even in devastated Osijek they will find 
the unbreakable strength of the Croatian spirit inside themselves.

Photo by:  D. Baratanić

PRVO NESLUŽBENO NATJECANJE VOJAKA U NEPOKORENOM OSIJEKU

Pobjeda »Žute podmornice«
U predahu između svojih redovitih ratnih aktivnosti hrvatski vojaci 
nalaze vremena i snage za zabavu i opuštanje

OSIJEK, 12. siječnja - U 21 sat u 
središtu Osijeka na trgu Ante Starčevi-
ća odigrana je utakmica između nogo-
metnih ekipa Hrvatske vojske - »Žute 
podmornice« i »Nesalomljivih«. Su-
sret je okončan pobjedom »Žute pod-
mornice«, rezultatom 5:3.

Zgoditke za »Žutu podmornicu« po-
stigli su: Torpedo 1 - dva zgoditka, te 
Torpedo, Torpedo 3 i Torpedo 10 po je-
dan. Za »Nesalomljive« po jedan zgo-
ditak postigli su Kljun, Padobranac i 
Sokol.

Na terenu, za nogomet neobičnog 
oblika, dobro osvjetljenom, ali izuzet-
no kliskom (mramorne ploče), hrvatski 
vojaci su iskazali izuzetnu vještinu i 
sjajnu kondiciju.

U drugom poluvremenu ekipi »Nesa-
lomljivih« priključio se Ivica Grnja, 
osječka nogometna legenda, također 
pripadnik Hrvatske vojske. No, ni tako 
vrsno pojačanje nije bilo dostatno »Ne-
salomljivima« da ih spasi poraza.

Susretuje, unatoč hladnom i vjetrovi-
tom vremenu, uoči policijskog sata bilo 

nazočno stotinjak gledatelja, a najglasni-
ji među njima bili su navijači »Podmor-
ničara« pod vodstvom Malog Sokola.

Gledatelji su bili izuzetno korektni - 
nisu vrijeđali suca doduše, nije ga ni 
bilo, a na teren nisu upućivali nikakve 
»projektile«.

Pobjednici susreta, ekipe »Žute pod-
mornice«, pozivaju sve zainteresirane 
nogometne ekipe da im se jave glede 
dogovora za slijedeće susrete.

M.V.

Hrvatskim vojnicima doista nitko sa strane ne treba podizati motal - i u razrušenom Osijeku oni će pronaći 
sebe i u sebi nesalomljivu snagu hrvatske duše

Snimio: D. Baratanić
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PRVO NESLUŽBENO NATJECANJE VOJAKA U NEPOKORENOM OSIJEKU

Pobjeda »Žute podmornice«
U predahu između svojih redovitih ratnih aktivnosti hrvatski vojaci 
nalaze vremena i snage za zabavu i opuštanje

OSIJEK, 12. siječnja - U 21 sat u 
središtu Osijeka na trgu Ante Starčevi-
ća odigrana je utakmica između nogo-
metnih ekipa Hrvatske vojske - »Žute 
podmornice« i »Nesalomljivih«. Su-
sret je okončan pobjedom »Žute pod-
mornice«, rezultatom 5:3.

Zgoditke za »Žutu podmornicu« po-
stigli su: Torpedo 1 - dva zgoditka, te 
Torpedo, Torpedo 3 i Torpedo 10 po je-
dan. Za »Nesalomljive« po jedan zgo-
ditak postigli su Kljun, Padobranac i 
Sokol.

Na terenu, za nogomet neobičnog 
oblika, dobro osvjetljenom, ali izuzet-
no kliskom (mramorne ploče), hrvatski 
vojaci su iskazali izuzetnu vještinu i 
sjajnu kondiciju.

U drugom poluvremenu ekipi »Nesa-
lomljivih« priključio se Ivica Grnja, 
osječka nogometna legenda, također 
pripadnik Hrvatske vojske. No, ni tako 
vrsno pojačanje nije bilo dostatno »Ne-
salomljivima« da ih spasi poraza.

Susretuje, unatoč hladnom i vjetrovi-
tom vremenu, uoči policijskog sata bilo 

nazočno stotinjak gledatelja, a najglasni-
ji među njima bili su navijači »Podmor-
ničara« pod vodstvom Malog Sokola.

Gledatelji su bili izuzetno korektni - 
nisu vrijeđali suca doduše, nije ga ni 
bilo, a na teren nisu upućivali nikakve 
»projektile«.

Pobjednici susreta, ekipe »Žute pod-
mornice«, pozivaju sve zainteresirane 
nogometne ekipe da im se jave glede 
dogovora za slijedeće susrete.

M.V.

Hrvatskim vojnicima doista nitko sa strane ne treba podizati motal - i u razrušenom Osijeku oni će pronaći 
sebe i u sebi nesalomljivu snagu hrvatske duše

Snimio: D. Baratanić
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RKP »ŽUTA PODMORNICA«
Kraj eksperimentalnog 
emitiranja

Od danas prva ratna krugovalna postaja Hrvatske vojske „Žuta 
podmornica“ završava s eksperimentalnim emitiranjem programa. 
Ekipa „Žute podmornice“ poziva slušatelje da se jave na telefon 
32-488 i kažu svoje primjedbe na dosadašnje emitiranje, te prijed-
loge za daljnji rad. Od večeras se uvode i neke novosti, direktna 
javljanja i druga iznenađenja. Emitiranje i dalje traje od 20 do 24 
sata, no, uskoro se može, na zahtjev brojnih slušatelja, očekivati i 
produženje programa. M.V.

Popularni terenac Dundo alias Debeli Torpedo – na položaju!
Snimio: D.BARTANIĆ

RADIO YELLOW SUBMARINE
End of test broadcasting

As of today, the Croatian Army wartime radio station, Yellow Sub-
marine, is concluding its test broadcasting. The crew of Yellow 
Submarine asks listeners to call 32-488 and share their comments 
on previous broadcasts and their suggestions for further work. 
Some novelties are being introduced as of this evening, such as 
direct calls on the air and other surprises. Broadcasts will continue 
from 8 p.m. to midnight, but at the request of listeners, an exten-
sion of this air time may be expected.

Photo by: D. Bartanić
The popular off-road vehicle Dundo, alias ‘Fat Torpedo’ – at its post!

M.V.

YELLOW SUBMARINE 
RADIO

TEST BROADCASTING:
It airs on 97.3 FM from 8 p.m. 
to midnight. The phone line 
at 32-488 is open to listeners 
from 4 to 5 p.m., when they 
can send greetings to mem-
bers of the Croatian Army

Saturday, 8 February 1992

NEW ON THE AIR

Radio Yellow Submarine
On Friday, the Croatian Army’s wartime station, Radio Yellow 
Submarine, began airing regular broadcasts. We can listen every 
evening on the FM band at 97.3, from 8 p.m. to midnight.
Test broadcasting has shown that the new station is heard within 
a sufficient range, that all Croatian soldiers can hear it, whether 
at home or in the trenches. The broadcasts are, above all, meant 
for them. Initial experiences have shown that the civilian popu-
lation from the city and its environs also enjoyed the broadcasts.

M.V.

NOVO U ETERU

Radio »Žuta podmornica«
U petak je redovito emitiranje počela Ratna krugovalna postaja 

Hrvatske vojske „Žuta podmornica“. Možemo je slušati svake ve-
čeri na ultrakratkovalnom opsegu, na frekvenciji 97,3 MHz, i to od 
20 do 24 sata.

Pokusno emitiranje pokazalo je da se nova radio-postaja čuje do-
voljno daleko, da je mogu čuti svi hrvatski vojaci, bili kod kuće ili 
u rovu. Program je, prije svega, njima i namijenjen. Prva iskustva, 
međutim, pokazala su da je i civilno pučanstvo grada i okolice bilo 
zadovoljno programom.

Kolegama iz „Žute podmornice“ želimo dobru čujnost i mnogo 
uspjeha u radu.

M.V.

Subota, 8. veljače 1992.

»Žuta podmornica« tre-
nutačno je jedina ratna krugo-
valna postaja u Slavoniji i Ba-
ranji, a njezin program mnogo 
je slušaniji od bilo kojeg drugog 
medija u Osijeku. Često ima 
goste u programu, a sve je više 
uglednih građana i gradskih 
čelnika koji gostuju u njenim 
emisijama. U subotu je gost bio 
gradonačelnik Osijeka, gospo-
din dr. Zlatko Kramarić. Te- 
ma razgovora bila je trenu-
tačna politička situacija u 
Hrvatskoj Herceg-Bosni.
Osim gradonačelnika, “Pod-
mornicu” su posjetili i u razgo-
voru sudjelovali gospoda Ivan 
Meštrović i Krunoslav 
Olujić.

Tekst i snimak:D.Bartanić

Gradonačel- 
nik u »Pod 
mornici«

Mayor  
visits the

‘Submarine’
Yellow Submarine is currently 
the only wartime radio station 
in Slavonia and Baranja, and its 
broadcasts have higher ratings 
than any other media in Osijek. 
It often has guests on air, and 
more and more respected cit-
izens and city officials are par-
ticipating in its broadcasts. On 
Saturday Osijek Mayor Zlatko 
Kramarić was a guest. They 
talked about the current po-
litical situation in Croatia and 
Bosnia-Herzegovina. Besides 
the mayor, the ‘Submarine’ was 
also visited by Ivan Meštrović 
and Krunoslav Olujić, who sat 
down for interviews.

Text and photo: D. Bartanić

Thursday, 27 February 1992



ČETNICI BI VOLJELI
IMATI »PODMORNICU «,
A L I  J E  N E M A J U

»Žuta podmornica« jedin-
stvena je gardijska radio-stanica 
čiji program podiže moral hrvat-
skim borcima u rovovima na pr-
vim linijama fronte oko Osijeka. 
Zasad se sluša preko »motorola«, 
a ovih dana hrvatskim borcima 
podijelit će se pet stotina tranzi-
stora na kojima će na bojištima 
Slavonije i Baranje moći sluša-
ti svoj program. Trio u sastavu: 
Igor Vrandečić, Robert Opačak 
i Zlatko Dundović uskoro oče-
kuju još jednu berićetnu pošiljku 
tranzistorskih prijemnika u istom 
broju kao dar osječkog samostal-
nog privrednika Zvonka Bedea i 
njegova poduzeća »Plasteks«.

Kad svi prijamnici stignu i po-
dijele se, program će se emitirati 
u tri navrata u dužini od jednog 
do dva sata i kao do sada, bit će 
maksimalno prilagođen životu i 
potrebama hrvatskih boraca na 
frontu. Već je postalo pravilo da 
obraćanje borcima počinje pje-
smom Lennona i McCartneya 
»Yellow Submarine«, zaštitnim 
znakom radio postaje. U ponoć 
počinju taktovi hrvatske verzije 
»Lili Marlene«, pjesme »Čekam 
te« kad baršunasti glas Anje Šo-
vagović i opori glasovi hrvatskih 

boraca griju promrzla tijela koja 
brane našu domovinu. Za odjavu 
i za mirnu noć »Žuta podmor-
nica« oprašta se pjesmom »Bad 
Company« isoimene grupe.

Koliko je pjesma »Čekam« te 
postala popularna svjedoči i upa-
danje četničkih glasova na fre-
kvencije »Žute podmornice« koji 
traže »bis«. Uzalud iz Baranje 
traže »Žutu podmornicu« i prijete 
da će je torpedirati. Ona je dobro 
utvrđena i iz svog skloništa poru-
čuje svojim slušateljima: »Danas 
još vezana za bovu, za koji dan 
u vašem rovu«.

GARDIJSKA RADIO STANICA

YELLOW SUBMARINE

THE CHETNIKS 
WOULD LOVE TO 

HAVE ‘SUBMARINE’, 
BUT THEY JUST DON’T

YELLOW SUBMARINE

AN ARMY RADIO STATION

Yellow Submarine is a unique army 
radio station with broadcasts that 
raise the morale of Croatian troops 
in the trenches on the frontlines 
around Osijek. For now they listen 
to it on their walkie-talkies, but soon 
five hundred transistor radios will 
be handed out to Croatian soldiers, 
so that they can listen to its broad-
casts on the battle fronts of Slavonia 
and Baranja. A trio consisting of 
Igor Vrandečić, Robert Opačak and 
Zlatko Dundović are awaiting anoth-
er copious shipment with an equal 
number of transistor radios as a gift 
from independent Osijek business-
man Zvonko Bede and his company 
Plasteks.

When all radios arrive and are dis-
tributed, the broadcasts will be aired 
in three one- to two-hour slots and as 
before, they will as much as possible be 
adapted to the life and needs of Croa-
tian troops on the front. It has already 
become a custom that the broadcast 
to soldiers begins with the Beatles’ 
song “Yellow Submarine,” the station’s 
trademark. Midnight brings the notes 
of the Croatian version of “Lili Mar-
leen,” followed by the song “Čekam 
te” (“I’m Waiting for You”) when the 
velvety voice of Anja Šovagović and 
the coarse voices of Croatian soldiers 

warm the chilled bodies defending our 
homeland. Radio Yellow Submarine 
signs off and says good night with the 
song “Bad Company” by the band of 
the same name.

It’s a testament to how popular the 
song “Čekam te” has become that even 
Chetnik voices break into Yellow Sub-
marine’s frequency, calling for an en-
core. The search for Yellow Submarine 
and threats to torpedo it from Baranja 
are all for naught. It is well fortified 
and from its refuge it tells its listeners: 
“Today still tied to the quay, we’ll be 
in your trench in any day.”

RADIO YELLOW SUBMARINE

Top chart
As time passes, Radio Yellow 

Submarine (97.yuck) is receiving 
more and more requests from li-
steners, so as of next weekend the 
Yellow Submarine top chart is being 
launched. Each Saturday, they will 
only play your requests. Voting for 
the top chart will be done by phone 
(Thursday from 2 to 4 p.m.) or by 
letters that arrive by Thursday by 4 
p.m., sent to the address Žuta pod-
mornica, pp 58, 54000 Osijek.

All votes go into a drum and then 
a draw is held. On Saturday, 28 Mar-
ch, you will listen to the first requests 
and something about the prizes.
Text and photo: D. BARTANIĆ

Mr. Arne Ogaard, a representa-
tive of Mag Instrument, Inc. from 
the USA, visited eastern Slavo-
nia in order to personally oversee 
and coordinate the distribution of 
50,000 Maglite flashlights. The 
flashlights are a gift from Mr. 
Tony Maglica, the owner of this 
well-known American company. 
The gift’s value is slightly less 
than a million US dollars, and the 
flashlights will be distributed to 
firefighters, emergency medical 
crews, and, naturally, Croatian 
Army soldiers.

Mr. Ogaard visited Radio 
Yellow Submarine as well. He 
personally conveyed greetings to 
all defenders of ‘Our Beautiful’ 
homeland, and presented the ra-
dio staff with a set of flashlights.

THE CROATIAN ARMY’S 
FIRST WARTIME RADIO 

STATION
Maglite in the 
S u b m a r i n e

M.V.
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A Contribution to
Branimir Glavaš

I recall Yellow Submarine well, the time when 
it all began and how it began. I recall the young 
crew that worked for the radio station which 
played an important role and made a contribu-
tion to the city’s defence. 

It all happened during December 1991, soon 
after the return of Igor ‘Sokol’  Vrandečić, who 
was severely wounded with several of his fellow 
combatants during the attack on and liberation 
of the ‘White Barracks’ in Osijek. After his con-
valescence and return from treatment, he was as-
signed the task of lifting the morale of the public 
in Osijek and taking action against the aggressor 
by means of a radio station. 

I was the commander of Osijek’s defence and 
we agreed that such a radio station should be pre-
pared and organized, as much as possible given 
the wartime conditions. Being enthusiasts, they 

first used primitive means, walkie-talkies and oth-
er technical devices. It soon proved insufficient, 
so Igor came to the City Defence Command one 
day and asked for my help in obtaining equipment 
and setting up a small radio station. The City De-
fence Command assigned some funds, pieces of 
equipment were purchased and others were ac-
quired through Croatian Radio-Television. Soon 
enough, already in January, the radio station be-
gan test broadcasting, and shortly afterward it 
was formally launched, and we can now say that it 
was massive. It was a true success for those times. 
Today, technical advancements are far greater and 
today’s youth can hardly travel 25 years back in 
time. Many were not even born then.

Each day, from the summer and autumn of 
1991, the Greater Serbian army shelled the ex-
isting transmitters of Croatian Radio-Television. 

With the guys from Yellow Submarine  
Luka ‘Laki’ Šarić, Tihomir ‘Kit Karson’ Zlatarić, 
Nikola ‘Nikita’ Matijević, Branimir Glavaš
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There were virtually no privately-owned media 
or any free media, so Croatia’s situation was that 
of being in media isolation on a daily basis. For 
example, during the autumn and winter of 1991, 
each and every transmitter in Croatia was shelled 
and the news broadcasts from Radio Zagreb and 
Croatian Television were often interrupted. 

So we lived in media isolation and often faced 
problems with dissemination of information, so 
the establishment, organization and function-
ing of such a mini-radio station, at the local level, 
meant a lot. Osijek and its surroundings were ex-
posed to bombardment for months. Residents 
lived in cellars and the radio station was one of 
the major sources of information about daily and 
current events on the city’s defence line, and the 
citizens loved listening to Yellow Submarine.

It is well known that Osijek’s defence line 
was 52 km long, the city was almost completely 
surrounded. The defenders put up quite a fight 
accompanied by Yellow Submarine’s music and 
messages. The role of Yellow Submarine, the crew 
led by Igor Vrandečić and his colleagues, mem-
bers of the 160th Brigade, was immeasurable in 
the sense of psychological warfare at the time of 
Greater Serbian aggression against Osijek. Even 
today, with a quarter-century of hindsight, I can 
only repeat and thank them for their role and con-
tribution to the defence of the city of Osijek. 

Photograph: Marin Topić
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The war was conducive to pluralism, which 
was equally felt on the media scene. Besides all 
official media channels, which articulated official 
political standpoints from the Government, the 
President, city, municipal and also military au-
thorities, there was a need and necessity to create 
an alternative medium.

