
Forensic Anthropology

Do I have you wondering about the CSI get up? This is my fancy uniform. Neat, 
right? Anyway, we’ll get to that in a bit.

Some of you I know, some I don't, so I guess I should introduce myself first. Most 
people know me as D. (and I mean it, D and a period), but I also go by Dylan or 
Dijana, depending on the crowd I hang out with. I also go by "Oh god, yeah 
Jesus Christ!”, again depending on the crowd I hang out with, but that's a whole 
'nother story. If you want more info on that, come see me after the show. Thanks. 

I think something went kooky with my gender when I was still inside my Mommy, 
and the doctors told her that she was gonna have a boy. Some months later 
when I was born, they pulled me out of her and the doctor shouted "It's a 
Brigitte!" (after Brigitte Bardot, ya know). I’m not sure that she understood how 
right they were the first time around. 

What transgender means to me is not what I guess it means to a lot of people 
which is when you say trans and you mean female to male, or you mean male to 
female. For me, trans is being able to completely transgress the definition of it 
being from point A to point B, but make it more like from point A to point B to point 
A to point B… and around. And that is reflected in my daily life I guess.

Did I mention I work in Forensics? Yeah. You'd be amazed what a chick-magnet 
my profession is, but anyway.

I switch roles about 17 million times a day. When I'm with my family I'm my 
mother's daughter, I'm my father's child, ‘cause my Dad is very flexible - I love my 
father, bless him - he always said he had a son and a daughter. And my best 
friend who's a girl, I am her best gay guy friend - no idea how she figured that 
one out, but okay... and it works for me and it’s been a hard path, you know, a 
hard point to get to, but it seems to be working for now, so lets keep it that way. 

What I do for a living is, I play jigsaw puzzles all day long, with human remains. I 
put together the men and boys slaughtered in the Srebrenica massacre in 1995. 
Boys and men and an occasional girl… and boys…

I don’t know about the rest of the world, but in the Balkans we have this thing 
where the kids are told that if they pass under the rainbow, if they’re a girl they’re 
gonna become a boy, and if they’re a boy they’re gonna become a girl. For the 
longest time, when I was little, I was chasing the goddamn rainbow! It was like 
“Where the fuck is it?!” 

I had all guy friends when I was little so I ran around with them in my trousers 
and no shirt up until like 12 years old. Then when I was 12, I got boobs and I was 
like “What the fuck happened man?” And then we got into the whole, ‘Ok, I can’t 



hang out with them anymore like I used to. I can’t take my shirt off anymore 
because it’s not appropriate’. 

And then I started panicking and I was like, ‘Ok, I’ve got to make it to point B, 
from this point A to point B, ‘cause I can’t be strong in this middle ground 
anymore’. And so it was a very, very panicky year, of me trying to figure out how 
to be a guy. Well that didn’t work out too well, because I’m not. Yes I am a man 
more than I am a woman, but I am female more than I’m male. I had to make 
peace with those two things. I had to figure out how to make those two 
completely different things - essentially in societal terms different things - work 
together and me feel comfortable with what I am today.

How many of you know what happened in Srebrenica in 1995? Do you know the 
details? Do you know of the promise that they will not be harmed - the boys and 
the men - all 8000 of them, all unarmed and all refugees? No? OK, I'll get to that 
in a second.

People perceive me as a guy about 98% of the time, which is amusing ‘cause I 
live in Tuzla, in Bosnia. Tuzla cab drivers are the most vulgar people in the world, 
I swear, especially when they think they are in all-male company. So I’m sitting in 
the back of a cab, right? The driver is driving by girls and saying “Look at that, 
look at those arses, that’s like 3 pairs of arse, that’s like 6 individual arses, that’s 
like ‘umh’ ”. Being trans in the manner I described earlier, it's really amusing to 
see that aspect of a male psyche. 

You know what the most important thing for a mother who's lost four sons or a 
girl who never met her father is? For us to find their bodies, so they have 
somewhere to go and pray. A grave. And most families I get in touch with want to 
have a complete body, or as much of it as possible. And though I speak of bones 
when I say "the body", it's funny how much a body seems to make up a person, 
rather than the soul, the spirit…

As for my own body, can I ask you something, honestly? D'you think I'm fat? 
Nothing wrong with being fat, so be honest, come on! Coz I think I am. But not 
here (belly) and not here (butt) and not here (thighs); But I look at my tits and I 
just see that it's fat. I have a fat chest, yup. It’s just lumps of fat, that’s all it is, 
that's the way I see them. So essentially, my boob removal is not gonna be much 
more than your regular after-lunch lypo job at your local plastic surgeon. But 
that's the only thing I want to change. I like my other girl bits quite a lot, thank 
you. 

So anyway, Srebrenica, I keep drifting all over the place, sorry. July 1995 and 
around 8000 people were murdered, mostly boys and men, age range 12 to 89. 
Execution style – a gunshot to the back of the head - leaves a pretty neat 
keyhole shape on the skull. Except the key did not set them free. Mass murder 



style - locked up inside a factory which was then bombed from the hill right above 
it - not much to see there, most bone fragments not bigger than this (show a few 
centimeters).

They were then loaded onto the trucks and dumped in 5 mass graves. Then 
about a month after, the CNN news, as a dose of your mandatory morning 
morbidity, reported how the locations of these mass graves can be seen using 
satellite imagery. 

Thing is, most satellites have shitty night vision, and so during the nights 
following the news, the perpetrators dug up the 5 primary mass graves with 
heavy machinery, causing limbs to tear from torsos and heads to crack and - Did 
I gross you out yet? - and then they spread them around the west of Bosnia, in 
an area of around 40 kilometers square, in hundreds of secondary and tertiary 
mass graves.

98% of the time it’s possible to identify which sex you were born as by the bones 
of the pelvis, because there’s such a difference between a female pelvis and a 
male pelvis. But hey you know what, it’s not possible to tell what gender you lived 
as or what religion you believed in or what nationality you called yourself.

People get so hung up about gender wanting bodies to fit the standard 
description. If I have to fill out a form and they ask about gender I omit it. If they 
ask about sex I fill it out as “female” ‘cause I'm fine with that; but as for gender I 
am not cool with answering either female or male, or both or none so I leave it 
blank. 

You know what else is interesting? I don’t know if you caught that, but I said 
'perpetrators' when I talked about people who killed my people in Srebrenica. I 
did not say 'the Serbian military'. That's what I get from hanging out with the 
international crowd. There's this cultural sensitivity, still, and people still walk on 
eggshells when they talk about the "conflict" and not the war, the "incident" and 
not the genocide, the "Balkans" and not Srebrenica, not Vukovar, not Podujevo.

But the funny thing is that as a Bosnian, I can speak of the Serbs killing my 
people and as a Bosnian, I can speak of loving a Serbian girl and having found a 
new family of friends in Serbia and I cross not only the barb-wire border between 
our countries, but also this border between the ideologies and the nationalism 
and the religion and gender and sex. The neat thing is that, for that, you don’t 
need a passport.

 


