
 
 



 

 
 

 
 
 

“PRETTY DYANA” – a gypsy recycling saga 
 

“One of the two funny films this year at IDFA” – Peter Wintonick 
 

“If Mitic had focused only on the terrible misery these people live in, the film would have been unbearable. Instead, you 
never know whether you should cry after you laugh, or the other way around.”  

– Sara Hultman, Goteborg Film Festival  
 

“The most copied film on the Balkan black market” – Nacional weekly, Croatia 
 
Synopsis: An intimate look at Gypsy refugees in a Belgrade suburb who make a living by transforming Citroën’s classic 
2cv and Dyana cars into Mad Max-like recycling vehicles, which they use to collect cardboard, bottles and scrap metal. 
These modern horses are much more efficient than the cart-pushing competition, but even more important -- they also 
mean freedom, hope and style for their crafty owners. Even the car batteries are used as power generators in order to 
get some light, watch TV and recharge mobiles! Almost an alchemist’s dream come true! But the police doesn’t always 
find these strange vehicles funny… 
 
Main festivals & awards: Amsterdam (IDFA), Goteborg Film Festival, Belgrade Docs&Shorts, Documenta Madrid, 
RomaDocFest (audience award), Pula Film Festival, Sarajevo Film Festival (human rights award), Dokufest Prizren (best 
documentary), Dokument2 Glasgow, Docupolis Barcelona, Zagreb Film Festival, Astra Film Fest Sibiu (best central & 
eastern european documentary), Cinemambiente Torino, Jihlava Documentary Festival, DokMa Maribor, Tirana Film 
Festival, Budapest Versions Festival, Gypsy Film Festival Skopje (best screenplay), Belgrade EthnoFilmFest (new ethno 
award), Berlin Europe in Motion, Solothurn Film Days, World Social Forum Porto Alegre, 1001 Documentary Film 
Festival Istanbul, Bilan du cinéma ethnographique Paris, Mar del Plata Film Festival, Fajr Film Festival Teheran, 
Wiesbaden Go East Film Festival (best documentary), Ecocinema Athens, Ecofilms Rhodes, Ecocine Salvador de 
Bahia, Mediawave Gyor (best documentary), Tartu Worldfilm Festival, Cronograf Doc Festival Chisinau (UNICEF prize), 
Yerevan Film Festival, DerHumAlc Argentina, Valdivia Film Festival Chile, Sucre Film Festival Bolivia, Meetings in 
Siberia Novosibirsk (best film), Kansas City Film Festival, Karachi Film Festival, Jeevika Film Festival New Delhi (special 
mention), Tampere Film Festival, London Gypsy Film Festival, Other Worlds Are Breathing Tour (Denmark, Australia, 
India, Kenya), South-East European Film Fest Los Angeles, Riddu Riddu Fest Tromso, Refugee Film Festival Tokyo & 
Cairo, San Gio Fest Verona (best social documentary), Urban TV Festival Madrid (best film), DOCSDF Mexico City, 
Migration Fest Taiwan, Watch Docs Warsaw, New York Gypsy Film Festival, Srebrenica Doc Film Festival… 
 
Screened in theatres: Italy (Docume Network; Ecocinema), Croatia (Clubture – 15 cities), Amsterdam (Rialto), Berlin 
(Babylon Mitte), London (Blue Elephant), Vienna (Film Archiv, Top Kino), Ljubljana (Kino Dvor), Bern (Lichtspiel), 
Salzburg (Romavideodrom), Belgrade (Kinoteka, Dom Omladine, DKSG), Emir Kusturica’s Mokra Gora Film Village…  
  
Broadcasters: SVT, UR (Sweden), YLE FST (Finland), ARD/BR (Germany), RTSI (Switzerland), RAI 3 (Italy), ERR 
(Estonia), LTV (Latvia), TV Slovenia, HRT (Croatia), RTRS, BHT1, FTV (Bosnia), Kanal5 (Macedonia), B92 & 24 local 
TV stations (Serbia), Top Channel (Albania), Al Jazeera English (satellite) 
 
Contact: Boris Mitić (director & producer), 00.381.63.7715.241 
info@dribblingpictures.com, www.dribblingpictures.com 
 

Filmed, edited, directed and produced by Boris Mitić 
© 2004 Dribbling Pictures 

 
SCREENING FORMAT : DIGIBETA / BETA SP, 45 min. 

In Serbian, with English, French, Italian, Spanish or German subtitles 
 



	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  

	   	  



The	  Last	  of	  the	  Dyancheros	  
[This text originally appeared in the Czech web-magazine Transitions Online in June 2004] 
 
“ I got married the first time when I was 13,” boasts Igzo. 
 