There were also periodicals launched by local 
soldiers, while this crew realized and showed the 
public that, regardless of wartime circumstances 
and the hardships we were facing, a wartime radio 
station was much needed. It articulated a message, 
so to speak, of the ‘weaker subjects’, people who 
were directly involved in the war and who very 
much needed to speak about their experience and 
bear witness. They were able to do so through Yel-
low Submarine, in a conjunction of official policy, 
which they defended, and their worldview, they 
could testify to what was going on. If I’m not mis-
taken, I myself went there several times, as the 
wartime mayor, and endorsed their efforts, made 
under such modest conditions. 

They organized several concerts back then, 
and I liked Tereza Kesovija’s concert in particu-
lar. She is a well-established performer and she 
sang in the Student Centre. We know what the 
building was like and that it wasn’t safe, but she 
performed as if she was in the Olympia in Paris 
or the Lisinski Hall in Zagreb. Joan Baez sang for 
American troops in Vietnam, even though she 
was a pacifist. Tereza held a splendid concert for 
those guys, soldiers, defenders. 

Underground Times 
Zlatko Kramarić

The guys had little media experience, they went 
straight from a café, the city’s main promenade, or 
a night club to the front, “when you don’t choose the 
time, rather the time chooses you” and they responded 
quickly and intuitively and set aside mainstream jour-
nalism. They did what the standard media could not, 
what they weren’t even permitted to do.
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The times were quite distressing, to say the 
least. Therefore the Yellow Submarine project was 
of utmost importance. By functioning through 
a wartime radio station, the guys brought vigour, 
hope and optimism. Music and the media served 
as a continuation of policy and war by different 
means. It was highly important to win the media 
war, while their target audience… their feelings 
were nailed. The horizon of their expectations was 
vital and it’s a good thing to document that and not 
forget. In this way we can show that the war was far 
more complex than it appears at first glance. 

Creating a Collective Identity
Classic war correspondence was not a neces-

sity as there were media in charge of disseminat-
ing official information, but we were ready for this 
alternative approach, which was clear with Yellow 
Submarine. The guys had little media experience, 
they went straight from a café, the city’s main 
promenade, or a night club to the front, “when you 
don’t choose the time, rather the time chooses you” 
and they responded quickly and intuitively and set 
aside mainstream journalism. They did what the 

standard media could not, what they weren’t even 
permitted to do.

For example, you let a man, who came straight 
from the front, spending ten days in staggering 
conditions, talk about his experience, present his 
trauma and everything the war brings you, and that 
was backed by specific music and solidarity with 
the defenders. That’s how a collective identity was 
created, aimed at underscoring that what was done 
actually made sense and that no one was alone in it. 

The choice of the name, Yellow Submarine, was 
interesting, because it is associated with The Beatles. 
By choosing that name they showed their sophisti-
cation, that it was a European concept, and everyone 
who came recognized the label and message. It was 
well thought out as those were ‘undersea’ or ‘under-
ground’ times. When we talked to visiting fellow 
politicians or foreign reporters, we told them about 
the existence of such a concept, or about this radio 
station, they clearly recognized that it was about ur-
banity, about guys who were not militant. Let’s recall 
the clear context in which the song by The Beatles 
was written: the 1960s, flower power and the hip-

pie movement, the anti-war movement, the anti-Vi-
etnam movement and every crisis of the Cold War 
era, to which The Beatles responded by displacing 
themselves from, figuratively speaking, the normal 
world. This is exactly what our guys were doing and 
this must be acknowledged. 

However pathetic it may sound to some to-
day, the times were what they were and we had 
no alternative. We could not stand up and surren-
der, show them up with some kind of Ghandian 
peaceful resistance. No, those were times when 
you had to think of defence first and that defence 
showed that there were always variations, and this 
was just one of the better ones at the time. 

There were many things related to Osijek that 
were good at the time, and not only those from 
Osijek, but from Croatia in general, and Yellow 
Submarine was a great thing and I’m proud of it. 
The pluralism was vital to demonstrating that there 
are numerous different views focused on defend-
ing Croatia and Osijek, on protecting dignity and 
integrity, both moral and human, and eventually 
the viability of the idea you were ready to defend: 
independent and autonomous Croatia. 
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Ivica Vrkić: First of all, I honestly congratu-
late and thank you for everything you did. It’s 
amazing, and it was all an improvisation. Ac-
tually, it was a real trial run for the greatest de-
fence: you occupied the airwaves in that way 
that we occupied and reclaimed our territory 
and vanquished the enemy. On behalf of all of 
our fellow citizens, today, 25 years later, I’m ex-
tremely grateful.

Sokol: You were with us back then, you were 
part of the city’s defence. Yellow Submarine – 
what was your impression back then? In hind-
sight, you said what you were thinking. But at 
that time the Submarine meant the world to 
our citizens, I think. What was your view? 

Vrkić: My view was that it was the only real, 
yet seemingly virtual defence from those, so to 
speak, whose bodies we reached, to hit them 
where it hurt. To beat them with culture and 
songs, jokes, to sneak behind their backs when 
they least expected it. You were doing all that, 
and you simply did not have to prepare your-
selves. You lived defence. You lived with your 

fellow citizens. You performed miracles, even 
though it seemed as though you were just fool-
ing around. 

Sokol: Well, we were fooling around! 
(Laughter)

Kljun: I’m cutting in to say something com-
pletely different. I’ll call you ‘Ivica’ – because 
that’s what I called you during the war and be-
cause back then we were all equals. There were 
no generals, gods, or anyone else among the 
12,000 of us, we were all equal. I recall it when 
psy-ops started sending memos about what 
should be written and read in the news and in-
formation broadcasts. It was your daily job and 
you and all of psy-ops did so impeccably. It’s in-
delibly fixed in my mind when we had to read in 
the news that our soldiers in Baranja, and every-
thing was directed at them, that they should be 
informed to take great care on the lines around 
the zoo because the reptiles had escaped and 
were allegedly moving toward Bilje, Darda, and 
that everyone should beware, run and hide. 
How were such things formulated?

Vrkić: Well, in our home workshop, like 
you did! (Laughter) Most of it was created at 
times when we were relaxing and thinking of 
ways to mess with them and scare them. We 
lacked what they had, they had weapons. We 
had brains! We had strength and creativity. The 
fabrications in psychological warfare proved 
highly useful as their force was being broken 
where they never expected it. They never ex-
pected the possibility of a miracle, or foolish-
ness, because they were indoctrinated. What 
was important to them was to occupy space, 
to live the Chetnik way in this area, to destroy 
Croatia. We were defending Croatia in the best 
possible way – with immense love and the 
strength to defend it. 

Kljun: Those were nice times that produced 
nice memories. I try to forget all the nasty stuff, 
and moments like this really bring a lot of the 
nice stuff and I’m once again deeply grateful that 
you came here not as the mayor, but rather as Ivi-
ca. Our friend and fellow combatant. And thank 
you for all you did together with us back then.  
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You Performed Miracles 
Ivica Vrkić
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Photograph: Marin Topić 
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During the war we also had to win the media 
war. The Serbian side had overwhelming force, 
they had a strong media presence in the area – 
several radio stations, TV stations, and especial-
ly TV stations in the occupied territories. One 
could hear that Osijek was being split in half, that 
Trpimirova and later Kleinova streets had split 
into halves. People used to call from downtown 
saying they didn’t want to stay in the Serbian 
half and wanted to be transferred to the western, 
Croatian part of the city. The Serbian media were 
quite persuasive! 

Osijek was in an information blockade, Belje 
was occupied, Vinkovci, or rather Borinci was oc-
cupied, Papuk… Croatian Radio-Television’s sig-
nal was hardly getting to cellars, but radio could 

be heard everywhere. At first by walkie-talkies 
and later on by means of radio waves, the idea 
emerged to establish Yellow Submarine on 97.3 
FM, broadcasting 4 hours a day. 

One could learn that our defenders were 
there, that the city was under control, you could 
extend your greetings to a neighbour… People 
had already started communicating as they did 
throughout the war, using codes, not revealing 
their locations, numbers… 

We were surprised with the great response of 
residents those who remained in the city. 

Yellow Submarine disseminated basic infor-
mation, but the primary task was to lift morale 
among soldiers and the public.  

Ivan Šimić

Information 
Blockade

Osijek in an 
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 Top-of-the-Line Disinformation 

When the Yellow Submarine crew presented 
the idea of founding a radio station to the City 
Defence Command, they were regarded suspi-
ciously as we had no equipment, and it had to 
be done swiftly. Branimir Glavaš, the City De-
fence Commander at the time, and the entire 
Command, to which I belonged, backed the 
idea and, even more so, it fit within the measures 
implemented by the propaganda service, at mul-
tiple levels. It was highly important to receive 
information and intel about what was happen-
ing on the front, where a defence breach could 
occur, which part might be shelled heavily, even 
though the entire city was subject to mortar fire. 

This can best be confirmed by the people who 
lived and worked in Osijek at the time, in par-
ticular its defenders. 

Early on, this was a successful improvisation, 
but later on it grew into a professional relation-
ship. We hosted celebrities: entertainers, priests, 
musicians, politicians, and it carried weight. The 
Yellow Submarine crew managed to fit it perfectly 
into their so-called floating broadcast schedule. 
The way in which they communicated and various 
pieces of information that interrupted broadcasts, 
and the music and disinformation – this can’t be 
repeated! For example, Nikola Matijević was able 
to keep telling jokes for over an hour without a 
break, and the jokes were told and re-told long af-
ter the end of the war. 

I believe they did a top-quality job. Of course, 
some songs were ridiculous, but during the war 
that too was part of the propaganda. Should one 
analyse the strength of the opposing side and 
view some of their shows, it would be clear that 
what we were doing was only about 5% of the dis-
information that they served us. 

I think that neither Glas Slavonije, nor Radio 
Osijek, but also no surgeons, bakers, drivers, to 
cite just some of those who remained to defend 
the city, and not even the city of Osijek itself, have 
ever been properly appreciated for our success in 
the war. Nobody mentions Osijek’s battles, even 
though they were highly significant to the defence 
of the entire country!

Since I was part of the City Defence Com-
mand, I believe I have the right to speak about it. 
Osijek was surrounded for years and there was 
only one way out of the city. It’s better we didn’t 
know what was being planned in Belgrade or, at 
the time, in the EU. We were fighting our war 
here, for our city, and we knew it would one day 
be over and that we would win. We were all ready 
to sacrifice our lives at the moment to save this 
city from falling. Osijek didn’t suffer as much as 
Vukovar, yet it contributed greatly to the defence 
of Croatia, but we don’t brag about it as much as 
certain other places take pride in their successes 
during the Homeland War. I think that Osijek was 
somehow left aside, and each of us is responsible 
for that to some extent. 

I think that neither Glas Slavonije, nor Radio 
Osijek, but also no surgeons, bakers, drivers, to cite just 
some of those who remained to defend the city, and not 
even the city of Osijek itself, have ever been properly 
appreciated for our success in the war. Nobody menti-
ons Osijek’s battles, even though they were highly signi-
ficant to the defence of the entire country!
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Kljun: Even though midnight’s already here, we won’t stop. We’ll keep 
working, just for you. We expect the Zlatni Dukati ensemble to enter our 
studio any moment now. They are currently at a huge, fabulous party. Who-
ever missed that should feel sorry, while you who stayed with us through 
the night will get a treat: listening to the Dukati live, as we expect them in 
our studio any moment now. Stay with us, 97.yuck Yellow Submarine. 

Laki, Nokru, Godra, Moki, and Kljun are with you now. Godra and No-
kru are providing comfort and advice. They just advised a brave Croatian 
soldier on how to get a house. How to build a brand new 2-storey house 
with as little money and investment as possible. Nokru is the chief advisor 
for land surveys, engineering and other tasks of the type. So, if you’re inte-
rested in finding a way to own a flat or a house, how to buy a car or if you 
have any other technical problem – ask Nokru, he’ll explain everything.

If you’re having problems in your love life, if there’s an emotional pro-
blem, if there’s a financial problem – Godra is here for you. Generally, there 
are no problems. Because each problem will be resolved immediately after 
you call Yellow Submarine. Dial 127-137 and we’ll solve all your problems.
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I was the commander of the First Sports 
Company in Croatia at the time. I think the idea 
to establish Yellow Submarine was born in late 
December 1991. Using today’s parlance, it was 
quite a hit. It was a positive novelty for all citi-
zens of Osijek, and it could be heard in the sur-
rounding areas. Both commanders and soldiers 
listened to it, but primarily civilians. It served 
up satire and humour. In trying times it offered 
a respite to citizens, but it also issued warnings 
at times of attacks and directed people to their 
cellars. Yellow Submarine was something differ-
ent, different from any other radio at the time. 

My voice could never be heard in any of 
Yellow Submarine’s broadcasts, though I visited 
them often, I was a regular guest. I witnessed 
a number of calls by people and their pleasure 
with the team’s approach. The one important 
thing about it was spontaneity. There was no 
script, no protocol. We spoke on air in the same 
manner as we are speaking right now. Yellow 
Submarine brought a different spirit and opti-
mism in highly trying times for Osijek. It’s like, 

let’s say, we say today that we had a Croatian 
Aladdin’s lamp and we would rub it a little and a 
good genie would appear. Well, that’s what Yel-
low Submarine was to us. 

There were many lovely moments. My life 
is divided into the part prior to the war, or un-
til 1991, and another one from 1991 onward. 
Trust me, there were so many anecdotes and, 
in our slang, brlja [pranks], and we used them 
to alleviate a tough situation. We kidded all the 
time. There was mockery and horsing around. 
We lived from one day to the next as we didn’t 
know what would happen in a minute or two. 
First of all, we made peace with our lives, or at 
least I did. There were good songs and tambur-
itza players, in the hospital and on the frontline, 
so we always strived, and now I speak in the 
context of Yellow Submarine, to make our lives 
easier in any possible way, as we all feared the 
outcome. 

And Yellow Submarine contributed to us 
forgetting the atrocities of war for a short time 
or during a moment of relaxation. 

A Croatian Aladdin’s Lamp 
Željko Širić
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Today, after all these years, I can say that 
those were the times that most of us can divide 
into two parts. I believe one part was crucially 
important and essential – it was emotions, will 
power, what many of us at the time called “the 
heart” with which we participated in events and 
the defence of, primarily, our city. The other part 
was the rational which, luckily, still existed for 
all of us who functioned at the time at, I’d say, a 
reflex and instinctive level; there are numerous 
features that need to be organized for “the heart”, 
which would lead you somewhere, would be 
fully effective. That’s how organizations were es-
tablished, and troops, and people, and solutions, 

as well as a highly creative means of communi-
cation and solution called Yellow Submarine. To 
the best of my knowledge, and from a historical 
distance and with an abundance of experience, it 
was a unique phenomenon in communications. 
Well, I’ve never heard of anything like it, at least 
not in this area. I commend all the people who 
worked on it for their ideas and the efforts and 
energy they expended. 

I was the founder and commander of the 
Student Battalion, and together with other 
founders of that unit I contributed to the de-
fence of the city and Croatia during trying and 
demanding times. Osijek has a long-standing 
university tradition and students, among oth-
ers, played a significant role in the Homeland 
War. The existence of the Student Battalion tes-
tifies to that. Today we are speaking via UNIOS 
Student Radio, and the student tradition, or the 
university tradition, continues. At times like 
that it is students who account for the largest 
share of the intellectual elite and bring an im-
mense energy, and when students are deter-

mined to do something for their city’s defence, 
it is vitally important and has several facets. 
First of all, it was not easy to motivate an intel-
lectual to handle something like weapons. Sec-
ondly, the intellectual reached such a decision 
because he saw that there was no other solution 
and no other way out but to simply decide to 
stand by his fellow citizens and do what needed 
to be done at the time. 

Many of our colleagues never returned 
from the war, and many returned with physical 
or psychical impairments, with no possibility 
and, indeed, incapable of leading a “normal life.” 
I think my answer best describes the meaning 
of having a student population at the time with 
such commitment and attitude.  

Yellow Submarine is a 
Unique Phenomenon

We also contributed to the creation of Yel-
low Submarine’s broadcasts, which were as 
unique back then as they are today. There is lit-

Defiance as a State of Mind! 
Artur Gedike

At that time, there was no difference between 
men in uniform and those working for the media, 
baking bread, climbing up utility poles every day 
to maintain the power supply and heating for the 
entire city, men who drove ambulances every day, 
transporting the wounded and ailing to receive 
medical aid as soon as possible, all the way to peo-
ple who swept the city’s streets every day. 
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erally no such thing. Should one analyse media 
communication in Croatia at the time, we can 
see that there were the so-called mainstream 
media that did a great job. They disseminated 
and formulated information, public opinion 
and, vitally, the morale and motivation of the 
Croatian people. However, a feature was lack-
ing that would be turned toward somewhat 
more specific communication – among other 
things, at the level of media saturation, but also 
at the level of provocation. The provocation ac-
tually resulted from a fair share of us not be-
ing aware of the space being empty, and also 
from the fact that communication provoca-
tions were the result of the state of mind we all 
shared: defiance! 

Yellow Submarine first emerged as a form of 
communication among soldiers on the front. As 
it moved to the radio spectrum, it was intended 
for the broader public. I am not sure to what ex-
tent my friends were aware of the possible reach 
of such a project and such an appearance – I was 
certainly not, not during its initial steps. The 

entire project had started over a walkie-talkie 
and I wasn’t aware of the impact it would have 
on people and how they would react. However, 
once Yellow Submarine appeared, everything 
seemed quite normal to me. What was the dif-
ference? At that time, there was no difference 
between men in uniform and those working 
for the media, baking bread, climbing up utility 
poles every day to maintain the power supply 
and heating for the entire city, men who drove 
ambulances every day, transporting the wound-
ed and ailing to receive medical aid as soon as 
possible, all the way to people who swept the 
city’s streets every day.

Of all the things they aired, I most clearly re-
call the sentence that could be heard whenever 
the shelling started: “Our dear fellow citizens, 
make sure you’re safe, they’ve started unloading 
lumber, so take care!” Something like that! 

For the needs of this monograph we asked the resi-
dents of Osijek whether they recalled Radio Yellow Sub-
marine – and they all answered in the affirmative. Most 
of them said that they listened at the time. Here are their 
answers to the question of what Radio Yellow Submarine 
meant to them:

• “Optimism, raising spirits, joking around, that was 
topical in the cellar.” 

• “It meant a lot to us, the guys on the front! Some 
music, a few nice stories, one of us would always 
report… a nice experience that meant the world to 
the guys while we were defending the city.”

• “So much. A great deal. Truly. To us, Yellow Subma-
rine was what Siniša Glavašević meant to Vukovar 
back then.”

• “That’s what maintained our spirits especially what 
we listened to at our posts.” 

• “It was the only true news we listened to.” 

• “Clearly. I recall Yellow Submarine and the cellars 
and the shelling and the rest of it. How wouldn’t I, 
that was the only thing that kept us alive!” 

• “Ugh, it meant Osijek, it meant it was independent. 
Freedom. Not being occupied.” 

• “Well, you got to know everything, what’s going on 
even if you can’t get out, or you know, you don’t 
move around and you hear everything, some infor-
mation.”

• “They lifted our spirits a lot and so… It wasn’t 
all that good when they insulted those, Chethniks, 
‘Čedo, majmune’, that song, and we got some hell 
on the front line.”

• “It meant a lot, because we were in such a mental 
state that such support was needed sometimes. Es-
pecially our children! They sing the songs aired by 
Yellow Submarine to this day.” 

45





LAUGHTER AND SPITE

03
ON COURAGE, 



and Energy
Many doubted the chances of another radio 

station functioning in the city alongside Radio Osi-
jek. A special-purpose radio station because “why 
would Radio Osijek create its own competitor?” 
However, Yellow Submarine was no competitor to 
Radio Osijek at any given time. I was the head of 
Radio Osijek at the time, and the entire team, in 
particular the technicians led by Zdenko Kolačko, 
contributed to the formation of Yellow Submarine, 
a specially designed broadcast with an important 
task for those days, 25 years ago. 

Every one of us who was in the city knew 
how we felt, each new voice, in particular with 
such a profile, oriented toward the Homeland 
War and the defenders or zenge, as we used to 
call them, it was not only more than welcome, it 
was God-given.

Radio Osijek did what they could and what 
was needed for Yellow Submarine to become op-
erational, through training their staff and articu-
lating their content to a certain extent. Everything 

else was in the hands of the crew who worked on 
Yellow Submarine, people with the spirit, will, 
strength and energy, who actually fulfilled the 
task to an even greater extent than we initially 
expected. There was some scepticism at first, but 
there was also much more hope and the belief 
that it would succeed. And it did! 

A Broadcast Without Much Control 
Yellow Submarine was headed by guys in 

uniforms, the National Guard Corps, who were 
anything but journalists. They were literate and 
eloquent, their voices sounded pleasing, and they 
took up a great responsibility. They learned on the 
go, they mastered the required skills, new tech-
niques, with each new sentence. Their vocabulary 
and approach to certain problems were quite dif-
ferent. Their discussions in live shows were entirely 
different compared to those aired by Radio Osijek, 
which was in turn part of Croatian Radio-Tele-
vision, where there is a certain code of conduct, 

mode of communication, editing and the rest. 
However, Yellow Submarine was not obliged by 
any of those. That was what made it so special and 
appreciated back then, when the defenders needed 
huge moral support. I don’t know anyone who 
wasn’t listening to Yellow Submarine at the time! 
If a slip occurred, it wasn’t a mistake because no-
body cared. People paid attention to the message, 
to conversations with the defenders, reports from 
the frontlines… What they played, both the music 
and messages, Radio Osijek could not have done. 
In fact, no official radio station could have done it. 
But Yellow Submarine played it and it was a great 
thing that we had such a radio station that played 
that part and fulfilled that task in the war.

Any other professional journalist might say 
that you can’t behave like that on air because peo-
ple are listening, but no! We were in a war and all 
possible means had to be utilised to help those 
on the frontlines, defending their homeland. The 
people living in cellars and shelters simply need-
ed help. Even those who ran away from home still 
managed to listen to Yellow Submarine some-
where else. 

Spirit, Will, Strength  
Slavko Milas
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At the time, it seemed as though the Homeland 
War lasted for a long time, but today, I mostly re-
member some nice things, while the everyday hard-
ships are secondary. We all gladly recall Yellow Sub-
marine and calls from our dear Igor ‘Sokol’ to dance 
a waltz during the heaviest bombardment!

Because… after all we’re still Europe… from 
way back.

I don’t believe there’s anyone who wouldn’t have 
greeted the guys from Yellow Submarine and said, 
“Oh, right on, man!” It meant so much to us! When 
the Yellow came on, then not even gunpowder stank, 
it wasn’t a problem to inhale and think about some-
thing else through the prism of the day we just en-
dured, but also think about something nice, univer-
sal values, and the guys knew how to do that. To talk 
about love while they’re beating down on you, dance 
a waltz when the shells are falling over your head. 
Those moments, that return to peace, left a perma-
nent mark on all of us. 

One of the aspects of Yellow Submarine that 
distinguished it from all other media was that 
notorious Slavonian spite, in the sense of: “the 
more you pound us, the merrier we are,” and the 

fact that we are more prone to derision, and a 
positive attitude… 

A person grows accustomed to everything, 
“prepare yourself, turn around, survive…” I had the 
privilege of being able to run over to the Submarine 
whenever I wanted and could. When everyone was 
there, it was a party: we recorded jingles for Yellow 
Submarine, helped as much as we could… It was 
a pleasure to solder a cable and have it work, it was 
brilliant, because there was a war going on!  

We celebrated Christmas in 1991 in the premis-
es of today’s Vega, a big Christmas party attended by 
the civilian segment of our city’s government and the 
wider environs, representatives from the Đakovo Di-
ocese, the army and military chaplaincy and the crew 
of Yellow Submarine. We even had a band, and the 
mood was pleasant but also proud. After the recep-
tion, Josipa Lisac came to the city, and when I was 
in her dressing room, she said, “I don’t know whose 
song it was, but the song ‘My Osijek never gives up’ is 
the loveliest patriotic song to emerge from this war.” 
I don’t recall if I told her it was mine, but when I re-
member that, I always feel overjoyed. That was “My 
Osijek never gives up.” 

My Osijek Never Gives Up
Tihomir Slivka

All the defiance and courage 

Pride and strength 

Won’t allow anything past Croatia’s door! 

 

My Osijek never gives up 

And even if every hearth is demolished 

A foreign boot will never march here 

In my Slavonia 

 

All churches and buildings, 

All belief and hope in peace 

And as long as the last living soul stands, 

We shall defend our homeland!

Excerpt from the song “My Osijek never gives up” 
Music: Ivica Murat 

Lyrics: Tihomir Slivka 
Arrangement: Željko Nikolin
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From a 25-year distance, Radio Yellow Submarine 
and all that happened at the time seems surreal – to me, 
first and foremost. It’s hard for anyone who wasn’t in 
Osijek and didn’t share its fate to comprehend that time. 
It’s hard to comprehend how Osijek even functioned. 

Yellow Submarine was a submarine, a cellar, and 
the daily newspaper Glas Slavonije was another, some-
what larger submarine, located several hundred meters 
away, in another cellar. There was not a single day when 
Glas Slavonije wasn’t published, some days a bit earlier 
or later, but it was published every day. Yellow Subma-

rine, Glas Slavonije and Radio Osijek were the beacons 
that told our guys at their posts and the civilians who 
remained in the city that we were still here, that there 
were still some of us here and that we were still alive.

My colleague Batak and I, as war correspondents 
for Glas Slavonije, toured all battlefields and watched 
each other’s backs, returning to newsroom from the 
field, from one of the fronts. I would write a report, he 
would develop the photos, and then we would head 
straight to Yellow Submarine to hang out and talk to 
the guys. Sometimes the ‘Submariners’ had to go to 
their posts and then, thanks to my previous radio ex-
perience at Radio Osijek (in the 1980s) and Batak’s 
DJ experience, we’d sit down and broadcast. Nobody 
in the city could tell that something had changed, that 
the actual ‘Submariners’ were somewhere in the field 
instead in the studio.

Following the work of Yellow Submarine was easy 
as the guys were unpretentious. We were all on the 
same wavelength, we all wanted to go forward and for 

the whole situation to just end once and for all. The 
people in the cellars had had enough and they were 
ready for reckless action. The guys in trenches had had 
enough, too. The hot and cold game had us all on edge 
in those days, and if you add several thousand mortar 
shells that fell on the city daily, Yellow Submarine was 
a logical solution, a logical response, something the 
city needed. In those days we visited almost all loca-
tions that accommodated our wounded guys and the 
children from Osijek’s schools, both in Hungary and 
along the Adriatic coast, and in Austria, and the most 
important thing was that we brought tapes with re-
corded Yellow Submarine broadcasts! Everyone heard 
about it even though it didn’t have a very wide range.

Each Shell – a Thousand
Mirko ‘Ovan’ Vukotić

In those days we visited almost all locations that 
accommodated our wounded guys and the children 
from Osijek’s schools, both in Hungary and along the 
Adriatic coast, and in Austria, and the most important 
thing was that we brought tapes with recorded Yellow 
Submarine broadcasts! Everyone heard about it even 
though it didn’t have a very wide range.
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The standard header in the wartime 
editions of Glas Slavonije

STAY ALERT!

WE’RE STILL IN THEIR SIGHTS



My colleague Vukotić and I were the only ci-
vilians in Yellow Submarine. All of the other ‘Sub-
mariners’ were members of a brigade. Just like the 
majority of the Yellow Submarine crew, I too had 
a code name; it was Batak [Drumstick].

I viewed Osijek and Yellow Submarine through 
my camera lens, and working in Yellow Submarine 
in the evening was restful. After everything! Af-
ter an entire day spent someplace, and we experi-
enced and saw everything. Coming to the ‘Yellow’ 
at night, that was our release valve for exhaustion 
and all that we’d seen, and we used to forget it all 
thanks to music and hanging out with the guys. 
The photos related to Yellow Submarine, along 
with the articles written by my colleague Vukotić 
for Glas Slavonije, are mostly the work of my own 
eyes. I wouldn’t say all of them, but 99% of the pho-
tos are mine. After the first text and photos were 
published, I’m talking about an article published 
in Glas Slavonije on 12 February 1992 under the 
headline “The Croatian Army’s first wartime radio 
station: Yellow Submarine”, we kept working for 
Yellow Submarine. Really, though, we invited our-
selves to help them. And that’s a feature of Yellow 

Submarine: all of those who invited themselves, all 
of those men of goodwill, everyone who wanted to 
contribute to the city’s defence, they were all wel-
come, and the doors and airwaves of Yellow Sub-
marine were open to them.

Yellow Submarine meant a lot to the public 
and many people listened to it. The phones rang 
until the last minutes of air-time and beyond, and 
people eagerly awaited the beginning of each new 
broadcast. There were pastries, women baked 
them and brought them to us even as shells rained 
down, or called one of us to come and fetch them. 
The times were strange…

In the Glas Slavonije special supplement we 
dealt with the charts where, for a long time (if not 
all the time) “Čedo, majmune” held the no. 1 spot, 
while the global charts were topped by “Wind of 
Change.” Vukotić talked about the song in the 
supplement’s introductory editorial, and noted 
that this wind of change had also begun blowing 
in the Republic of Croatia.

Those were different times. At the time, the 
wartime editorial board of Glas Slavonije, the 

part of the newsroom that was located in a cel-
lar, served as a bedroom. There were times when 
we never went home for days at a time. We ar-
ranged our accommodations there. We even set 
up a kitchen in the cellars. We would be out in the 
field during the day, and later we finished our ar-
ticles and developed photos in the newsroom be-
fore going to Yellow Submarine, only to return to 
spend the night in Glas Slavonije. Day in, day out!

Wind of Change Darko ‘Batak’ Bartanić
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THE CROATIAN ARMY’S FIRST WARTIME RADIO STATION

Yellow Submarine
Over the past few days, the airwaves in Slavonia and Baranja have been enhanced by a new radio 
station. Yellow Submarine, the Croatian Army’s wartime radio station, has set off from port.

Yellow, the colour of vivacity and merriment, 
the colour used to enliven many a cellar. The 
submarine, a symbol of a cellar and life in a 
confined, dark and stuffy place. It first depart-
ed from port last November, when its broad-
casts aired via walkie-talkies, the means of 
communication used by the army and police. 
The daily broadcasts lasted ten to fifteen min-
utes, sent to the guys at their posts, and to the 
“liberators” on the other side of the frontline. 
But a few days ago the broadcasts and technol-
ogy were significantly upgraded. It can now be 
found on the VHF band of your radio receiv-
er at 97.yuck FM – which, for the uninitiated, 
means 97.3 FM. Good vibrations are transmit-
ted over the airwaves to Osijek’s cellars every 
evening from 8 p.m. to midnight. 
A spritely crew of Croatian soldiers is spen-
ding their free time in front of a microphone, 
trying to ease the nights of their brothers in 
arms on the city’s frontlines. During the day, 
Sokol, Kljun, Klepton, Torpedo, Tobi and 
the answering machine perform their mili-
tary duties, but they continue their battles in 
the evening hours, raising the morale of sol-
diers and civilians alike. If all of this seems 
pointless to some, it is worth recalling that 
Slovenia won almost 70 per cent of its war 
against the Yugoslav Army thanks to the me-
dia, mostly television. Croatia has a somew-
hat smaller media share in its war, and for now 
it has only attained about 30 per cent. Radio 
Yellow Submarine is, to be sure, also geared 
toward the civilian populace, mainly those 
who never left their city, not even on those 
days when it was most difficult. This is the 
first radio station which has openly taken a 
stance against all runaways and is attempting 
to advocate for the rights of Croatian soldiers 
and all people who love Osijek.

RUNAWAYS, BEWARE!
Nobody even thinks of calling out mothers 
with children, minors or the disabled, but 
young and capable people must be asked 
one of the following questions: “Where 
were you when it was hardest for Osijek?”; 
“How much money did you spend on hotel 
stays in Harkány and on the Adriatic coast, 
and are you aware how much arms, food and 
medicine could have been bought with that 

money?”; “How do you picture your return 
to Osijek and your life with Osijek residents 
who remained true to their city?”; “Will you 
be able to look in the eyes of the wounded, 
disabled and parents of the slain?” A difficult 
question remains for the so-called Butthole 
Sons (meaning Osijek ‘students’ spirited 
away to Zagreb by their well-to-do and/or 
influential parents): “When did your right to 

“This is the Croatian Army’s first wartime 
radio station at 97.yuck FM.”

live outweigh ours?” If a member of the ‘Sub-
mariners’ stops you on the street or in a café, 
have the courage to acknowledge the truth, 
just like you mustered the courage to leave 
he city. Besides the struggle for the rights of 
soldiers, the radio station will also deal with 
issues from civilian life by hosting popular 
figures. The aim is simple and clear: The bet-
terment of Croatia, Osijek in particular. The 
sub’s crew wants to spread patriotism to every 
household, to every trench and every cellar 
in the city. It’s also necessary to dispel the 
illusion among civilians that the war is over. 
Caution is necessary, because their guns are 
still aimed at us. The public must be prepared 
for a possible final assault by Serbo-Chetnik 
contingents. 

Diving with the Submariners: 
Mirko VUKOTIĆ and Darko BARTANIĆ

The crew takes particular pleasure in sending 
messages to runaways, Osijek students in 
Zagreb, and the Chetniks. The latter can 
listen to its broadcasts as far afield as Sombor 
and Apatin, because the transmitter’s range 
is sufficient to cover a part of Vojvodina. 
Listeners have called in from Našice, Đakovo, 
Donji Miholjac and Podravska Slatina. 
Calls are also expected from the rear-guard 
positions of many Osijek residents: Harkány. 

CREATING THEIR OWN IMAGE

The phones ring off the hook every night. 
The calls are from soldiers, civilians, parents, 
friends… On the first night there were many 
requests, congratulations and greetings, but 
the editorial board did not let the station as-
sume the features of Radio Šabac or similar 
sappy institutions. Every night its own image 

solidified, eventually becoming the symbol 
for the all-encompassing freedom and inde-
pendence of this nation. The ratings of the 
Croatian Army’s Radio Yellow Submarine in-
creased every day, and with minor corrections 
there will be no significant impediments to its 
broadcasts in the future. Yellow Submarine 
does not want to compete with anyone, nor 
is its goal, as some maliciously claim, the de-
struction of Croatian Radio’s Osijek Studio. 
There is room for both on the airwaves, so let 
the listeners choose.

Every evening at 8 p.m., you can hear the 
command: “Raise periscope!” and, accompa-
nied by the peerless Beatles, you descend 549 
meters, 83 centimetres and 12 millimetres, 
and in trusty crew’s hands you sail the air-
waves of independent Croatia until midnight, 
when, after wishes for a good night, the peri-
scope is lowered until the next day.

The sub’s crew for sailing the airwaves. 
Same target, same distance, under the same 

orders: “Raise periscope!”

Srijeda, 12. veljače 1992.

Srijeda, 12. veljače 1992.
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THE CROATIAN ARMY’S FIRST WARTIME RADIO STATION

Yellow Submarine: pro and con
This city doesn’t need another Radio Osijek

Mirko VUKOTIĆ

They began with walkie-talkies last 
November, and now they are a high-
ly-rated radio station. The station air-
ing on “97.yuck FM” has become a 
symbol of the bold, defiant and stead-
fast. What others couldn’t, wouldn’t 
or shouldn’t do, the boys from Yel-
low Submarine openly did, opposing 
the unimpeded return of the city’s 
runaways. What others did not do 
enough, Yellow Submarine is now 
trying to compensate with threats to 
the enemy and messages which are 
an integral component of news dis-
semination and psy-ops. The ‘Sub-
marine’ dove successfully and now it 
must make sure everything is tip-top 
for a voyage with the fewest possible 
hitches. There are no leaks, the sub-
marine is sealed, and if some water 
gets in, the emergency pumps will 
eliminate all troubles.
Until recently, the fastest medium, 
radio, fell victim to unhealthy, or 

rather, no competition. Only Radio 
Osijek, actually Croatian Radio’s 
Osijek Station, could be heard on the 
local airwaves. Smaller radio stations 
followed their model, so the stations 
in Valpovo, Đakovo, Beli Manastir, 
etc. “depended” on Radio Osijek. 
The war eliminated the functioning 
of Croatian Radio-Television’s Belje 
Transmitter, as well as the Beli Ma-
nastir station, and the media block-
ade – of Baranja in particular – was 
complete. We can still recall the at-
tacks on Osijek and the Jug II pre-
cinct, the field reports filed by re-
porters from Radio Osijek, and the 
instructions that issued from our ra-
dios. “Mortar shells are falling some-
where in the city, the location has not 
yet been ascertained, but please go 
down to your shelters.” And then the 
sirens: general alerts and air raids, 
reports from the battlefields by the 
legendary Nada Prkačin and Branko 
Kuna. “For Croatian Radio from 
Osijek…” At the same time, the me-
dia was only waging war in Vukovar, 

but nobody seemed to believe Siniša, 
Josip and Vesna. At the time, Osijek 
residents were getting a bit tired of 
the questions that were familiar to 
even the few pigeons left in the city, 
among them the most annoying be-
ing: “Boys, are you feeling chilly?” 
Of course, nobody wants to, nor can, 
diminish the positive contribution 
made by Croatian Radio Osijek to 
the Homeland War, but something 
was missing.