"That’s nothing, I did it at 11," replies Samson.  
Tarzan looks away, almost ashamed. He’s 17 already, with an eye on a bride, but no cash, and even worse, 
no car keys in his pockets. 

 
On the outskirts of Belgrade, Roma displaced from Kosovo make ends meet by recycling cast-off goods in 
diverse ways. But Adem, Imer, Touche, and Tarzan have found a much more efficient way to make cash 
from trash: They buy up abandoned Citroen 2cv and Dyane cars at 100-300 euros apiece, only to transform 
them into cardboard-collecting pick-ups which they fondly call their ”Dyanas.” 
 
Nobody knows where they learned it, but the fact is that they appreciate perfectly well the qualities that 
made the “2cv” and its older brother “Dyane” classic collectors’ automobiles worldwide (over 6 million sold 
between 1948 and 1990; thousands of passionate fan clubs): cool looks, reliability, durability, and above all, 
the capacity for metamorphosis. 
 
But while other proud 2cv owners invest small fortunes for accessories and metallic paint jobs, Belgrade 
Roma are breaking them into pieces, because this is one of the rare cars where you can remove the outer 
shell without damaging the chassis. This leaves a lot of room in the back to construct a voluminous bin, 
while up front, they leave the engine hoodless to fool the cops into thinking they are driving an agricultural 
machine. 
 
The Dyancheros, as I call them, can thus collect several tons of recyclables in a day, easily outperforming 
the cart-pushing competition. Even better, they manage to get away with having no papers for their Mad 
Max mobiles. Dozens of these unlicensed Mad Max mobiles patrol the suburbs of Belgrade, assuming the 
role of the only recycling service in the local infrastructure. 
 
I filmed them for months and spent much more time befriending them. It was easy. I live nearby, I see them 
everyday and I wanted to make a first film. Their wittiness, charisma, energy, and spirits were the perfect 
cover for my moviemaking amateurism. I toured “Pretty Dyana” to many film festivals and everywhere 
audiences were intrigued by their apparently carefree, day by day, meal by meal psychology. By barefoot 
kids playing in the dust and laughing all the time. By gold made from garbage. By illiterates setting a roaring 
example of sustainable activism. By contagiously proud and happy people. 
 
But live has never been easy on these Roma. Nearly all have fled Kosovo during or after the 1999 NATO 
bombing of Serbia. In their previous lives, most were small traveling salesmen, peacefully trading cattle and 
kitchenware. Adem, who's in his early 30s, was a musician as well, playing the big goat-skin drum along 
with two clarinet players at Albanian weddings. 
 
But the war put a brutal end to those inter-ethnic business links. Eternal victims of prejudice, most of the 
200,000 Kosovo Roma were expelled by ethnic Albanian extremists on suspicions of collaborating with the 



Serbs, or at least for not joining the separatist guerillas. A friend warned Adem that he was on a death list; 
Imer had fled even before. Both lost every material possession they had. 
 
About 50 Roma, many from the Klina region, near Peć in western Kosovo, settled in Belgrade on a barren 
strip of land opposite a construction site where a massive Orthodox church was being built, surrounded by 
apartment blocks. They knew this site beforehand, having spotted it during one of their earlier business 
trips to Belgrade. 
 
Adem couldn’t keep playing here because he lost his instrument back home and because wedding parties 
in Belgrade don’t burn on oriental drum rhythms. He claims it’s impossible for him to enter any of the 
famous family-run Roma bands, so he turned back to reselling goods, but the competition in destitute 
Serbia was so great that he had to come up with another idea.  
 
When he met a local mechanic who was fixing a Dyane, it was love at first sight. “I've had three so far,” he 
says.  
 
“I sold the first one two years ago when my wife had a Caesarian operation, and I really regret selling it. 
Then I sold the second one when my mother drowned off the coast of Montenegro, on a boat to Italy. She 
died I don’t know how. I went there, I spent all the money, but I found nothing. When I came back I bought 
a motorcycle and when I saved some money, I bought this new Dyana. And I am not going to sell it, ever!” 
 
It turned out to be a smart idea. As Imer, also in his early 30s, says, “We have to work, we’re not asking 
anything from anybody. Since there are so many trash collectors [pushing carts], we thought we needed to 
go much faster, to improve business figures, so to speak.”  
 
There are 50 or so Kosovo Roma families trundling around Belgrade in Citroens, a tiny fraction of the Roma 
refugees in Serbia. Roma organizations estimate that central Serbia is home to some half-million Roma, 
most of them being refugees or "internally displaced persons." They don’t get harassed by authorities, but 
they don't get much help either. The overall sentiment of the local population is one of silent sympathy, but 
give or take a meager welfare check or a couple of bags of flour or some oil, little is done to assist them, as 
social security funds are already depleted by almost one million serb refugees and massive post-
privatization layoffs. Add to that chronic disputes among the Roma settlements (186 in Belgrade, for a total 
population of 80,000), voracious organizations meant to help the Roma but who instead pocket most of 
their Western donors' funds, manipulative politicians, and several natural enemies: the weather, the police, 
and the competition. 
 