A Wind of Change
After the prerequisites for operations 
were secured, Yellow Submarine 
surfaced from the anonymity and re-
strictions of walkie-talkies. It offered 
Croatian soldiers and (quite unex-
pectedly) civilians what they had 
long wanted. The dose of “zaniness” 
that the Submariners had was just 
what the denizens of the city’s cellars 
and the nearby trenches were seek-
ing. Spoken-word segments, mock-
ery and good music drew listeners 
from Slavonia (and also Baranja) 

away from their televisions and other 
evening activities.
 If a song is popular and the audience 
wants it, why play it only once? Based 
on the frequency on the air, the song 
“E, moj druže beogradski” [Hey, 
my Belgrade comrade] truly reflect-
ed the mood of listeners. The same 
song lost its high rank once listen-
ers learned that Jura Stublić did not 
have the courage to come to Osijek. 
Simple market laws finally came to 
the airwaves. However, certain hard-
line listeners simply could not adjust, 
and demanded that the Submariners, 
allegedly, get serious, to simply be-
gin resembling Radio Osijek. This 
city doesn’t need another Radio Osi-
jek. This city needs something new. 
Only time will tell how good it is, 
but it’s quite indicative that individu-
al staff members from Radio Osijek, 
seasoned professionals, have stated 
that Yellow Submarine is on a sound 
course and that it should be helped to 
successfully plunge into the Croatian 
airwaves.

Četvrtak, 20. veljače 1992.
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I was a war surgeon in the Osijek Clinical Hos-
pital Centre, or more precisely, a wartime surgery 
resident. The war interrupted my residency, so we 
were involved directly in treating the wounded 
between May 1991 and all the way to 1995.

As for Yellow Submarine? It’s unbelievable, 
recalling it 25 years later… 

I think that Yellow Submarine, being a tem-
porary and ‘surprise’ radio station, was a phe-
nomenon, because now it seems that it aired via 
transmitter far longer than it actually did. Yellow 
Submarine was breaking the media silence, in 
particular after nightfall, after 8 p.m., after Radio 
Osijek stopped airing, and it had no fixed air-
time, sometimes they worked until midnight, or 
1, 2, or 3 a.m. Those were the hours when Osijek 
was shelled on a regular basis and Yellow Sub-
marine had high ratings.

I recall us working in the Surgical Ward and 
listening to Yellow Submarine. We felt it be-
longed to us, with tons of music and jokes, dur-
ing the war, when tragedies lurked around every 

Osijek’s Brand
Vladimir Šišljagić

The ‘Submariners’ during filming of “Gardijada” with Damir Tabaković (standing second from left),  
Blaženka Leib (standing third from left) and Karmela Vukov-Colić (seated in centre)
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corner. There were so many sad moments… I 
can recall, Yellow Submarine aired messages by 
children from cellars intended for their fathers 
on the front. In any case, it was something that 
grew on us, people from Osijek and this part of 
Osijek-Baranja County, as far as the Yellow Sub-
marine’s signal could reach. 

I recall “The Blue Danube.” Imagine playing 
a waltz during a severe mortar attack! A sort of 
defiance, spite… When we talk about spite, it’s a 
positive thing with our people in Slavonia. They 
played “The Blue Danube” and invited people to 
waltz, and later to comment. There were many 
such spontaneous responses and calls.

Once Yellow Submarine began broadcast-
ing, the phenomenon was not talked about 
much. It was listened to. Over the first few 
days people wondered “who’s that, where’s he 
from…” saying “you see, they’re actually good”, 
“great guys”… It was a team whose members 
primarily loved their jobs, their city and its sur-
roundings. Love for the city and defiance against 
the aggressor, the will to defend Osijek – you 

could feel it on the air. People embraced it. Yel-
low Submarine was something to wait for.

Osijek’s Media Brand and  
a Scholarly Phenomenon

They broke through the information block-
ade in their own way. Radio Osijek was a con-
ventional medium with national coverage that 
had to respect the accepted tenets of war report-
ing. The newspaper Glas Slavonije was the same, 
and then Yellow Submarine appeared and had 
freedom on the airwaves. 

The city was being defended, successfully 
it turned out, with very few arms. With tons of 
heart, drive, tenacity, and courage, but objective-
ly speaking, weapons were scarce. In such times 
Yellow Submarine lifted morale with its broad-
casts, opinions and messages. Many a time one 
could hear Yellow Submarine announce: “Hello, 
weapons are finally arriving… be merry, there 
are truckloads of weapons heading our way” 
or something similar. Certainly, the aggressors 

listened to Yellow Submarine, so often mes-
sages could be heard about our military gaining 
strength, weapons arriving, troops coming our 
way – which were actually non-existent. This 
lifted spirits, but also caused anxiety on the op-
posing side, among the aggressors.  

I remember specific songs! “Čedo, maj-
mune”… “Kad se spustim niz tu Tenjsku ulicu…” 
I recall Panta, the band Neki To Vole Vruće – they 
were the Submarine’s guests, too – Tereza Kesovi-
ja, Vera Svoboda… it’s hard to list them all. Many 
celebrities appeared on the air and left a mark on 
Yellow Submarine by participating or performing. 

I wish there was a radio station like that to-
day in our daily lives – topical, interesting, pop-
ular. Yellow Submarine was in a way the city’s 
brand in terms of radio, reporting and media! It 
was certainly a phenomenon and I believe many 
citizens of Osijek still recall it, with a bit of mel-
ancholy. I’m glad that today we can recall Yellow 
Submarine and that we realize that, if you wish, 
you can conduct scholarly research on it: the im-
pact of Yellow Submarine on Osijek’s defence.
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None of us was ready for a war. Our par-
ents didn’t raise us to expect such a thing and it 
caught us off guard. Actually, they all had back-
up plans for us and found jobs for us instantly 
as they wanted to hide us away, in particular us 
surgeons. It wasn’t easy and it was just a hint of 
what was to come. Luckily, we didn’t know what 
was going to happen. Recalling that period, I 
don’t regret it for a minute; moreover, I believe 
that was one of the most intriguing and most 
positive periods of our lives. I got priceless ex-
perience from that time as the war marked our 
futures in an incredible way. I was actually lucky 
to be there at the time!

The Fatal Trio

My relationship with the protagonists of Yel-
low Submarine was somewhat different. And it 
hurts to talk about it. The beginning was brutal 
and abrupt. Not one of us was aware that day, 
as we came to work, that we wouldn’t be able to 
leave the hospital for several days. At the time, 
the military barracks across the street from the 

hospital were under siege and we simply had no 
choice – we were “imprisoned” in the hospital. 
The next shift couldn’t arrive, and we couldn’t 
leave. Things were unpredictable and unbeliev-
able. We worked from dawn to dusk, and guys 
who got hurt in the barracks were brought in. In-
jured, severely wounded, or even deceased. The 
hospital was actually on the frontline, so we still 
had a chance to save those who could be saved. 
On the other hand, they were all healthy, young 
and strong, and responded to resuscitation un-
der unbelievable conditions and we used to say 
that they ran and functioned on water. They 
survived because the time from being shot to ar-
rival in the ER was really short, so we were able 
to give them what they needed. 

At one point we thought we lacked strength 
to endure, but with them coming so eager and, 
even if wounded, so filled with adrenaline, we 
had to survive along with them. At one point, 
when I retired to a room to get some rest, an un-
believable explosion woke me up. I entered the 
corridor only to see that the rest of it, the for-
mer, old Neurosurgery Ward, no longer existed. 

A tank entered the yard and destroyed the entire 
space around us. It was a miracle that we sur-
vived. That memory is tied to the fatal trio that 
was brought to us on the most challenging and 
difficult day: Zoran Brekalo, Igor Vrandečić and 
Luka Šarić.

Zoran Brekalo was alive. However, it turned 
out that he was severely wounded and, after 
resuscitation, he was the first one in surgery. 
The operation lasted for hours and he pulled 
through. He remained in the ICU for three days; 
however, due to the severity of his injuries and 
the nature of his wounds, he died a few days 
later…

Luka had been declared dead. “Dead on 
arrival” was written on the chart in the triage 
section of the emergency line. Dilated pupils, 
pulse absent in extremities. However, when 
I opened his eyelids, his pupils constricted in 
response to light. I then realized that there was 
still chance. At that moment I tapped his cen-
tral vein and began to compensate lost volume 
with ordinary fluids, not blood or plasma, just 

A Unique Tribe
Jasenka Kalajdžić Čandrlić
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ordinary fluid. Then I caught Dr Vegar, who 
was passing by, and we clamped his horrify-
ing wound – it was a shoulder injury. Luka was 
wounded by a projectile from a large calibre an-
tiaircraft gun, which simply shattered not only 
his shoulder and the bone and muscle tissue, 
but also his blood vessels and nerves. He had 
bled out from the wound in an instant. How-
ever, because he was young, healthy and full of 
adrenaline, he managed to respond to resusci-
tation and the effort to halt his haemorrhaging, 
and survive. That was an incredible feeling… 
Since then, we have had a sort of “sibling” re-
lationship. It was a wonderful first anniversary 
when we met in the Cadillac Bar on the date 
of his injuries. He came up to me from behind, 
hugged me and said, “Congratulations on my 
first birthday!”  

Igor got shot in the back, he had a fractured 
sacrum and was characterized as “lightly wound-
ed.” He was lying on his stomach, poor guy, and 
moaning, writhing in agony and all of us only 
gave him painkillers. He had an IV and we were 

giving him infusions, but we saw that his wound 
was not life threatening, although it was quite 
nasty, painful and he is probably still suffering 
complications from it. However, as soon as his 
pain let up, he began to entertain us. 

Defiance, Spite and Passion
We kept in touch with Igor and Luka the en-

tire time, but when they returned from conva-
lescence and launched Yellow Submarine, that 
was something we found thrilling and unbeliev-
able! It validated our work and in fact it was an 
affirmation, a self-affirmation, to see a specific 
reason why we had remained in Osijek. And in-
deed, each of us constituted a little tile that later 
made Croatia’s entire mosaic so striking. 

I only associated Yellow Submarine with 
positive memories. An unbelievable amount of 
positive energy. At that moment, when it was all 
too much for us and when we thought we were 
at the end of our tether, they probably felt that 
way as well, but their broadcasts were always 
filled with positive segments, songs and jokes. 

It was something like what Siniša Glavašević 
meant to us until Vukovar fell, something that 
kept us glued to the radio. And like Glavašević, 
they compelled us to gather around the radio, 
they conveyed the message of the Homeland 
War, but in a humorous way. All of our emo-
tions, all of our bitterness which did not become 
bile but rather positive feelings. Only defiance, 
spite and an incredible passion which carried us 
all. I believe it is precisely because of that and be-
cause of them as they were and everything they 
emitted around themselves, the rest of us man-
aged to survive the horrors of war.  

Even that task didn’t seem as serious, dra-
matic or somehow fateful as it actually was. All 
together, we were immersed in something spe-
cific to our city and something that was known 
far afield throughout Croatia. Even though Yel-
low Submarine’s sounds and melodies weren’t ac-
cessible, everybody knew about it. In a way, this 
made us a unified tribe. A unified force. And all of 
us were members of something, which formed a 
complete defence and an entire bulwark.
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At the beginning of the war, we were on-call in 
the Surgery Ward in three groups, in which there 
was always someone with expertise for each type 
of operation. Later, when the major pounding be-
gan, we were on duty for two days in a row. People 
from the rest of Croatia asked if we needed help. 
Our chief of staff at the time, Dr Janoši, said that we 
didn’t need any help. And we truly didn’t need help, 
because we all worked less than the guys do today. 
However, on the day when Tenjski Antunovac fell, 
for example, there were 280 people receiving a 
general anaesthetic. When you tell someone today 
about that, they think it’s mission impossible. But 
by 6 p.m. all of them had to undergo surgery. Most 
of them survived, and we were listening to Yellow 
Submarine in the OR the entire time.

Out of the roughly 40 surgeons, most of us re-
mained and I think we were quite good. Everything 
came together for us! We were all specialists, young 
people who came precisely to be in the surgery 
ward, but we already had 5-6 years of experience. 
There was a rigid hierarchy and almost military 
discipline, which proved to be a good thing during 
the war. At the time we were almost organized like 
in the army. Our wartime statistics, demonstrated 

by papers published after the war, were quite good. 
We only operated on the young, the people who 
came to us had been freshly wounded and were 
very close, around in the hospital and in the city 
itself, so that they came to us quickly, and we even 
had a few stars of our profession – I’m mainly 
thinking of the now deceased Dr Kovačić. Much 
time has passed since then, and few of us remained 
“in boots.” Our generation, for example, included 
Dr Šišljagić, Dr Turjak and Dr Lovrić.

Everyone in Osijek at the time was a defending 
soldier in some way: those whiz kids from Slavonia’s 
electric company, water company, firefighters… 
those people performed miracles. Nobody had elec-
tricity in the war-stricken areas – Zadar, Šibenik, 
Dubrovnik, they didn’t even have heating, but we 
had all that. At the time, people were leaving Osijek, 
but let’s note the Student Battalion as an example in 
which people from Zagreb returned to Osijek and 
sacrificed their lives here. There were many emo-
tions here, money wasn’t even important. When we 
rode through town and the shelling started, if some-
one was passing by in a car, they would stop and ask 
where you’re headed. Complete strangers whom 
you’d never met! It never happened that someone 

fell down on the street during the pounding without 
about ten people coming up to help. I think today if 
someone fell down like that, a lot of people would 
just pass right by them. At the time, everybody sim-
ply helped everyone else and I swear that nobody 
asked for your name or what church you attended. 
The only important thing was how much somebody 
loved this city, and everyone who loved it naturally 
stayed here.

Who Knocked off the Star 
from the Red Star Cinema?

When the pounding began in the city, radios 
were tuned to Yellow Submarine. The Dire Straits’ 
“Brothers in Arms” was my personal anthem! 
When I hear it, I immediately recall the ICU in 
Osijek’s Surgery Ward.

I don’t know if the Submariners remember 
me, but they were this city’s good spirits and they 
played what the guys wanted to hear. We defied the 
guys “across the way” and we were, at least in terms 
of heart, five times stronger than they were. As to 
the rest, I mean in terms of weapons, we were three 

It’s all Rock ‘n’ Roll
Krešimir Čandrlić
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times weaker. Now when I look at it from today’s 
perspective, I can say that they couldn’t do a thing 
to us! They could only have knocked us all off, but 
that would have required a considerable amount of 
cojones, which they lacked.

Dr Lovrić and I were guests on Yellow Sub-
marine and I remember that the atmosphere was 
crazy. First there was always a bottle of something 
strong that we had to finish before going on air. 
Your tongue gets untied at times like that, and that 
led to more joking around. 

And the guys from Yellow Submarine per-
formed a miracle. Ultimately, this city is special 
precisely because of them! I said that “Brothers in 
Arms” is my anthem. Music was something that dis-
tinguished Yellow Submarine, but the specific mu-
sical numbers were something that could only be 
heard then and there. I enjoyed it all, everything that 
used to be called rock ‘n’ roll! That was something 
said by a guy who went with us to Mt. Velebit, be-
cause we were posted there for part of the war. He 
was a member of the Lučko Counter-terrorist Unit, 
and his life’s motto was “It’s all rock ‘n’ roll.” Since 
then, that’s been my motto, too. 

And finally, ask Vrandečić who re-
moved the star from the Red Star Cin-
ema, today’s Europa! I feel good every 
time I see those holes in the façade 
where it used to be. Nobody plastered 
them over and I hope they never do. 
That was one of the best days in my life!Photograph: Marin Topić
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The early June evening in 1991 was disturbed 
by machine gunfire from the barracks across the 
street from the hospital, ripping apart the leaves 
on old trees and shattering the windows of the 
old Surgery and Urology Wards. The sick chil-
dren jumped from their little cots and crawled 
out, some with catheters still attached, seeking 
refuge in the corridor. That’s how it began… 

At the beginning of September that year, 
Osijek’s Surgery Ward moved to the basement, 
as the shelling of the city and the hospital itself 
did not abate. The operating rooms remained on 
the ground floor, with two tables in each. They 
functioned night and day. We almost never went 
home. Sorrow, despair and pride all intermin-
gled in our souls, while adrenaline almost always 
overcame exhaustion. During the endless op-
erations, but also at moments of rest, one force 
raised our heads and brought smiles to our dry 
lips: when broadcasts from Osijek’s wartime ra-
dio station Yellow Submarine blasted in our halls 
and cellar rooms. A ray of sunlight came through 
the speaker of our transistor radio playing in the 
operating room in which we were operating on 

Zvonimir Lovrić
Mementos

Always a good time in the Submarine.  
Artur Gedike, Davor Aničić and Igor ‘Sokol’ Vrandečić
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a fatally wounded little girl, shining as though 
death was not its concern. Or perhaps it was 
letting us know our operation would succeed. 
Sometimes even sad news was reported in the 
broadcasts, but also really good songs.

At some point during the Homeland War a 
Scottish lord arrived in Osijek, as he had heard 
about the suffering of children and wanted to aid 
their post-operative recovery. I don’t remember 
his name. I know he was witty, short and he wore 
a kilt. Yellow Submarine’s editor-in-chief, my pal 
Igor, heard about this visitor and wanted him to 
appear as a guest on a broadcast. We arranged for 
his arrival in Yellow Submarine’s cellar at 9 p.m. on 
a cold winter night. The lord, my colleague and 
friend Čandro and I came a little earlier, and Kljun 
held us up at the door with a bottle of brandy. Per-
haps that little shot actually set the further course 
of events. I remember clearly that Igor asked me 
to interpret the conversation with the lord live on 
air, and that there would be questions from call-
ers that had to be translated simultaneously. Once 
I sat in front of the microphone, they had trou-
ble getting me to leave, because I wouldn’t move 

away from that spot until the broadcast ended 
that night at about 12:30 a.m. I recall that at some 
point Igor gave up trying to take the microphone 
from me and stop me from taking the show over. 
The conversation started almost normally, even 
though the lord had already downed a healthy 
dose of plum brandy. Given his diminutive stature 
and roughly 50 kg weight, even two shots would 
have been enough, but he had certainly taken in 
more. The circus began in earnest when the calls 
started to come in, with questions like how he had 
ended up in Osijek and if he was finding any food 
he liked. When one woman caller asked about the 
Scottish custom of not wearing anything under 
the kilt, I didn’t know the answer and lifted the 
lord’s kilt. Everyone in the studio ascertained that 
no underwear was being worn. Initially the lord 
reacted with shock and indignation, but when I 
explained and translated the question, he accept-
ed this public ascertainment of his undergarment 
situation. Other questions followed, and the poor 
lord complained about the lack of sex during his 
stay in Osijek, which prompted a flurry of calls 
that he come to such and such a place…

Naturally, there was cussing on the air, and 
I prayed to God that my mother had already 
gone to sleep and wasn’t listening to the filthy 
words coming out of my mouth, even though I 
was just translating. My mother was also a Sub-
marine fan. With Kljun providing the music, the 
night flew by in the jubilant tone of a raucous 
live show. During those arduous days, laughter 
and horseplay didn’t hurt and, indeed, there was 
never enough. 

Yellow Submarine is fixed in my memories 
as spiritual food among the intense threads, both 
sad and happy, from the time of the Homeland 
War and the defence of my home city. It gave us 
energy even when we were dead tired; thanks to 
Submarine’s broadcasts we were simultaneously 
tough as the bark of a Slavonian oak and win-
some as the fluttering white wings of the small 
white butterflies on the banks of the Drava River. 

And when the clasps on the suitcase of my 
life wear out completely, I’ll live out the rest of 
my years with the anxiety that my mementos of 
those days in particular may tumble out.
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Continuing an interview on the show “Topic 
of the Day” by Slavonska TV on 8 February 2017, 
observing the 25th anniversary of Radio Yellow 
Submarine, editor and host Mario Ćutek and his 
guests, the founders and ‘Submariners’, Sokol and 
Kljun, commented on their music choices…

Ćutek: Talking about hits, I can’t but think of a sort 
of top chart and the song “Čedo, majmune.” If I 
recall correctly, it was the greatest hit? Our Osijek 
hit! 

Kljun: Right! Those were the Boys from Sjenjak 
(Dečki sa Sjenjaka): Mario Pešo, Španac and the 
rest. A great song that somehow best depicted 
what we had lived through. There are some who 
hold it against us for playing the song, some say it’s 
not o.k. because it’s insulting, but people must be 
aware that the song was born out of revolt against 
the shelling and destruction of our beloved city, 
where we were born and raised.

Ćutek: A reaction to an action? 

Kljun: Not even killing was mentioned in the song. 
It doesn’t speak about hatred. The only disputable 
part might have been ‘I’ll shave your beard’… 

Ćutek: Thompson ranked second and was fol-

lowed by “Ne dirajte mi ravnicu” by the tambur-
itza ensemble Zlatni Dukati and the unavoidable 
Jura Stublić with “Bili cvitak.” A selection of songs 
which were popular at the time. 

Sokol: Curica and Ante Hrgović selected the songs. 
They carried them around with them.

Kljun: Right, Ante Hrgović and Goran ‘Curica’ 
Horvatić were true DJs. And that was their private 
collection. Ivan Šimić from the newspaper Glas 
Slavonije put it nicely: ‘That was the best part of 
my life, if only people weren’t being killed.’ That’s 
the only truth actually. It needs to be emphasized 
that Igor played another major role, but we gained 
support from all types of celebrities of the time. 
For example, Anja Šovagović and her brother Filip, 
then Igor also brought in Tereza, Stavros, the band 
Neki To Vole Vruće… There were funny stories 
and we remember so many and retell them even 
today. But the fact is that all of the stars came into 
a city that was under a constant mortar fire. They 
spent time with us and stood by us, supported us, 
and when they returned home, they would keep 
calling us, asking whether we needed anything. 
Well, those were completely different times and I 
say, we were not alone!
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Robert ‘Kljun’ Opačak,  
Anja Šovagović-Despot and Filip Šovagović 

during a concert in the Vega night club 
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The Yellow Submarine crew and friends during a concert in the Vega 



Dawn breaks slowly
This night pales
From my embrace
To the front you must go
But wherever you may be, with you
Are the moon and all the stars
And know that I’m waiting for you
And know that I’m waiting for you.

You open the door
The clock ticks silently,
Don’t look at me so
It’s only a drop of rain
Go now, my dear, it’s morning,
Go now, avert your gaze from me
But know that I’m waiting for you
But know that I’m waiting for you.

One day this mornings
Will pass forever
And one evening you’ll come to me,
But for now I’ll send angels
To tell you that I love you,
So you know that I’m waiting for you
So you know that I’m waiting for you.

When I awake at night,
You’re not here,
Yet I feel your caress,
And your longing everywhere.
You’ll return, dear, to me
And our dream will be revived

And know that I know this,
You know that I’m yours.
I dream of your eyes,
Your smiles,
I dream of your face,
Your cheeks,
Tonight you are kissed by the stars,
And our Moon and the fireflies
And the distant nights
And the distant nights.

May my song
Give you strength
And know that I’m only yours
I’m only yours, body and soul
I’ll relinquish you to no one, beloved
And we’ll be happy again
And I’ll put life on hold as I await you.

I won’t relinquish my country,
Its villages, its cities,
I won’t relinquish our forests,
Fields and homes,
I won’t relinquish our lovely Croatia
And with you I defend it
And know that I’m waiting for you
And know that I’m waiting for you.

And the toppled houses will stand again
And every child will laugh again
And our song will be heard by all
Because Croatia, that’s all of us,
May love be victorious!

I’m Waiting for You

Lyrics: Lukas Nola and Anja Šovagović Despot
Music: Norbert Schultze

Touring the troops: Nikola ‘Nikita’ Matijević 
speaking to Anja Šovagović Despot 

At a concert in the Vega  
Still from VHS recording 
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When I say ‘Yellow Submarine’, to me that 
means my first visit to the front-line, because in 
our minds as we were listening in Zagreb, that 
was actually the symbol of defence. I came to 
Osijek together with my fellow actresses and 
my husband, who was with us then, and my 
brother, Prof. Enes Midžić and Hrvoje Hitrec – 
so it was an entire procession of us artists who 
came to Yellow Submarine. The basic feeling 
that we had and which I recall, and which I’ll 
never forget, is when we saw the conditions in 
which people were living and working and not 
giving in to the pressure of war and enemy fire. 
So, in that moment I was truly certain that Osi-
jek would never fall and that Croatia would win. 
In line with the verses that we sang.

We had actually come at the invitation of 
the boys working at Yellow Submarine, and in 
a way we were overjoyed that we could come 
to the first line of defence – the frontline of 
Osijek’s defence. And we slept in the shelter 
for three days. We were packed like sardines, 
about twenty of us in a single shelter, a single 

I’m Waiting for You
Anja Šovagović Despot

room. But it was like heaven to us. I know that 
it sounds pretentious and crude because those 
were wartime circumstances, but we were just 
so pleased that we do anything in return, to 
give something of ourselves, and that was the 
song that we wrote just for our defenders. We 
spent those three days in a wonderful mood, 
spending time with the troops and we even 
held a concert. That was the Vega Club then, 
and an unbelievable number of people came to 
the concert, especially soldiers, but also every-
one else who was in wartime Osijek then. The 
city was being bombed, and a big concert with 
a crowd of people was held in the Vega out of 
spite. We sang our song “I’m waiting for you.” 
I recall that we didn’t just sing it once, but five 
or six times. They kept shouting, “more, more,” 
and we simply couldn’t stop. The guys from the 
band Neki To Vole Vruće were with us, so it all 
lasted for a long time and ended with us and the 
audience singing together.

Our version meshed nicely with the Sub-
mariners, because this song also marked their 

activities. The lyrics were written by Lukas Nola 
and me. Alma Prica, Barbara Nola, Doris Šarić 
Kukuljica, Urša Raukar, Suzana Nikolić and I 
sang it. Branka Cvitković was also with us.

Those were actresses who wanted to make 
their contribution in the whirlwind of war. The 
song received a lot of airplay. I remember that 
they aired us on “Hit Depot,” at the time a very 
popular show on Croatian Radio-Television, 
and we made it onto some top charts. This 
wasn’t our intention, although we were happy 
that the song was a success. What mattered 
most was that with the song we wanted to offer 
just a little, a few minutes, of peace to the minds 
of everyone who listened to us, to experience 
an emotion that would be able to pacify that 
wartime chaos that we were all enduring.
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My destiny was similar to theirs. I’d lost my 
home. I lost my faith in people and witnessed 
what people are capable of doing. I visited Osijek 
on several occasions. I recall a concert we organ-
ized in the cathedral for widows and mothers of 
fallen defenders. I was accompanied by organist 
Ljerka Očić and pianist Branko ‘Bula’ Bulić. 

On one occasion I visited my dear Tea 
Farkaš, the head nurse in Osijek’s hospital. I was 
visiting the wounded and raising their spirits. 
There were horrifying cases. I can’t even speak 
about it. Suddenly, a general assault on Osijek 
began and even more wounded were brought 
to the hospital. I can clearly recall a fine young 
man. He was wounded, but as he saw me, he 
said: ‘Oh, I’m ok, see you tonight at your con-
cert.’ Later that evening Zlatko Kramarić told 
me: ‘My Tere, they had to amputate his legs. He 
won’t be coming to the concert.’”

I also recall Mate Šabić taking me to the 
frontline, near Tenja, to visit its defenders. He 
said: ‘Tereza, please never walk straight. Walk 
to the left, then to the right, as if slaloming. 

Otherwise, they’ll hit you.’ My dear Mate. I 
received the news of him being killed when I 
was in Maribor (Slovenia), during a concert I 
organized to collect aid for Osijek. I interrupted 
the concert right there and sang ‘Ave Maria’ for 
the repose of his soul.

I lived with Osijek intensively in those 
years. Later, I held a concert for the boys from 
Jug II which was interrupted by the beginning 
of a general alert and shelling. When the mortar 
fire ceased, we went to visit the boys in Yellow 
Submarine.

Yellow Submarine, it was a symbol of re-
sistance in the only possible way. It was mod-
est, nice, cosy, and friendly. Fine young men. 
Jasmin Stavros was with me, so we sent greet-
ings to the defenders. I wrote the book Libertas 
about those times. I wrote a lot about Osijek 
and all that happened. I’m overcome with emo-
tion when I think of those days, and however 
sad they may be, we need to awaken them, es-
pecially among the youngest of generations, as 
they should not forget the truth.

Libertas
Tereza Kesovija
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Each song and applause follow one after another. 
Suddenly, I feel some unrest in the hall. Several 
young men in uniforms hastily walk in, stop to 
whisper something to some others who stand 
up and leave. One of them approaches Mayor 
Kramarić and whispers something into his ear 
that led to brief confusion… Amidst the commo-
tion, one of the young men in uniform approach-
es me and whispers: 

“Tereza, I’m sorry, but you’ll have to interrupt the 
concert because the mortar fire is getting closer. 
We’re afraid some shells could hit the hall.”

I ended the concert with the next song, the hall 
emptied rapidly and we all went down into a 
shelter. And there I find my old friends Stipe and 
Neno… 

… I can’t recall how long we stayed in the cellar, 
but as soon as someone suggested it was possible 
to go outside and check the situation, we were all 
at the exit doors. Anything to leave those bowels 
of the Earth. 

“Now, off to Yellow Submarine” Zoran said. 

“Yellow WHAAAT?” 

“Haven’t you heard of Yellow Submarine Wartime 
Radio? It’s a great crew, you’ll see… The most pop-
ular radio station among the Chetniks. They’d like 
to find and destroy us, but we don’t give in… 

“… They hate us, but they listen to us. It would 
be nice if you could say something on the radio 
tonight, Stavros and you. They’ll eat their hearts 
out!” 

“Of course we’ll go. I certainly won’t miss the 
chance to tell them what they have coming. I can’t 
keep sitting next to these big pipes. Let’s go out.” 

“As you like, I’d also like to go. However, I have to 
warn you, it’s ‘hot’ outside.” 

“You’re not thinking about going outside now! 
Nobody told us it was safe,” Jasmin said, clearly 
frightened. 

“Don’t worry, old friend, no sweat!” Zoran en-
couraged him. 

We exited the cellar, carefully stepping onto the 
sidewalk. Dust and the smell of something burn-
ing were combined with the strong odour of gun-
powder. Shells falling… 

We arrived at Yellow Submarine. We were greeted 
by the smiling faces of young men in uniform. 
One could tell they loved what they were doing. 

“We gave them a roasting today. They went mad 
with misery and their failure to get us” Željko said 
happily. 

“Hay, Štika (Zoran’s childhood nickname), who 
did you bring to us? Respect! What’s it like out-
side? Hell, right?” 

“Let’s go, who’ll be the first to extend brotherly 
greetings to the čede?” 

We were invited into the studio. We decided that 
Jasmin should speak first. He extended “warm” 
greetings to them and expressed his wish that they 
drop dead as soon as possible. As for me, know-
ing that there were Montenegrin volunteer scum 
among them, I swore on the scorched homes in 
Konavle and the fallen young men of Dubrovnik 
that we would never forgive them. 
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The song is called “Čedo, you monkey,” al-
though some call it “Čedo, you dummy.” But the 
official title is “Čedo, you monkey,” and that’s how 
it’s registered. For a long time nobody knew who 
actually wrote the song, but it was in fact the Boys 
from Sjenjak. 

The song appeared in 1991, and we first 
played and aired it on walkie-talkies, when Yel-
low Submarine hadn’t yet started. Later, with 
great effort, we somehow managed to record it 
in a studio in March of 1992. I can list the people 
who participated in it and who helped in any way 
whatsoever from the idea, through production 
to the finished song: Predrag ‘Sule’ Sušac, Damir 
Antičević, Robert Antičević, Dražen ‘Ćiro’ Nikter, 
Zoran Španović, Srećko ‘Srele’ Štajduhar, Damir 
Staničić, Zoran ‘Mrvica’ Stjepanović, Zlatko Griz-
baher, and I can’t recall any of the others involved. 
Some of us did more, some less, some just helped 
load the amplifier into the car. 

We recorded the song at Zlatko Grizbaher’s 
place in a studio! Gricko had all of the instru-
ments, a mixing board and some kind of impro-
vised studio in his cellar.

The song first appeared as a joke, some hors-
ing around between me and the late Sule. There 
was a bunch of lyrics and the song went on for 10 
to 15 minutes. Then we cut it down, added some 
refrains and more lyrics, and in the end Damir 
Staničić added a few words. He put in the part 
about Yellow Submarine in the last verse. 

What can I say… it was an unusual patriotic 
song, because there were none like it until then. 
It was full of insults, coarse and crude words, but 
those were the times. Despite the coarseness, de-
spite the mockery of the other side, that song had 
a jocular spirit. Today I read and hear that people 
apologize because the intention was not to offend. 
I’m going to step away from that and say in my own 
name, as the responsible party: “Yes, we wanted to 
offend. I insulted those who wanted to kill me and 
that’s that.” Today, from this standpoint, it’s differ-
ent because now our intention isn’t to offend. 

The song actually fell on fertile soil and was 
met with approval by the people who listened to 
Yellow Submarine. All of this happened so fast, 
really fast. Thanks to Yellow Submarine, to Sokol 
and Kljun first and foremost, it became a hit in a 

matter of a minute or two. That’s how long it took 
for the song to become a hit. And yes, it was truly 
a hit! 

The song expressed what everyone in Osijek 
was thinking. I really had my finger on the pulse of 
our fellow citizens. It was a reflection of the revolt, 
rebellion, anger and rage you feel when someone 
is hitting you, and you can’t fight back. That emo-
tion was definitely felt and that’s probably why it 
hit the top of Yellow Submarine’s chart, probably 
the only radio station to play it. Radio Osijek was 
a part of Croatian Radio and could not permit 
such conduct. But Yellow Submarine had actu-
ally filled in a void that was missing, a more casual 
approach, and we pointedly went to Yellow Sub-
marine so they would play it. It was everything to 
us, the centre of our world. All information went 
there and all information came from there. Yellow 
Submarine was our window to the world.

When I look at the entire situation and the 
Yellow Submarine phenomenon today, it didn’t 
last long, but it was intense. It was nice to hang out 
with them. They were interesting, different from 
others, and the song was different. They were a 

Čedo, You Monkey
Mario Pešo
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madcap bunch, different from the uptight stand-
ards that seemed mandatory for radio stations. 
And that, it would appear, was the winning com-
bination. 

A Field of Slimy Pineapples 
I remember the positions that we held between 

the former Agriculture College there on Tenjska 
road and Tufek. This was an empty lot and some 
kind of winery, and we had a trench in the middle 
of a field. Sugar beets were growing in the field, and 
we city boys didn’t know what sugar beets were. 
While digging trenches, someone pulled out a beet 
and said, “This is a pineapple, but it’s kind of slimy.” 
So then we called it “the field of slimy pineapples.” 
When the greetings and messages were aired on 
Yellow Submarine and when we greeted the crew 
at Tufek, we had a thousand shells lobbed at us. So 
we couldn’t say we were greeting the crew at Tufek, 
rather we said we’re greeting the gang from the field 
of slimy pineapples. Everyone in Yellow Submarine 
asked what the field of slimy pineapples was, but 
that was our position. So we had our own code-
name, just like the crew of Yellow Submarine. 
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As soon as I go down Tenjska street 

I’ll shove a grenade up your butt 

You’ll start shouting 

Because you won’t be shitting, 

Čedo, you dummy! 