It goes without saying that they have ordinary problems too, like all of us. Adem constantly worries about 
the birthdays of his seven children and the cost of the circumcision celebration for his youngest son. Imer 
has a toothache, so he stays home and watches too much politics on TV. His favorite "101 Dalmatians" t-
shirt is stained with motor oil. Touche’s fishing rod is broken and he hasn't caught a single pheasant or 
rabbit in the last two weeks. 
 
But all that’s nothing compared to Tarzan’s heartache. A side-character in my documentary, he is the only 
over-14 “adult” in the settlement who doesn’t own a Dyane -- a great drama given that he’s facing imminent 
marriage, and everybody knows that without a Dyane, there’s no point trying to show up in front of your 
parents-in-law.  
 



Roaming through parking lots, he finds four Dyanes, but none is for sale, at least not cheaply. He has 
trouble understanding why an old couple of traveling booksellers chases him away for simply asking the 
price of their old 2cv caravan.  
 
Finally, a retired basketball player decides to part with her 2cv after 25 years of loyal service. It’s been four 
years since the car moved from the parking lot, ever since her husband passed away. Tarzan tricks her, 
saying the car is garbage anyway and that she will eventually end up having to pay to have the old wreck 
towed away. 
 
He buys it for 100 euros borrowed from friends, planning to pay them back on the earnings from the 
cardboard he’ll pick up with his new Dyane. Provided, of course, that he manages to repair the engine. 
 
He pushes the car home and immediately gets down to it. With no electric tools, using barbaric methods 
that would shock any 2cv fan--a hammer, karate kicks, and a pocket saw--he manages to remove the hood 
and doors. The cargo bin is knocked together from wood and tin plates. With a washing machine’s drum 
belt string he found in his yard, he attaches the clutch pedal to the steering wheel for smoother leverage. 
With a piece of antenna cable he cut on the roof of his house, he connects the brake pedal to the 
handbrake lever. Two more electric cables are left bare for easier hotwiring. 
 
After swallowing a cocktail of chemicals, the engine finally starts coughing, to the great joy of Tarzan, who 
redoubles his efforts. He hooks up a two-liter Sprite bottle as a fuel reservoir, attaches several lights and 
rearview mirrors, then splashes on a few dabs of color with some spray paints he found in my car.  
 
“At first it was cool,” remembers 15-year-old Touche. “Everybody gave us friendly looks, they clapped, they 
gave us tips. But with these new traffic rules, we barely dare to come out on the streets.” 
 
Admittedly, these Dyanes are hardly legal: no papers, no insurance, no technical certificate.  At first, the 
police would let them go, more amused than anything. Recently, however, stricter traffic laws came in and 
fines are hitting hard: “No technical certificate--50 euros. Bad tires--20 euros. No lights--20 euros. They 
have no mercy. I paid them everything I earned in the last two months!” Imer complains, before adding, 
“But I still prefer to pay fines than lose my strength [pushing a cart]. I’ll keep driving, no matter what!” 
 
Adem favors a more cunning strategy. “We try to avoid them as much as possible by taking different 
shortcuts. Sometimes we even hide our Dyanas in the forest for a few days. If I really need to go downtown, 
I take my wife with me. She’s eight months pregnant--if they stop me, I say I’m taking her to the hospital …” 
 
When the day's work is done, the Dyanes come in handy in other ways. The settlement has no electricity, 
so car batteries become mini-generators for lights, radios, or to recharge their mobile phones. 
 
At night, it’s family dinner time in front of the Dyane-powered TV. In the winter, since the settlement Roma 
are not allowed to cut wood from the nearby forest, they feed the stove with cardboard collected during the 
day. “It’s a bit like throwing money into the fire,” they say, “but the kids have to eat warm and stay warm.” 
 
When it rains, the ground around their shacks becomes a swamp. The Dyanes get a day off, covered in 
plastic bags. If it rains for a long time, the women, who otherwise don’t leave the house or speak out much, 
are obliged to go beg on the streets. The men wait, powerless. The kids try to sleep to kill time. 
 



They go to school, irregularly. Sometimes they help sort the day's recyclables or do household chores. But 
mostly they just play around. They play with the Dyanes too, since you're never too young to learn the 
secrets of the craft.  
 
Sultan, Imer’s 8-year-old son, ties a brick to his shoe to reach the gas pedal. Adem’s eldest, Emran, 9,  
practices reverse driving, laughing even harder than the roar of the engine. Touche is not much older, but 
he’s already got respectable mileage and years of car-fixing experience under his belt. He doesn’t attend 
school, but dreams of being a car salesman, or at least a car mechanic. 
 
The car-loving Roma help each other keep their vehicles on the road, but everyone works for himself. For 
Touche, the math is simple: “It’s 2 dinars a bottle ; 50 dinars for a kilo iron ; 65 for for a kilo of copper. 
Cardboard goes for 3000 dinars per ton You never know how much you can make, but anyway, each trip at 
least pays for gas and cigarettes.”  
 
Once a month, trucks from the recycling factory come to collect the gain. The Dyancheros water the 
cardboard to make it heavier; the factory balance is rigged to show under weight. In the end, everyone’s 
happy. 
 
On her last drive out, little Ademina found a pair of boots and she’s pleased. But not her father. Adem's in 
debt, his Dyane is out of order, and parts are scarce and repairs costly. 
 
The shops are all out of stock and the 2cv clubs don’t much appreciate the Dyancheros, amid more or less 
justified rumors that some Roma were behind the recent theft of several collectable 2cvs. 
 
So Adem has no choice but to improvise, but that doesn’t stop him from overdoing it sometimes.  
 
“I put in a carburetor from a Fiat 600, because it uses only half the gas,” he explains. “I got this used radio-
cassette player at the flea market for five euros and I also added in this alarm that a police inspector gave 
me. I even put a cigarette lighter, out of pure pleasure.” 
 
When sunny days are over, they install the winter gear: a washing machine case to protect the engine while 
still letting the fan breathe, an exhaust pipe extension from an old vacuum cleaner, a tin roof, plastic mud-
guards, brandy cup holders and so on. 
 
Each Dyane is thus unique and polyform, and everyone pretends his baby is the prettiest and the fastest. 
The only catch is that these life-giving machines are slowly disappearing. 
 
"Its harder and harder to find Dyanas in parking lots, since we bought up most of them already," Imer says. 
"But we're not very worried. I think we’ll be able do something similar with the Renault 4 or old Wartburgs.” 
 
Adem stands by his Citroen, broken down though it may be. 
 
“It’s a damned good machine. I wouldn’t change it for anything in the world," he says. "Even if they kick me 
out of here, I can always put my whole family inside, two mattresses and some blankets, and go wherever I 
want."  
 
The debate warms up around the presumed country of origin of the Dyane: some think it’s Chinese, others 



are convinced it’s Russian. Then Tarzan roars in at full speed in his ace of hearts. In less than 24 hours 
he's transformed a dying 2cv into the hottest honeymoon limousine in the settlement. 
 
And so the story goes, a nice little love affair between Kosovo-Belgrade Roma and their Dyanes, a tale of 
alchemical survival, improvisation and fighting spirit, directed by the rules of the street, of daily politics, and 
of weather forecast. Who cares, really, where these machines come from. The most important thing is that 
they crank up hope, style, prestige, and the vital feeling of freedom. 
 
I still see them regularly. A friendship that started lending them my bicycle continues to this day with bailing 
them out of jail, digitally retouching their yellowed family photos or driving them to the dervish in the middle 
of the night to “cast away the spell” on their sexual problems … And since I sent copies of the film to the 
local police, they get arrested much less frequently. Maybe there is still hope for the survival of the breed. 
 
Boris Mitic is a Belgrade-based documentary filmmaker. His works include PRETTY DYANA and UNMIK 
TITANIK [www.dribblingpictures.com] 
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Immaculate	  Conception.doc	  
By	  Boris	  Mitić	  
	  
[This	  article	  originally	  appeared	  in	  2006	  in	  IDF’s	  “Documentary	  Handbook	  #2”,	  www.dokweb.net]	  
	  
If	  you	  really	  want	  to	  make	  your	  "first	  international	  film",	  you	  shouldn't	  be	  reading	  this	  book.	  Go	  there,	  
do	  it,	  then	  come	  back	  and	  be	  smart	  like	  the	  rest	  of	  us.	  
	  
If	  you	  are	  looking	  for	  excuses	  for	  not	  making	  one,	  this	  will	  not	  be	  a	  helpful	  article	  either:	  you	  will	  find	  
nothing	  but	  encouraging	  information	  here.	  
	  
In	  documentary	  filmmaking,	  as	  in	  real	  life,	  every	  little	  piece	  of	  experience	  you’ve	  ever	  gathered	  is	  
extremely	  valuable,	  and	  what	  you	  don’t	  know	  is	  actually	  more	  precious	  than	  what	  you	  already	  know.	  
This	  should	  be	  your	  starting	  point.	  
	  
I	  myself	  didn't	  go	  to	  film	  school	  and	  I	  never	  even	  intended	  to	  make	  a	  film.	  Now	  that	  I	  made	  it,	  I	  can	  see	  
that	  my	  whole	  life	  is	  in	  there.	  
	  