 

When you see Commander Glavaš 

In the middle of our old Sarvaš, 

You’ll either take off running 

Or you’ll freeze in your tracks, 

Čedo, you dummy!

Part of the song “Čedo, you monkey” 
 

Lyrics and music, vocals: Mario Pešo 
 

Arrangement and keyboards: 
 Zoran ‘Španac’ Španović 

 
Guitar: Srećko ‘Srele’ Štajduhar 

 
Bass: Damir Antičević 

 
Assisted by:  

Damir Staničić, Davor ‘Šprio’ Glavaš, Stjepan ‘Jurkan’ Jurković, 
Zoran ‘Mrvica’ Stjepanović, Zlatko Grizbaher 



Jimmy: I recall almost everything from 
those times – from getting in a van in Zagreb to 
our gig during a blackout. I recall playing in the 
Vega and going to the frontline on the follow-
ing day, to the trenches where we sang several 
songs for the troops, accompanied by a guitar. 
I remember that, and I think that’s it. We didn’t 
stay in Osijek long, maybe 24 hours. 

Šomi: I recall driving to the front in a Pinz-
gaurer, and as we were getting out, something 
exploded and we threw ourselves into the mud. 
And it was only soldiers fooling with us, throw-
ing a firecracker. We were frightened, lying in 
the mud, and the soldiers laughed. I also recall 
Branimir Glavaš, he was actually pleased and 
proud that we came from Zagreb under such 
circumstances, at a time when nobody wanted 
to go to Osijek.

We also played for the Student Battalion in the 
Student Centre and they had a good time. They 
were all soldiers, young lads, admirable! We gave 
our best and I know it was awesome. They were 
delighted with our visit, and our performance. 

Neki to vole vruće1

Silvestar ‘Šomi’ Dragoje and Miroslav ‘Jimmy’ Stanić

Jimmy: Along with Neki To Vole Vruće, 
actors from Zagreb also held a concert in the 
Vega. I can’t recall all of them, four or five – Anja 
Šovagović, Filip Šovagović, Dragan Despot, 
Barbara Nola, I’m certainly forgetting someone, 
but whatever…

The atmosphere at that concert was excep-
tional, as if there was no war. Everyone relaxed, 
danced, sang with us and the actors. It was 
great and it made us feel wonderful and we did 
a great job. We were accompanied by Osijek’s 
OK Band. 

I’m not sure which of our songs was the 
greatest hit at the time. It’s hard to say, we had 
already released three albums by then. They 
were all highly successful and each had sev-
eral hit songs. Some people considered ‘Teška 
vremena’ [Hard Times] a hit, others preferred 
‘Jeans generacija’ [Blue Jean Generation], still 
others ‘Kakva noć’ [What a Night], as everyone 
has their own taste. Generally, the songs are still 
alive today. We can easily say that we have sev-
eral evergreens known to kids today. Perhaps 
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Neki To Vole Vruće on the frontline 

Photograph: Enes Midžić 

1 Neki To Vole Vruće literally means “Some Like It Hot” (the band was named after the movie).



‘Teška vremena’ best describes the situation 
back then. 

Šomi: We slept on the floor of Yellow Sub-
marine! The atmosphere was so nice, it was 
warm and we had great company. We only did 
the concert, entertained the troops, but never 
participated in Yellow Submarine’s broadcasts. 

I remember Vrandečić telling us we could 
go out as nothing was expected to fall. We went 
to Ante Starčević Square and played football – 
Despot, Šovagović, Jimmy and I. We used some 
jackets and played two-a-side football, laughing 
out loud. And waiting to see when and if a shell 
would hit. We risked it and said that it didn’t mat-
ter, if it hits, we don’t care, we’re playing football.  

Jimmy: I somehow feel that the entire Yel-
low Submarine story was an anecdote! I was 
most impressed by the visit to the frontline and 
the atmosphere there, and the odd silence… an 
eerie and threatening silence. It impacted me 
greatly. But all in all, viewing the whole picture, 
it remains a nice memory. 

Silvestar ‘Šomi’ Dragoje performing in the Vega 
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Fight songs encouraged soldiers at their posts 
during the war, they lifted the morale of soldiers in 
the war. We had quite a number of songs that were 
produced in Osijek at the time, and I composed 
‘U boj, dečki s Juga II’ [To Arms, Jug II Boys] in 
the early days of the war. It was published in Sep-
tember 1991 and was often played on Yellow Sub-
marine. 

When we were writing the song, when we com-
posed and first aired it, we never expected such suc-
cess. I was simply glad that a song was played about 
our Osijek and the Jug II precinct. 

There were many nice wartime songs, and 
I produced eight songs about Osijek during the 
war and that was the only album of war songs any-
where in Croatia, entitled Legende. All other art-
ists had a single song that became part of a compi-
lation, but I had a full album of my own. We also 
released the first video that was aired on prime-
time, right before the evening news and before 
the highly popular late-night news show ‘Slikom 
na sliku’ [Picture to Picture]. Sure, it only lasted 
for 10 seconds, but all of Croatia knew about ‘Jug 
II Boys.’ 

Yellow Submarine was the only station that 
aired interviews with our warriors and people 
who composed songs, like tamburitza players and 
other songwriters from Osijek. We were in con-
stant touch with Yellow Submarine, even when 
they still aired by walkie-talkie. We were involved 
in so-called contact-talks on several occasions, 
and we became closer because we both wanted 
that. Whenever there was something new, we’d 
inform them and they’d inform us. Our song was 
played pretty often. Charts of a sort existed at the 
time, I have some news clippings, and our song 
was on top of the charts in Croatia for about four 
months! 

Communicating by means of walkie-talkie 
was not spectacular, but it meant the world to us. 
It was down to basics: what’s going on, is every-
one o.k. and at their posts, what’s everyone listen-
ing to, is there any news. We’d inform each other 
about the locations of shelling so as to be able to 
tell whether they were close to our posts. Certain 
songs were played to cheer people up. Numerous 
songs about Vukovar were played. In any case, it 
was quite emotional. 

The atmosphere in the Yellow Submarine’s cel-
lar was indeed submarine-like and people were in 
good spirits and cheerful. The people of Osijek re-
sponded wonderfully at the time to the appearance 
of such a radio station as they were spending their 
time in cellars and shelters and were glad to hear 
anyone encouraging them to stay in the city. Such 
a radio station, constantly communicating with the 
public who called in to speak on the air, was unbe-
lievable. Yellow Submarine was a saviour for both 
the defenders and the people in shelters. 

The defenders responded positively to Yellow 
Submarine. It’s nice when you can call directly, 
talk to someone, send a message while you’re in a 
trench, holding your frontline. To have someone 
grant you a wish, as they actually granted our wish-
es. Well, we defied the aggressor by songs, jokes, 
tomfoolery. We defied the aggressor with music as 
this was in fact our only option to express ourselves. 
It was actually spite and defiance, as in: you’re not 
coming over here that easily! And that’s how the 
songs were created. 

‘To Arms, Jug II Boys’
Jadranko Lešina – Panta
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There are several things that tie me to Yellow 
Submarine. First of all, “Yellow Submarine” is one of 
my favourite songs by The Beatles, who were popu-
lar back in my day. The second is Igor Vrandečić, 
whom I knew as a small boy from the neighbour-
hood. The third is a story which I found interesting, 
noting that war brings out terribly bad things, but 
also some nice ones. Yellow Submarine was one of 
the nice ones. 

I watched those children then, as I am much 
older than they are, and I watched their energy, 
emotion, and I truly enjoyed it all. I was flattered to 
be given the opportunity to participate and observe 
first-hand. My role in Yellow Submarine was entire-
ly insignificant. I used to have a small, private studio 
in my cellar, which I was not using at the time, so 
I gave them the equipment they used to broadcast 
the Submarine. 

The atmosphere in the cellar of Yellow Sub-
marine was outrageous! Fantastic, casual, relaxed, 
amped, fierce and, when the situation called for an 
immediate response, they would perform special 

miracles. Indefinable, actually. The emergence of 
the radio station was my dream come true, a dream 
of what a radio station should be like – without any 
overwrought reflections, but with live contact and 
short sketches. 

Since music is my great love, I have to reflect 
on the specifics of the music that defined Yellow 
Submarine. They were known for certain songs 
they played. Music ensues from an emotion. What 
‘they’ were doing to us then aroused disconcerting 
emotions in people and that had to be expressed 
through music, through lyrics, to pay the criminals 
back for what they did to us. 

I don’t believe that there is a soul in the city on 
whom the Submarine didn’t leave an impression. A 
striking impression on each for his own reasons. On 
the guys who fought because it raised their morale. 
On others because of the energy it conveyed. Still 
others because the music they played and mono-
logues they aired presented a model radio station. 
It was actually the first, so to speak, modern radio 
station in the city. 

A Peerlessly Pleasant 
Alberto Krasnić

In the town where I was born
Lived a man who sailed to sea

And he told us of his life
In the land of submarines

So we sailed up to the sun
Till we found the sea of green

And we lived beneath the waves
In our yellow submarine

We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine

We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine

And our friends are all aboard
Many more of them live next door

And the band begins to play

We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine

We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine

Full speed ahead, Mr. Parker, full speed ahead
Full speed over here, sir

Action station, action station
Aye, aye, sir, fire
Heaven, heaven

As we live a life of ease
Everyone of us has all we need (has all we need)

Sky of blue (sky of blue) and sea of green (and sea of green)
In our (In our) yellow submarine (yellow submarine, ha-ha!)

We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine

We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine

We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine

We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine
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Lyrics and music:  
JOHN WINSTON LENNON,  
PAUL JAMES McCARTNEY.

Publisher: 
Sony/ATV Music Publishing LLC.
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I was among the first who recorded our Croa-
tian patriotic songs, about Slavonia, composed and 
arranged for me by my husband Julije Njikoš. At the 
time, the song ‘Želim biti, Slavonijo, s tobom’ [I Want 
to be with you, Slavonia] was composed for all those 
who had to leave Slavonia and go abroad. I sang those 
songs even in Germany, during the ‘Stop the War in 
Croatia’ tour, when the song ‘Nek se zna kad Slavonija 
slavi’ [Let Everyone Know when Slavonia Celebrates] 
was composed as a protest against what was happen-
ing. The older songs I recorded back in 1990 includ-
ed ‘Vezak vezla Hrvatica mlada’ [The Croatian Girl 
Stitches a Thread], ‘Vila Velebita’ [The Velebit Fairy], 
‘Oj Hrvatska, oj’ [Ho, Croatia, Ho], and ‘Slavonci smo i 
Hrvati pravi’ [We are Slavonians and True Croats]. 

I also participated in ‘Osijek Band Aid’ which 
recorded the song ‘Moj Osijek se ne da’ [My Osijek 
Never Gives Up]. All singers from Osijek, who were 
in the city at the time, were invited. That was the un-
official anthem of Osijek back then. I sang songs dedi-
cated to the city ‘Pismo Osijeku’ [A Letter to Osijek] 
and ‘Osijek je duša duše moje’ [Osijek is the Heart 

of My Heart], which were composed by my husband 
Julije Njikoš. 

We can truly say that Slavonians endured what 
happened to them with songs, but as for forgiveness 
– we can discuss that some other time. I clearly recall 
the times of Yellow Submarine, as I spent much time 
in Osijek even though I had already moved to Zagreb. 
You’re attached to your home-town and you return to 
it when terrible and hard things happen. Yellow Sub-
marine was a bright spot in that dark Osijek of ours. 
I recall the magnificent concert in the Vega that eve-
ryone talks about. The concert actually marked the 
work of Yellow Submarine! The majority consisted 
of our soldiers, over one thousand defenders arrived 
even after the concert began. To everyone who was 
in Osijek at the time, we were ambassadors of sorts, 
using music to promote peace. 

I am glad that younger generations, who were 
not even born back then, or who were really small 
and young, will find out about what happened in Osi-
jek and that they will cherish Croatia’s freedom. 
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How the Soul 
Defeated Raw Force 
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In dark times even the invocation of happy 
memories is clouded by melancholy. By the same 
token, despite historical causality, it becomes diffi-
cult to humanly explain what happened, almost out 
of nowhere, in Osijek in 1991. A city made to the 
measure of man suddenly fell hostage to the craving 
for expansion, darkness and ideologically charged 
moral decrepitude that attributed the “title” of hu-
manity exclusively to members of their own camp. 
Metaphysically and symbolically (painfully so), it all 
happened in a single moment on none other than 
Vukovarska street with a clash between the civil and 
civilised and a tank. Then came darkness, the City 
was plunged into the darkness of blackouts. And of 
thunderous death that biblically struck hearts from 
the sky, from the lair of wrath across the sky to the 
innocent, to benches, parks, houses, squares, eve-
rything that formed us, to which, when moved by 
emotion, our memories flock like starlings. Just like 
starlings used to flock into chirping clouds at dusk. 
Just as only birds can laugh. 

Returning to that period, I can see boys and 
girls, lege and legice [pals]1 in mismatched uni-
forms, in oversized camouflage pants, Startas 

sneakers2 and white or black T-shirts with rolled up 
sleeves, I can see the smiling faces of those whose 
youth was blasted away in a single night. It would 
all have been engulfed by darkness if spirit had not 
emerged from radio spectrum of what we call the 
airwaves. Spirit is what can’t be beaten with a crow-
bar nor blasted by a MRL or a howitzer, nor slaugh-
tered. Spirit is what makes people stand defiantly at 
a seemingly indefensible point. 

Yellow Submarine was and remained the good, 
steadfast spirit of Osijek. Thanks to it, those citi-
zens of Osijek who remained citizens of Osijek 
even in the worst of times for the City can still hear 
“movie soundtracks” playing in their ears in stark 
contrast to the horror. Thanks to it, when reflecting 
on the most severe shelling, they laughingly recall 
the sentence: “Fellow citizens, it’s another peace-
ful day in Osijek. The noise you can hear is coming 
from lumber being unloaded downtown.” Followed 
by music: “Čavoglave” and “Čedo, majmune” to 
provoke the destroyers and lift the morale of the 
defenders. Then, live from cellars, greetings to the 
guys on the frontlines who were defending the city 
from invasion. Musical requests, love messages, the 

deepest feelings at moments of madness, laughter 
at moments of the deepest sorrow. 

If things had transpired as they should have, 
Sokol, Kljun, Klepton, Torpedo, and the rest would 
have been dating chicks, endlessly surveying the Ko-
rzo on foot, or riding the slalom from the agribusi-
ness office to the Drava River , and “slightly overdo-
ing it” in pubs like Tufna or Ugo-Ugo on Saturdays. 
But in the distressing 1990s, they shone a light to 
“navigate” through the darkness. Yellow and chipper. 
While Osijek was burying its youth, when the City 
reeked of blood, they “worked” on the only justified 
version of defiance. They invented new terms, like 
“Harkány Battalion” or “runaway-eels” for all those 
who didn’t see how we might survive just by existing 
in selflessness and sacrifice. 

Thanks to them, my memories of the darkness 
are not all that black. Thanks to their stubborn 
Submarine and the voices that suppressed panic so 
that the people of Osijek listened to no other ra-
dio station at crucial moments. Just them and our-
selves in them. 

‘Lege, here’s to you!
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1 Lega (and its feminine counterpart legica) is short for kolega [colleague] and this slang term is used by Osijek residents in particular.
2 Popular canvas sneakers produced by Croatia’s oldest shoe manufacturer, Borovo in Vukovar.



We can die here, right?!
Marina Mučalo

After over 25 years, I’m taking stock of my 
wartime memories for Yellow Submarine’s scrap-
book. I re-read some of my notes from long ago 
and perused the photographs filed away in my old-
fashion albums. I’m not sure I should feel lucky 
that I have so many. I again paged through my 
book S domovinskih bojišta [From the Homeland 
Fronts] that I wrote in 1993. I had forgotten many 
things, sometimes intentionally.

The wartime year of 1991 caught me working 
as a reporter for Croatian Radio. That’s when slith-
ering occupation crept to our back yards and ten-
sion burdened our daily conversations. 

The first episode of the show “S domovinskih 
bojišta” ran in September. It was aired every other 
day for an hour on Croatian Radio 2. Directly from 
the front, if connections allowed. When search-
ing for the show theme music, the song ‘Hrvatska 
mati’ [Croatian Mother] was found. Doesn’t the 
title sound familiar? It didn’t to me until I heard 
the chorus ‘Zovi, samo zovi, svi će sokolovi…’ 
[Call, just call, all falcons…]. Soon afterward I 
was assigned to the field. During the first air raid 

alarms in Zagreb and the shelling of transmitter 
tower on Mt. Sljeme (September-October 1991), 
I was somewhere else, I can’t remember where. 
Croatian Radio’s programming shifted to a flexible 
(wartime) schedule in early October of that year. 
The airwaves were thus no longer cluttered with 
the standard content and freed up for correspond-
ents to provide live reports at any given moment. 
As telephone connections broke with increasing 
frequency, we had to cease every opportunity. 

My generation had experienced war exclu-
sively in (mostly American) movies. The Bridge 
on the River Kwai, The Deer Hunter, Born on the 
Fourth of July… In primary school we attended or-
ganized viewings of Yugoslav war movies such as 
Sutjeska, Neretva and The Raid on Drvar.’ Back then 
we called them ‘domestic’ and the most important 
thing for us was not having classes on movie days. 

I learned war correspondence by ‘on my own’ 
method. Swiftly and without delay. You have no 
one to ask about what a report from the front must 
and mustn’t contain. Only common sense and ac-
countability make you read the text for the fifth 

time, looking for details that might inadvertently 
harm civilians or soldiers. You are mindful of each 
word, as what seems important at first glance (they 
didn’t hit the hospital!) might become severe re-
gret the next moment, when someone on the op-
posing side readjusts the sight-line (and hit it!). If 
you don’t mention it, what do you report?