Like	  all	  of	  us,	  I	  have	  been	  a	  cinema	  freak	  since	  my	  childhood	  days.	  I	  was	  especially	  lucky	  to	  be	  part	  of	  the	  
last	  generation	  in	  my	  south	  Serbian	  hometown	  to	  experience	  the	  endless	  ticket	  lines	  and	  packed	  
cinemas	  for	  virtually	  every	  film.	  Then	  came	  video	  clubs,	  then	  satellite	  film	  channels,	  then	  I	  discovered	  
the	  repertoire	  of	  the	  Cinematheque.	  
	  
I've	  always	  seen	  myself	  primarily	  as	  a	  movie	  spectator.	  The	  films	  that	  I	  make	  now	  are	  films	  that	  I	  would	  
like	  to	  watch	  myself.	  Besides	  all	  the	  (un)written	  cinema	  lingo	  that	  I	  unconsciously	  learned	  in	  those	  early	  
days,	  I	  remember	  very	  clearly	  what	  made	  me	  like	  certain	  films	  more	  than	  others:	  the	  coolness	  of	  the	  
anti-‐heroes,	  sympathy	  for	  the	  outcasts,	  humor	  in	  desperate	  situations,	  a	  feeling	  of	  jubilation	  upon	  
leaving	  the	  cinema…	  I	  am	  now	  (un)consciously	  trying	  to	  transpose	  all	  these	  things	  into	  my	  own	  films.	  
	  
I	  traveled	  the	  world,	  finished	  mass	  media	  studies,	  came	  back,	  fought	  a	  war,	  then	  got	  the	  best	  pre-‐doc	  
job	  available	  -‐-‐	  fixing	  for	  independent	  veteran	  reporters.	  	  
	  
Just	  like	  a	  docmaker,	  a	  fixer	  needs	  to	  find	  and	  set	  up	  original	  stories,	  always	  searching	  for	  a	  fresh	  angle,	  
perfect	  casting	  and	  authentic	  scenes.	  Every	  person	  you’ve	  met	  or	  are	  about	  to	  meet	  is	  a	  potential	  
collaborator,	  every	  piece	  of	  information	  you	  come	  across	  -‐-‐	  a	  possible	  screenplay	  catalyst.	  
	  
I	  (re)discovered	  my	  country,	  back	  and	  forth,	  in	  all	  its	  tragic	  beauty.	  Within	  a	  year,	  I	  was	  offered	  a	  full-‐
time	  fixing	  job	  at	  an	  international	  news	  agency,	  where	  I	  stayed	  for	  the	  next	  four	  years.	  Gradually,	  I	  grew	  
disillusioned	  by	  the	  superficiality	  and	  complacency	  of	  journalism.	  After	  covering	  some	  particularly	  nasty	  
events	  in	  Kosovo,	  I	  had	  enough	  of	  it.	  I	  went	  in,	  got	  the	  exclusive	  high-‐risk	  scoop,	  threw	  it	  on	  the	  editor's	  
table	  and	  quit.	  	  
	  
Stupid	  decision,	  everybody	  thought.	  So	  did	  I,	  but	  emotionally	  and	  intellectually	  that	  was	  it.	  Very	  soon,	  I	  
understood	  how	  appropriate	  this	  decision	  was.	  There's	  no	  greater	  satisfaction	  than	  quitting	  a	  well-‐paid	  
job	  that	  you	  don't	  like	  any	  more...	  
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I	  am	  not	  getting	  off-‐topic	  here	  to	  tell	  you	  my	  life	  story,	  but	  to	  indicate	  that	  things	  must	  come	  naturally	  in	  
the	  honest	  business	  of	  documentary	  filmmaking.	  
	  
A	  few	  months	  before	  I	  quit	  my	  job,	  I	  had	  spent	  all	  my	  savings	  on	  buying	  my	  first	  camera,	  a	  new	  3-‐ccd	  
mini-‐dv	  prosumer	  model.	  I	  wasn’t	  thinking	  much	  about	  what	  I	  would	  want	  to	  do	  with	  it,	  I	  probably	  
wouldn’t	  have	  bought	  it	  if	  I	  did.	  I	  had	  never	  wasted	  money	  on	  any	  stupid	  caprice	  before,	  this	  was	  by	  far	  
my	  most	  irrational	  purchase	  ever.	  I	  don’t	  know	  why	  I	  did	  it.	  I	  guess	  it	  was	  nothing	  but	  plain	  childish	  
fantasy	  that	  made	  me	  want	  to	  see	  how	  things	  looked	  from	  the	  other	  side	  of	  the	  camera.	  	  
	  
I	  still	  remember	  how	  excited	  I	  felt.	  Although	  I	  had	  one	  foot	  in	  plaster,	  I	  drove	  to	  an	  obscure	  dealer	  to	  
pick	  up	  my	  objet	  du	  désir.	  It	  was	  smuggled	  in,	  but	  brand	  new.	  Moreover,	  it	  was	  the	  first	  piece	  of	  
equipment	  that	  I	  bought	  new	  and	  factory	  packed	  in	  over	  10	  years.	  The	  camera	  also	  felt	  and	  looked	  very	  
cool	  -‐-‐	  it	  was	  love	  at	  first	  frame.	  
	  
I	  filmed	  my	  apartment	  for	  the	  whole	  day,	  then	  the	  sunset	  and	  the	  street	  intersection	  for	  the	  whole	  
night,	  then	  I	  wanted	  some	  live	  emotions	  in	  front	  of	  my	  camera.	  	  
	  
In	  my	  neighborhood,	  there	  is	  a	  settlement	  of	  Gypsy	  refugees	  who	  fled	  the	  post-‐war	  chaos	  in	  Kosovo.	  I	  
befriended	   them	   some	   time	   earlier	   through	   my	   bicycle;	   they	   charmed	   me	   with	   their	   inventive	  
transformation	  of	  old	  cars	  into	  stylish	  recycling	  machines.	  Their	  rationale	  is	  quite	  simple:	  since	  there	  is	  
no	  official	   recycling	   service	   in	  Belgrade,	   they	  decided	   to	   sort	  out	   the	   garbage	   themselves,	   picking	  out	  
cardboard,	  iron	  and	  bottles	  from	  the	  containers	  and	  selling	  it	  to	  private	  recycling	  factories.	  	  
	  
In	  order	  to	  beat	  the	  cart-‐pushing	  competition,	  they	  brutally	  but	  ingeniously	  transform	  old	  2cv	  and	  Dyana	  
cars	   (which,	   ironically,	   are	   collectors'	   items	  all	  over	   the	  world)	   into	   futuristic,	  Mad	  Max-‐type	  pick-‐ups.	  
These	  specific	  Citroën	  models	  are	  used	  because	  they	  are	  the	  only	  cars	  from	  which	  you	  can	  remove	  the	  
shell	  without	   damaging	   the	   chassis,	   thus	   leaving	  much	   room	   for	   installing	   large	   collecting	   bins	   in	   the	  
back.	  In	  the	  front,	  the	  hood	  is	  also	  removed	  so	  that	  the	  car	  doesn’t	  look	  like	  an	  automobile,	  but	  rather	  
like	  an	  agricultural	  machine.	  The	  cops	  buy	  the	  trick,	  but	  not	  every	  time...	  	  
	  
The	   “Dyancheros”,	   as	   I	   call	   them,	   even	   use	   the	   car	   batteries	   as	   power	   generators	   (for	   light,	   TV	   or	  
recharging	   mobile	   phones!)	   but	   above	   all,	   they	   see	   these	   homemade	   modern	   horses	   as	   symbols	   of	  
freedom,	  hope	  and	  style.	  
	  
I	  took	  some	  offbeat	  souvenir	  shots	  of	  these	  cool	  neighbors	  of	  mine,	  but	  then	  I	  experienced,	  on	  my	  home	  
PC,	  the	  great	  magic	  of	  editing	  two	  shots	  together.	  Even	  then,	  I	  didn't	  mean	  to	  make	  a	  real	  film.	  I	  basically	  
kept	  shooting	  and	  asking	  them	  questions	  because	  I	  was	  bored	  of	  commenting	  all	  the	  raw	  footage	  to	  my	  
friends.	  I	  wanted	  my	  pictures	  to	  be	  self-‐explanatory.	  
	  
I	  visited	  the	  Dyancheros	  regularly,	  before	  and	  after	  work.	  Many	  people	   later	  congratulated	  me	  on	  the	  
quality	   of	   the	   natural	   light	   in	   the	   film,	   but	   this	   was	   only	   a	   matter	   of	   my	   forced	   early	   morning-‐late	  
afternoon	  shooting	  schedule...	  
	  
I	  shot	  over	  a	  period	  of	  18	  months,	  but	  very	  casually	  and	  more	  than	  sporadically...	  Every	  visit	  was	  full	  of	  
surprises	  –	  from	  the	  metamorphoses	  of	  the	  Dyanas	  to	  the	  mysterious	  escapades	  and	  reappearances	  of	  
the	  main	  characters;	  from	  bailing	  them	  out	  of	  jail	  to	  digitally	  retouching	  yellowed	  family	  photos;	  from	  
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filming	  their	  hybrid	  pagan	  wedding	  rituals	  to	  driving	  them	  to	  the	  dervish	  in	  the	  middle	  of	  the	  night	  to	  
“cast	  away	  the	  spell”	  from	  their	  sexual	  problems…	  In	  the	  end,	  I	  spent	  much	  more	  time	  befriending	  them	  
and	  doing	  them	  all	  kinds	  of	  favors	  than	  I	  did	  shooting.	  This	  is	  probably	  why	  the	  film	  was	  so	  natural,	  and	  I	  
guess,	  so	  fresh	  and	  so	  successful.	  
	  