News briefs, central news shows and some 
rare talk-shows accounted for the majority of war-
time radio broadcasts. Reports were often repeat-
ed along with information on air raid alarms and 
possible attacks. The realization that national ra-
dio broadcasts in the late 20th century, in civilized 
Croatia where people had just returned from their 
summer holidays, were warning people of poten-
tial heavy artillery fire was surreal. 

How to report on a war being waged on your 
own country? Should you be distanced? Pessimis-
tic? Engaged? This was one of the most common 
questions posed by many journalists, connoisseurs, 
experts, theorists and ‘common’ people. Can the 
standard of professional and impartial reporting 
be maintained? What if my voice trembles unwill-
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ingly? What if my bitterness comes out? What if 
I begin sobbing live because it’s too hard on me? 
What should a (self-taught) war correspondent say 
while watching a pristine village in flames, or while 
a mother comforts her child terrified by the explo-
sions? I still don’t have the answers to this day. 

The fatal attraction of a real war going on only 
an hour or two from Vienna brought hundreds of 
foreign reporters to Croatia. Most completely un-
prepared for what awaited them, they tried to get 
up to speed quickly. Who’s fighting against whom? 
Why? What’s the name of the enemy? “Serbo-
communistic Bolshevik soldiery?” Hmm. Doesn’t 
have the same ring in English. 

”Please, can you briefly explain what’s going on?”

No, I can’t briefly explain anything as you 
won’t understand a thing. It involves decades of 
history, and you, my dear colleague (from Austria, 
Germany, France, the Netherlands, Spain, etc.) 
expect me to brief you on the Croatian question 
in Yugoslavia while we listen to missile blasts in a 
bomb shelter.

On one occasion, completely surprised by the 
strength of an explosion, one of them told me:

“We can die here, right?!” 

Yes. Unbelievable, right?   

I spent much time in Osijek. It was my base for 
covering the war in Slavonia. I wrote numerous re-
ports and prepared several shows for “S domovin-
skih bojišta.” On the go I learned what lega meant 
and what’s it like when you lose your marbles, what 
type of craters are made by sows (250 kg aerial 
bombs), the unexpected meanings of plastic, salami 
and pate (various explosive devices), entering a well 
[having a drink at the Ugo bar], technical jargon 
like ‘apovka’ [assault rifle] and ‘utovka’ [a pistol], 
and colourful localisms like ‘gruvanje’ [exploding] 
and ‘bubanje’ [pounding]. In a war people get ac-
quainted, they meet and part far more quickly and 
simply than usual. One skips introductory formali-
ties and polite phrases, handshakes and courteous 
small talk. All you remember is a nickname, some-
times not even that. Information is shared without 
hesitation as the stakes are too high to calculate with 
an exclusive for even a brief moment.  

I returned to Osijek on several occasions, for a 
week or two. Shells, alarms, running, the Ugo and 
Pivnica bars, fear. Life in Osijek in the late autumn 
of 1991 was like roulette: maybe a hit, but better 
not. Shells flew in from Baranja at random, some-
times a few, sometimes hundreds. The most dan-
gerous were the mornings, when people stepped 
out of their homes, and the afternoons, when peo-
ple returned home. The fine, cheerful Slavonian 
spirit led to jokes about life in the cellars causing 
people to grow tails. 

“You know, if your car is still in one piece, you 
should drive with your radio turned on really loud 
so you don’t hear the shells drop and don’t ask 
yourself whether it’s your turn today.”

And you turn the volume on your radio all the way 
up. On 97.3 FM. 
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The Human Heights Zlata Živaković-Kerže

(Accompanied by voices and sounds

The duty to preserve memories of the facts 
about life and the struggles in the imposed war 
waged in Croatia a quarter-century ago led to this 
document on Yellow Submarine – a phenomenon 
of the wartime days in the autumn and winter of 
1991/1992 among Osijek’s defenders, precisely 
among those who initiated and worked on it. And 
their work was a gesture of resistance to the ag-
gressor by the soldiers and citizens of Osijek, and 
an expression of the spirit which – in words and 
music – conveyed optimism in tomorrow. This 
optimism prioritized peace and development un-
impeded by threats from the aggressors, who were 
repeatedly told by Radio Yellow Submarine that 
their aims were doomed to failure.

This book is therefore a type of remembrance 
as a testimony to the human passage through time, 
and especially through the horrors imposed on 
humanity by war. By confronting the textual mem-Photograph: Marin Topić
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ories of our fellow citizens when they were ex-
posed to the assaults of their until-recently fellow 
countrymen bent on conquest in Osijek and other 
parts of Croatia, we confront that which prompted 
them to take their positions to resist these territo-
rial raids in the manner that best suited their abili-
ties, capabilities and aspiration to halt their adver-
saries, regardless of the latter’s superiority in arms 
and other matériel for waging war.

It is undoubtedly noteworthy that in this book 
we encounter memory and the desire – more or 
less unique to humans – to reflect and to hear from 
others as to whether they did what had to be done 
at the time when they were already where they 
had to be, and to stand fast and survive. As a con-
sequence of the memories of our then young fel-
low citizens who launched Yellow Submarine and 
through it had an impact on the spiritual health of 
the public in that Croatian city in the east, today, 
a quarter-century after these events, we can sense 
the men who decided to find and utilize the best 
that they could give to mount a successful resist-
ance to the aggressor. Certainly, to break that ag-
gressor’s spirit! And furthermore, by breaking the 
aggressor’s spirit, to create the foundation, even 
when not explicitly dictated, for a tomorrow in 
which it is possible to more successfully overcome 
the conditions that would once more place hu-
manity in circumstances in which a place in time 

and space must be created in the midst of conflicts 
with such heavy casualties.

Consequently, the accounts presented in the 
book, provided by those specific warriors, those 
‘Yellow Submariners,’ are not only memoirist 
sources about our recent war, but also a part of 
the testimony on the tenacity of the human spirit, 
which always lies at the heart of the human striv-
ing to create the conditions to tread upon this 
Earth with raised heads, free and equal as the 
people who share their freedom, independence 
and equality. 

Over and above the aforementioned consid-
erations, the reading of these reminiscences of 
Yellow Submarine’s activities becomes as an en-
hancement and reinforcement of friendship with 
the human individual who, in such struggles, 
when it’s to be or not to be, seeks out and wants 
to perceive the era and relations in which the hu-
mane will overcome the inhumane, free thought 
will overcome the will to subjugate, coexistence 
among men will overcome the efforts to prevent 
meeting and encountering another individual (of 
another nationality or faith, of some ‘unaccepta-
ble’ social status, etc.) as an equal, as someone 
who need not be feared and who should not fear 
others. Everything that is essential in this book 
can actually be encapsulated by the point that in 

everyday actions, the people who transform war 
into the struggle to secure the zenith of human-
ity, do not neglect nor reduce to the pedestrian 
any word of any human depth or height, rather 
they seek in this the expression of humanity’s 
most humane aspirations, to ensure that every 
such word is never superfluous nor inappropri-
ate. It actually reveals the fact that a person will 
always find his or her calling if the effort is true at 
the necessary moment, when the perception of 
what is necessary at that time reveals what actu-
ally needs to be done.

The memories of the ‘Yellow Submariners’ 
truly convey to readers what they were thinking, 
their time and how they acted as a result, and, 
ultimately, how these actions are grounds for 
human satisfaction in those who today receive 
those memories as a component of a past that is 
interlaced with our present.

Thus, this timely book by Gordana Lesinger 
and Davor Vrandečić is also something of a mon-
ument to the triumph of the spirit that initiated 
and guided Yellow Submarine and its spirit, for in 
those wartime days its presence was felt as a dire 
need and undoubted expression of triumphant 
hope, expectation, effort and success.
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Ante Nazor

On the Importance 
of Memoirist Materials

Besides primary sources, in the course of their re-
search historians also make use of secondary sources, 
such as memoirist materials. Therefore the gathering 
and publication of remembrances, statements and 
writings of participants are exceptionally valuable to 
research into and establishment of the facts concern-
ing the Homeland War, for without memoirist mate-
rials it would be impossible to fully understand his-
tory, particularly with regard to events on which there 
are no sources or processes on which the sources are 
meagre. Indeed, private notes and interviews, i.e., the 
memoirs and writings of direct participants in events 
during the Homeland War, often reveal unknown inci-
dents or unknown aspects of well-known events, and 
regularly shed new light on under-researched areas. 
They make it possible to supplement existing docu-
ments and help to complete the picture on this period 
of Croatian history. The presentation of personal im-
pressions may also provide greater insight into general 
moods and interpersonal relations, for example in a 
certain military unit during the execution of a mission 
or after a certain extraordinary event, or – as is the case 
with this book – in a single city during wartime, which 

can be very difficult to discern in official documents. 
Additionally, the gathering of memoirist materials in-
dicates respect for and gratitude to the participants in 
individual historical events, i.e., to the people whose 
sense of responsibility, courage and sacrifice, and – as 
shown by this book – creativity, humour, provocative-
ness and defiance, visibly gave so much to the commu-
nity to which they belong.

This is why the Croatian Homeland War Memori-
al-Documentation Centre has launched a series called 
‘The Republic of Croatia and the Homeland War, 1990-
1995 – Memoirist Materials,’ in which roughly twenty 
books, mainly the remembrances of direct participants 
in combat operations on the frontlines, have been pub-
lished so far. However, since the conditions and activi-
ties of a society in wartime cannot be comprehensively 
depicted solely through the scope of military activities, 
the content of the books in the aforementioned series 
also covers other aspects of the Homeland War, for ex-
ample: the work of the hospital and retirement home 
during the siege of Vukovar in 1991 (Grad je bio meta: 
bolnica, dom umirovljenika..., ed. Ante Nazor, Zagreb, 
20081), the writings of journalists who were reporting 

during the war (Novinari – svjedoci vremena – Zapisi Tra-
jka Grkovskog: Karlovac – Plitvice 1991. –1995., ed. Ana 
Holjevac Tuković, Zagreb, November 20072), memo-
ries of days spent in exile and the trepidation of family 
members separated from one another (885 dana rata 
– korespondencija obitelji Gugo na Kninskom području, 
compiled by Katarina Gugo and Marin Buovac, Knin/
Zadar, August 20153), and the memories of members 
of the NGO Mothers for Peace (Bedem ljubavi) in their 
peace-making efforts on behalf of their own sons and 
those of others (Slavica Bilić, Prsten mira i majčinske 
ljubavi (prilozi za povijest Bedema ljubavi – pokreta ma-
jki za mir u Domovinskom ratu, 1991. –1993.4), Zagreb, 
July 2013).

86

1 The town was the target: the hospital, the nursing home… (the 
aggression by Serbia, that is the JNA [Yougoslav People’s Army] 
and Serbian and Montenegrin forces against the Republic of 
Croatia and the Serb occupation of Vukovar 1991).

2 Reporters – Witnesses to the Time. The Writings of Trajko 
Grkovski: Karlovac-Plitvice, 1991-1995.

3 885 Days of War. Correspondence of the Gugo Family in the 
Vicinity of Knin..

4 Slavica Bilić: The Ring of Peace and Motherly Love (Contribu-
tions to the history of the Bastion of Love/Mothers for Peace in 
the Homeland War, 1991-1993).



The book about Radio Yellow Submarine is also 
based to a considerable degree on memoirist materials 
of a cultural/media phenomenon that left its mark on 
wartime Osijek. All of the participants in this project 
should be commended, for they have preserved the 
memory of a segment of the Homeland War and a crew 
that helped Croatian soldiers and civilians in Osijek 
maintain their mental health during the war. And their 
voyages over Osijek’s airwaves “at 97.yuck FM” (97.3 
MHz) under the arduous conditions of everyday life 
in wartime demonstrate why we are proud of the peo-
ple who, each in their own way, stood up and defended 
Croatia from Greater Serbian aggression. The contents 
of this book engender an understanding of the social 
circumstances that enabled the emergence of such 
an unusual “vessel” in a besieged and devastated city. 
It also shows why Radio Yellow Submarine became 
something of a symbol of wartime Osijek and reveals 
the motives of those who conceived of, launched and 
led this project. Be defiant, Slavonia…!
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In the superpower states which have a conti-
nuity of peace, but also a wealth of experience in 
waging war in other countries, the sharp defini-
tional boundaries between war and peace, laws of 
war and violent (mis)deeds are hidden in public 
discourse. The media is employed in everyday life 
to introduce phrases that conceal or euphemize the 
truth: a confirmation of this renaming includes the 
modification of events in which their own armed 
forces participated when calling them what they 
are would reverberate unpleasantly among both 
the domestic and global public. This linguistic en-
gineering is used to ideologically undergird the role 
of armed forces in conflicts that are designated as 
the primary global crisis hotspots. We need only 
mention an expression such as collateral damage in 
aerial campaigns, which actually means “innocent 
civilian casualties in aerial bombardment”; struck by 
friendly fire means “killed in bombardment by one’s 
own forces”; use all necessary means to establish a 
lasting peace means “declare war.” In 2006, a group 
of German scholars, artists, theorists and activists 
under the leadership of Susanne Lang and Florian 
Schneider launched the ‘Dictionary of War’ project, 
a joint platform in which the purpose is for people 

from different fields and professions to cooperate in 
order to confront reality, oppose all previous wars 
and help uncover the power relations concealed in 
communications and propaganda such as the afore-
mentioned euphemisms.

The manner in which the reality of war seeped 
into everyday speech among Osijek’s residents and 
created a wartime vocabulary had nothing to do 
with the aforementioned, because it was not im-
posed from the outside nor according to plan, but 
rather came from within as a spontaneous reflec-
tion of the actual, open aggression. Suddenly there 
emerged words and collocational expressions never 
used before and which now, twenty-five years after 
the fact, sound like the vocal breath of war – war 
jargon. It is difficult to link it to any specific social 
group, which is otherwise a feature of jargon. It was 
in fact present among all age groups, from youngest 
to oldest, and it consisted of modified or pure mili-
tary terminology, but also hastily (ad hoc) devised 
words and many localisms which no longer mean 
anything to today’s generation of Osijek natives, be-
cause the reference points to which they pertained 
have disappeared. In the text that follows, this lexi-

cal wealth will first be broken down thematically, 
and then individual expressions will be cited and 
interpreted using neutral language as necessary, but 
also in the context of their application at the time. 

An “Ambient” Lexicon 
The city’s bombardment over ten months had 

a crucial impact on the naming conventions for the 
new phenomena so noisily introduced by war. The 
most picturesque and locally-coloured word from 
that period is the verb grúvati (and its more liter-
ary counterpart gruhati – to explode) with all of its 
derivatives. When someone said the ‘gruvanje’ was 
beginning, it meant that an artillery attack had be-
gun and that everyone had to take shelter in their 
cellars. A closely-related expression for this phe-
nomenon was the more colloquial bubati (original-
ly meaning ‘to pound’) and its derivatives bubanje 
and the even more ‘Osijekish’ bubetana. After sev-
eral months of day and night bombardment, due to 
sheer exhaustion, but also simple adaptation, cellar 
residents began to perceive this new type of noise as 
the pattering of rainfall on rooftops, helping them to 
fall asleep. In those rare moments when the Croa-
tian side returned fire with higher calibre weapons, 

Branko Kuna, Ph.D., assoc. prof.

Osijek Speech in Wartime ‘91
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the boastful terms rokati, izrokati and rokanje (to 
rock or shake) were used. In peacetime, these terms 
denoted sexual intercourse, but also a physical al-
tercation. If some kind of surprise manoeuvre was 
conducted or an enemy artillery battery was de-
stroyed, word rapidly spread in the city that ‘they 
got pounded in the drum (dobili po tamburi)’. This 
was more an expression of wishful thinking rather 
than any factual report that the other side had been 
seriously impacted. The desire was there, but the 
means for resistance were limited. We were unpre-
pared for war, but we rapidly became accustomed to 
it, like a patient with a malignant illness who has to 
accept and overcome it. And being petty and hope-
less at such moments would have meant giving in 
to the forces of destruction. The trying situation 
engendered rage, and later spite, but also systematic 
resistance that reinforced mental fortitude. 

Military Gear and Weapons
Initially this thematic block was palpably meagre, 

but already in the autumn of 1991 it was considera-
bly larger, albeit not entirely clear to everyone. At the 
start, one could see at various checkpoints the vari-
ous firearms local citizens had procured on their own, 
from pistols and hunting rifles to smuggled and never 
before seen (semi-)automatic machine pistols that 
were later used by special operations units (‘special-
ists’): the Czech Škorpion, the Israeli Uzi, and some-
times the German Heckler & Koch (known locally as 

hekler), and near the war’s end the first domestically-
made machine pistols appeared, popularly known as 
the pleter, agram and zagi. The first weapons outside 
of the police arsenal were machine guns modelled 
after the Russian Kalashnikov AK-47. Their names 
were given according to the country in which they 
were manufactured: the bugar (Bulgarian) – perhaps 
the finest variant of the Kalashnikov, although it was 
not present in high numbers; the mađar (Hungarian) 
– these machine guns were purchased already in the 
autumn of 1990, and were the first weapons assigned 
to police reserve contingents in local governmen-
tal units and their performance was solid; rumunj 
(Romanian) – a Kalashnikov with a dark varnished 
wooden butt and hand guard. Many guardsmen to 
whom they were assigned were not happy with them, 
as they were inaccurate, prone to malfunction, en-
counter problems in rapid fire, and jam during indi-
vidual fire, and when first distributed many already 
had corroded barrels; srpkinja/srbijanka (Serbian 
lady) – after the seizure of the Lug military ware-
house near Čepin in September, this firearm, made in 
the Crvena Zastava factories in Kragujevac (Serbia), 
became the most widely used by Osijek’s guardsmen, 
and proved to be a dependable weapon even later.

Besides machine guns, also noteworthy was 
the attachment called the ‘drunken Ustasha’ (pijani 
ustaša), an improvised cup-shaped device mounted 
to the end of rifle muzzle and used to launch rifle 
grenades. It was made and used for the first time in 

Vukovar under the name Krešimir, and later spread 
to other combat zones, but its name was changed due 
to an anecdotal situation. Using their walkie-talkies, 
Croatian guardsmen tapped into the radio frequency 
used by Serbian forces and heard that “the Ustasha 
are drugged out, so they can throw grenades as far as 
two hundred meters1” (‘Ustasha’ is a reference to the 
World War II Croatian fascist collaborators). After 
that, the device was renamed to bear this self-effacing 
designation. It is interesting that in 2011 Vukovar 
veterans used the internet to send the design for this 
invention to the besieged rebel Libyan city of Misrat, 
under attacked by Gaddafi’s forces2. 