When	   I	   had	   instinctively	   compiled	   a	   self-‐sufficient	   45-‐minute	   story,	   I	   made	   a	   ‘premiere’	   party	   at	   my	  
apartment,	  thinking	  that	  this	  would	  be	  its	  first	  and	  last	  screening	  ever.	  I	  was	  busy	  playing	  the	  good	  host,	  
but	  actually	  everybody	  liked	  the	  film	  very	  much	  and	  one	  of	  my	  friends	  ‘borrowed’	  a	  copy	  to	  present	  it	  on	  
Sunday's	  cd	  market.	  Within	  a	  month,	  “Pretty	  Dyana”	  had	  become	  the	  most	  popular	  documentary	  and	  
the	  most	   pirated	   film	   in	   the	   Balkans.	   Thousands	   of	   copies	  were	  made,	   all	   kinds	   of	   people	  wanted	   to	  
show	  each	  other	  this	  cool	  new	  homegrown	  documentary	  -‐-‐	  from	  renowned	  filmmakers,	  politicians	  and	  
folk	  stars	  to	  my	  football	  teammates	  and	  old	  army	  friends...	  I	  found	  all	  this	  quite	  funny.	  Not	  only	  was	  my	  
accidental	  movie	  a	  total	  crowd	  pleaser,	  but	  I	  also	  felt	  proud	  to	  offer	  something	  back	  to	  the	  black	  market	  
from	  which	  I	  learned	  all	  that	  I	  know.	  Besides,	  with	  the	  'Pretty	  Dyana'	  password,	  I	  started	  getting	  all	  kinds	  
of	  new	  acquaintances	  and	  services	  for	  free.	  	  
	  
People	  suggested	  that	  I	  should	  present	  my	  film	  to	  some	  festivals,	  but	  I	  knew	  nothing	  about	  festivals	  
then.	  	  
	  
I	  searched	  on	  the	  internet	  and	  sent	  a	  preview	  VHS	  to	  the	  next	  upcoming	  festival,	  without	  knowing	  that	  it	  
would	  change	  my	  life.	  The	  film	  got	  selected…	  to	  Amsterdam's	  IDFA,	  the	  biggest	  and	  most	  prestigious	  of	  
them	  all.	  From	  then	  on,	  my	  Dyanchero	  story	  toured	  the	  world	  in	  80	  festivals,	  from	  Argentina	  to	  Siberia	  
and	  from	  the	  North	  Pole	  to	  Australia,	  winning	  12	  international	  awards.	  Ten	  European	  televisions	  
broadcasted	  it	  to	  an	  audience	  of	  millions...	  The	  reaction	  was	  the	  same	  everywhere:	  people	  were	  
intrigued	  by	  the	  apparently	  carefree,	  meal	  by	  meal	  psychology	  of	  my	  Dyanchero	  neighbors,	  by	  barefoot	  
kids	  playing	  in	  the	  dust	  and	  laughing	  all	  the	  time,	  by	  gold	  made	  from	  garbage,	  by	  illiterates	  setting	  a	  
roaring	  example	  of	  sustainable	  activism,	  by	  contagiously	  proud	  and	  happy	  people.	  "Cool",	  "funny",	  
"liberating",	  people	  said...	  just	  like	  the	  great	  films	  from	  my	  childhood.	  
	  
The	  bottom	  line	  is	  this:	  the	  best	  documentaries	  are	  the	  ones	  that	  you	  don’t	  see	  coming,	  but	  those	  can	  
happen	  only	  once.	  For	  all	  the	  others,	  
	  