Another noteworthy hand-held weapon was the 
oltovka grenade, made in the Osijek foundry and ma-
chine factory (Osiječka ljevaonica željeza i tvornica 
strojeva, or OLT), located across the street from to-
day’s Student Centre in Svačićeva and several meters 
from the White Barracks (see below). One of the first 
domestically-produced weapons with an unattractive 
appearance, the grenade’s coarsely machined casing 
was filled with explosive materials, but its use soon 
stopped because it was unstable, i.e., it tended to “self-

1 | Katalog izložbe Oružje iz zbirke Muzeja policije (Catalogue of 
the exhibition “Weapons from the Police Museum Collection”), 
p. 81.

2 | The device was first manufactured in the Borovo factory’s 
tool shop. More details in Večernji list, 20 May 2011, https://
www.vecernji.hr/vijesti/vukovarski-izum-pijani-ustasa-stigao-
ulibijsku-misratu-289821.
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activate under inexplicable circumstances.” Its com-
petition was the missile made by a factory in Belišće 
which the members of the National Guard Corps 
106th Brigade in Nemetin simply called zlo (‘evil’). 
With the help of a 4.5 volt battery, it was activated by 
an artillery technician in a trench in a cornfield about 
a dozen meters from the “launch pad,” which con-
sisted of two iron slats set diagonally into the ground. 
The tail-fins on the missile were set in the small space 
between the slats and that constituted the missile’s 
“guidance” system. Extremely unreliable in terms of 
range and detonation point, their use soon halted for 
safety reasons. Hand grenades from the stockpiles of 
the Yugoslav People’s Army obtained after the seizure 
of military bases were a mandatory part of any combat 
set, but often they were also worn by guardsmen on 
their belts as they strolled through town. They were 
also picturesquely called kinder jaje (Kinder eggs) or 
kašikara (M75) and kragujevka (M52). Due to ir-
responsible handling, and even play with them, many 
grenades detonated where they should not have.

The appearance of rocket launchers used by 
the former army was a sign of the increasingly bet-
ter equipment held by our soldiers. Most often this 
was the small disposable launcher known as the 
zolja (killer bee) and the high-calibre rechargeable 
launcher called the osa (wasp). During the period 
of “initial” accumulation of arms, the most wide-
spread higher-calibre anti-tank weapons were the 

82 mm guns known as bestrzajci (recoilless guns)3. 
The other almost legendary gun in the city’s defence 
was the Big Bertha4, a 130 mm howitzer installed 
at a position between Josipovac and Čepin. The oc-
casional, loud bursts from the ‘Bertha’ reverberated 
widely on dark autumn nights, but also had a some-
what soothing effect on citizens because they were 
assured that something stronger than rifle-fire could 
come from our own positions. Even though the 3rd 
Guards Brigade only had two cannons like that, sto-
ries grew around the ‘Bertha’ and according to ru-
mours it was moved around on a trailer to fool the 
other side as to how many our forces had. It wasn’t 
true, but it created the impression that our forces 
were employing a cunning strategy. The notorious 
multiple rocket launchers (MRLs), known as veb(e)
eri (based on the initials VBR, from the weapon’s 
name in Croatian: višecijevni bacač raketa), often 

3 | On the day of an all-out attack on Osijek, 5 December 1991, 
the crew using these recoilless guns posted atop the roof of the 
Saponia detergent factory in Nemetin under the command of 
Ante Gelo, 1st Battalion, 106th Brigade, destroyed a Yugoslav 
People’s Army self-propelled antiaircraft gun and an armoured 
combat vehicle. This was a turning point in the battle, because 
the aggressor halted its combined infantry and armoured 
advance from the direction of Sarvaš, even after it broke the 
Croatian Army’s defensive line between the road and railway 
and had an open path to the city of Osijek.

4 | The nickname in Croatian ‘debela Berta’ literally translates 
to ‘fat Bertha’; the original German cannon with that name 
from World War I was a 420 mm howitzer, and it was named 
after the spouse of the owner of the Krupp factory, which 
manufactured them.

fired on Osijek. Residents learned to recognize the 
sharp whistling sound made by the consecutively 
fired missiles. These were anti-personnel weapons, 
and when they hit the walls of buildings – which 
they could not penetrate – their remains looked like 
blooming flowers.

From the air, using repurposed agricultural air-
craft, the Croatian Army dropped the lethal weapon 
called the bojler. As the name suggests, these were 
literally water heating boilers filled with a mixture 
of explosives, nuts and bolts, while the outer sides 
had numerous fuses welded to them, so that they 
resembled hedgehogs. At a time when free territory 
in Slavonia shrank every day, the news of boilers 
dropped on the territory of the so-called ‘Krajina 
Serbian Autonomous District’, first mentioned by 
Belgrade TV, had a powerful impact. Boilers were 
dropped in the areas of Vukovar, Vinkovci and even 
the occupied section of Osijek’s suburb Tenja, until 
the aircraft of Osijek’s First Independent Aerial Pla-
toon was shot down on 2 December 1991, killing 
four airmen. 

Military and Paramilitary Units 
and Their Members

During the first campaigns from the end of 
1990 and early 1991, when the rebel Serbs launched 
their so-called ‘log revolution’ and threats of a 
military putsch were made, the first members of the 
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Croatian armed forces were the police, both regular 
and reserve contingents, and for a time the revived 
term redarstvenik (which had initially denoted ‘city 
police’) was used. It was enthusiastically adopted by 
the Serbian media as yet another sign of ‘Ustashism’, 
but the police were most often colloquially called 
mupovci (from the initials MUP, for Ministarstvo 
unutarnjih poslova – Internal Affairs Ministry). The 
latter term was linked to the over-used idiomatic 
phrase the MUP’s strong forces. On the Croatian 
media scene, the numerical ambiguity of this 
expression was intended to underscore the “power” 
of our forces, while in Serbian publications this was 
a way to exaggerate the extent of the enemy “forces” 
their own units were fighting, which achieved the 
opposite effect. In everyday speech, when someone 
said the “MUP’s strong forces” had arrived, it had 
a comical effect, because in fact it was usually a 
matter of a few modestly armed police officers. The 
today widespread term branitelj (defender) was 
hardly used at the time, while the members of the 
first military formation, the National Guard Corps 
(Zbor narodne garde, ZNG) were called gardisti 
(guardists), although the nickname zenge (derived 
from the initials ZNG) was equally common5. 
Despite its derogatory quality, as it was first 
coined by the Serbian media, its use soon spread 
throughout Croatia. In the press and television 
reports, the unconventional, colourful and non-

5 | That was also the nickname given to the well-known yellow 
combat boots made by Borovo, which the ZNG troops wore.

uniform appearance of Croatian troops was 
highlighted, so that at the beginning of the war the 
zenge were portrayed with black bandanas on their 
heads, rosaries around their necks, wearing crew-
neck T-shirts and camouflage pants.6 

The term guardist remained in use for quite 
some time, even though by 3 November 1991 the 
ZNG’s name was changed to the Croatian Army, 
and only professional army units were called guard 
brigades. The best known and most numerous 
volunteer group, established by the Croatian Party 
of the Right, was the Croatian Defence Forces 
(Hrvatske obrambene snage, HOS), and their 
members, known as hosovci, were active in Osijek 
as of July 1991. Besides Croatia, they also operated 
in Bosnia-Herzegovina. As of March 1993, they 
were incorporated into the ranks of the Croatian 
Army in Croatia and the Croatian Defence Council 
in Bosnia-Herzegovina. Also noteworthy is the 
general term bojovnik (pl. bojovnici; warrior) 
which referred to any member of the armed forces. 
An informal and unorganized group was variously 
called the Munich Battalion and the Harkány 
Battalion/Brigade 7 which emerged in the midst of 
the war, consisting of potential draftees – actually 

6 | For more on this type of Croatian media warrior, see: 
Senjković, R. 2001. “Propaganda, mediji, heroji, mitovi i 
ratnici,” Polemos,4(2): 33‒79.

7 | Depending on the estimates of how many of these ‘runaways’ 
fled to these two cities.

“volunteers” for flight from Osijek, so that the 
members of these imaginary units were also referred 
to by the derogatory term pobjegulje (runaways 
or runaway-eels). These were adult men who, at a 
moment of intellectual and moral weakness, left 
their city, jobs and homes for safekeeping to those 
who did not wish to flee. Heavier departures by car, 
bus and train were noted after the fall of Vukovar, 
when many took their families to safety in other 
countries, such as Hungary, Austria and Germany, 
where they remained and patiently waited for the 
situation to settle down. They returned with the 
first signs of spring in 1992, “full of self-confidence 
and patriotic fervour,” but also some hard-earned 
foreign currency.

On the opposing side, there were members of 
various units, from the Yugoslav People’s Army re-
cruits (ročnici) and reservists (rezervisti), through 
the rarely seen special forces from Niš (called niški 
specijalci or crvene beretke – ‘Red Berets’), to para-
military units, such as the arkanovci8, Beli orlovi 
(White Eagles) and šešeljovci (organized by Ser-
bian extremist politician Vojislav Šešelj) or, as they 
called themselves, četnici (Chetniks). At moments 
of despair and bitterness in Croatia, the pejorative 
term čédo (pl. čéde) was used as a general designa-

8 | Its full name was Arkan’s Tigers Serbian Volunteer Guard – a 
unit led by Željko ‘Arkan’ Ražnatović, otherwise an informant 
for Yugoslav intelligence agencies and an internationally 
wanted criminal.
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tion for any member of Serbian forces.9 Younger 
generations prone to create their own jargon also 
introduced new names based on similar sounds and 
word forms, such as čedomir and čejen. 

Locales 
In order to acclimate, adjust and survive under 

new (wartime) circumstances, several places were 
crucial and it would be worthwhile to say something 
about them, with the occasional reference to the pre-
sent day. We shall begin with the names of the mili-
tary barracks which are slowly fading into oblivion, 
as younger people no longer even know where they 
are located. The largest were the so-called White Bar-
racks10. On 27 June 1991, on the evening of the day 
when the red fićo11 was crushed by a tank, gunfire 
issued from those barracks on a procession of cars 

9 | The mocking song with the same title aired by Radio Yellow 
Submarine also contributed to the spread of this form.

10 | Constructed at the end of the 19th century as the Artillery 
Barracks, which extended between the downtown and new 
sections of the city. Prior to the outbreak of the war in Croatia, it 
bore the name of the Partisan people’s hero Milan Stanivuković, 
the commander of the 12th Slavonian Division.

11 | The Zastava 750, a compact Serbian-made automobile, 
was popularly known as fićo throughout the former Yugoslavia, 
because it was modelled after the Fiat 600. The news footage of 
a Yugoslav Army tank crushing a red fićo on a street in Osijek 
was widely seen in both Croatia and abroad at the time and 
later.

driven by Osijek’s youth, who were protesting against 
the Yugoslav Army’s conduct. Fourteen were injured. 
In September 1991, artillery fire from these same 
barracks thoroughly destroyed the buildings in sur-
rounding streets, particularly the General Hospital. 
On 17 September 1992, the regular army and Serbian 
reservists retreated from it in tanks and transporters 
down Feđe Milića street (today’s Svačićeva) toward 
Tenja, and ZNG troops destroyed several of their ve-
hicles as they entered Nova Tenja. After the war the 
barracks were used by the Croatian Army, and the fa-
cility was renamed Drava, while today the university 
campus is being built at the site. The Marshal Tito 
Red Barracks, with its central building painted red, 
opposite the outdoor green market on Gajeva square, 
were seized by the ZNG and police on 15 September 
1991 with genuine trophies: recruits and small arms. 
There were no notable attacks on the city from this 
location due to the small number of soldiers posted 
there. The Croatian Army used the site for a time 
under the name Gaj. Today it houses the university 
physics and mathematics departments and the Tech-
nology Development Centre. The next building is 
the Yugoslav People’s Army Hall – the building be-
tween Istarska and Cesarićeva streets that bore the 
immense slogan Brotherhood – Unity – People – Army 
and a dotted image of Josip Broz Tito in the middle 
looking down on today’s King Držislav Park. Con-
tingents from the ZNG’s 3rd Guard Brigade and 106th 
Brigade participated in the battle to take the Hall on 
16 September 1991, when a sizeable quantity of arms 

was seized. Today the building is the Croatian Army 
Hall. Poligon C (Test and Training Range C) was lo-
cated at the city’s southern entrance (opposite the 
Central Cemetery and Brijest). In the summer, the 
Yugoslav Army moved a part of its armoured and ar-
tillery mechanization from the White Barracks to this 
range, whence it fired on the city for three months, 
until 17 September when it withdrew to Tenja and 
then joined the assault on Vukovar.

The headquarters of the Croatian armed forces 
was the People’s Defence Secretariat, which was 
situated in the building of today’s Osijek-Baranja 
County Hall. Initially used for recruitment and 
dispatching summons for the reserves, it accom-
modated the Crisis Staff and later the headquarters 
of the 2nd Osijek Operations Zone (for Slavonia 
and Baranja). Already at the beginning of the year, 
citizens had set up checkpoints (called punktovi) at 
intersections and the flat stretches of streets. These 
were generally not taken seriously, and they were 
often called “war games.” At times of clear and pre-
sent danger of warfare, armed individuals (usually 
in civilian attire) from the People’s Defence organ-
ized by precinct authorities – now quite serious 
– halted vehicles, examined personal documents 
and inspected luggage compartments. Sometimes 
it seemed that there were so many that a simple 
trip between two parts of the city took three times 
longer than usual. After the bombardment began 
at the end of June, these checkpoints simply disap-
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peared and were never re-established. Life for Osi-
jek residents over the next nine months thus moved 
to the cellars of family homes, residential buildings, 
institutions and companies. They resided, slept and 
cooked there, and always listened to their battery-
powered transistor radios.12

After the encirclement of Osijek at the end of 
November, the army had its own points: the per-
manent outposts held by soldiers were also called 
punktovi, while elevated positions used to ob-
serve incoming aircraft were called čeke (‘hunting 
blinds’). They were situated on the highest build-
ings of the VBK 13 (today’s Vijenac I. Meštrovića), 
the red skyscraper at the Super shopping centre, 
atop the Hotel Osijek, and one on the silo at the 
city’s brewery (the guardists posted there claimed 
that it was the best position because fortification for 
their throats was so nearby).

12 | The change in habits was underscored by Ivica Vrkić, at 
the time the psy-ops warfare commander of the 2nd Osijek 
Operations Zone. Speaking for Croatian Radio Osijek in 
January 1992, he said that “Residents of Slavonia must become 
accustomed to sleeping with their wives and their rifles.”

13 | The Vijenac Borisa Kidrića (VBK) precinct
Photograph: Marin Topić
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In Conclusion
Cities are unprotected and open structures 

which are composed of what is not only currently 
visible, accessible and inhabitable, but also of their 
constructive elements and memories of their her-
itage, which are also interwoven in language. Um-
berto Eco metaphorically called the city an “open 
work.” It is a place of collective memory and emo-
tions, but also individual fates. Osijek’s wartime jar-
gon ensued from the reality which was difficult and 
uncertain for its residents, it contained concealment 
and obfuscation, it was original and unembellished, 
traumatized, somewhat cruel and ironic. Therefore, 
this scavenging through the remains of that era’s vo-
cabulary and expressions should be seen as a contri-
bution to a time capsule in which the experience of 
war and the survival of a city remain sealed.
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Ćutek: How long did that enthusiasm last? 
Because at some point you had to reach a satura-
tion point. 

Sokol: Well, we realized that the time had come 
for us to pull back. The enemy wasn’t there any 
more. There was no longer a reason for us to go on 
once the ceasefire, we can even call it peace, came 
into effect. There was no longer any point in attack-
ing someone on air. We would have had to begin 
criticizing each other, but we did imagine what 
Yellow Submarine would be doing today. We imag-
ined how that would have functioned, and I tried to 
think about it, especially in recent days when all of 
this has become topical. We probably would have 
struggled against Croatia’s enemies. Against people 
who foment divisions among Croats, against theft 
– we would have had to insult people because we 
couldn’t be a normal radio station. We definitely 
wouldn’t have been that, but we certainly would 
have fought for some form of patriotism. Every-
thing actually begins with family, so we would fight 
for the love of our city. That would probably be the 
context of today’s Yellow Submarine. 

Kljun: Here I would place the emphasis on 
genuine patriotism. Today we were on UNIOS 

Student Radio for a live two-hour broadcast, 
where we mentioned our beginnings, remind-
ing people how it all was, what we did and how, 
playing some recordings from that time, playing 
the music that we listened to back then, and there 
were over a thousand calls in those two hours. We 
got calls from veterans. We got calls from people 
who had listened to Yellow Submarine back then, 
telling us, ‘You have to do it again.’ I don’t know if 
people are missing something, if they’re just fed 
up with everything, because they’ve had it up to 
here with all of the injustices. It’s something to 
think about. I don’t want to go into that whole ar-
gument about where someone was in 1991, what 
someone was doing in 1991, I’m more interested 
in where our children will be in 2031.

Sokol: Tied to the high number of calls and 
high ratings for today’s broadcast, Yellow Subma-
rine never let anyone down nor ever lied. Yellow 
Submarine was a periscope looking to a brighter 
future and I think that’s why it’s still attractive. 

D
io

 ra
zg

ov
or

a 
iz

 tv
-e

m
isi

je 
Te

m
a 

da
na

 S
T

V-
a,

 8
. 2

. 2
01

7.
Ex

ce
rp

t fr
om

 a
 co

nv
er

sa
tio

n 
fro

m
 th

e t
ele

vi
sio

n 
br

oa
dc

as
t “

To
pi

c o
f t

he
 D

ay
,” 

ST
V,

 8
 F

eb
ru

ar
y 2

01
7

Sokol and Kljun in the studio of UNIOS Student 
radio during the airing of the Yellow Submarine 

anniversary episode, 8 February 2017 

It’s Not the End
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Photographs: Davor Kibel 