-‐	  do	  buy	  your	  own	  equipment	  –	  hack	  an	  online	  store	  if	  needed,	  but	  get	  your	  own	  camera;	  
-‐	  find	  loyal	  collaborators	  -‐-‐	  you	  can	  of	  course	  do	  everything	  by	  yourself,	  but	  remember	  that	  your	  
	  	  	  physical	  energy	  and	  time	  are	  much	  more	  limited	  than	  you	  motivation.	  When	  you	  manage	  to	  find	  a	  	  
-‐	  symbiotic	  crew,	  which	  is	  actually	  the	  most	  difficult	  thing	  in	  this	  business,	  don’t	  ever	  let	  them	  go	  away!	  
-‐	  don’t	  worry	  about	  budgets	  -‐-‐	  they	  are	  used	  for	  money	  laundering	  anyways,	  and	  good	  docs	  CAN	  b	  
	  	  	  made	  	  for	  very	  cheap.	  Enjoy	  yourself	  and	  your	  relationship	  with	  your	  film;	  
-‐	  don’t	  expect	  any	  support	  -‐-‐	  producers	  are	  in	  this	  for	  the	  money,	  institutions	  are	  corrupted	  by	  default	  
	  	  	  and	  very	  few	  people	  can	  recognize	  a	  good	  idea	  in	  the	  making;	  	  
-‐	  improvise	  -‐-‐	  use	  all	  the	  skills	  you	  ever	  learned,	  you	  will	  be	  amazed	  at	  how	  it	  all	  fits	  together;	  
-‐	  find	  an	  original	  story	  -‐-‐	  it	  has	  to	  be	  exclusive,	  local	  and	  universal	  at	  same	  time,	  otherwise	  chances	  
	  	  are	  that	  the	  same	  movie	  has	  been	  done	  before.	  A	  good	  bet	  is	  to	  film	  something	  that	  both	  film	  
	  	  professionals	  abroad	  and	  your	  community	  members	  are	  surprised	  about;	  
-‐	  find	  great	  characters	  -‐-‐	  their	  wittiness,	  charisma	  and	  energy	  will	  be	  the	  perfect	  cover	  for	  your	  	  
	  	  	  moviemaking	  amateurism.	  You	  will	  fall	  in	  love	  with	  them	  and	  engage	  in	  lifelong	  friendships;	  	  
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-‐	  spend	  a	  lot	  of	  time	  with	  your	  heroes,	  before,	  during	  and	  after	  the	  film	  –	  this	  is	  a	  crucial	  ethical	  and	  
	  	  	  practical	  strategy	  that	  is	  immediately	  (in)visible	  and	  makes	  the	  whole	  difference.	  Nobody	  will	  ever	  ask	  
	  	  	  what	  the	  budget	  of	  your	  film	  was	  or	  how	  much	  time	  you	  spent	  preparing	  or	  filming	  it,	  as	  long	  as	  the	  	  	  
	  	  	  movie’s	  chemistry	  works;	  	  
-‐	  film	  a	  lot	  -‐	  never	  be	  too	  lazy	  to	  go	  for	  the	  extra	  shots,	  whatever	  the	  filming	  conditions.	  You	  will	  either	  
	  	  	  get	  fantastic	  footage,	  great	  sympathy	  from	  the	  protagonists,	  or	  both.	  Think	  in	  advance,	  many	  times	  
	  	  	  you	  will	  have	  only	  once	  chance	  to	  record	  something	  special;	  
-‐	  listen	  to	  all	  advice,	  but	  obey	  only	  your	  own	  instincts	  -‐-‐	  I	  was	  told	  by	  many	  local	  colleagues	  that	  my	  	  	  
	  	  	  film	  was	  too	  long,	  too	  strangely	  constructed	  and	  too	  vaguely	  focused.	  50	  festivals	  later,	  they	  all	  
	  	  	  changed	  their	  mind,	  but	  I	  will	  bear	  in	  mind	  consider	  their	  advices	  in	  my	  future	  projects;	  	  
-‐	  do	  your	  homework	  -‐-‐	  make	  a	  list	  of	  festivals	  and	  TV	  buyers,	  exchange	  it	  with	  colleagues,	  always	  try	  to	  	  
	  	  	  gather	  exclusive	  information	  that	  few	  people	  know	  about.	  Analyze	  in	  detail	  the	  themes	  or	  selection	  	  
	  	  	  criteria	  for	  each	  of	  the	  festivals.	  I	  was	  lucky	  that	  “Pretty	  Dyana”	  could	  also	  play	  on	  ethnographic,	  	  
	  	  	  ecological	  and	  urban	  development	  theme	  festivals,	  on	  anti-‐globalist	  forums,	  seminars	  on	  human	  rights	  	  
	  	  	  and	  minorities,	  visual	  anthropology	  and	  engineering	  faculties,	  youth-‐motivation	  and	  psycho-‐therapy	  
	  	  	  centers,	  art	  house	  cinemas,	  intercity	  buses,	  mainstream	  TV	  channels...	  There	  are	  hundreds	  of	  possible	  
	  	  	  outlets	  for	  our	  films.	  Getting	  to	  know	  them	  is	  a	  tedious	  but	  very	  rewarding	  task.	  Don’t	  sign	  exclusive	  	  
	  	  	  distribution	  contracts;	  try	  to	  do	  it	  on	  your	  own	  as	  much	  as	  possible;	  
-‐	  win	  the	  PR	  war	  -‐	  You	  can’t	  expect	  the	  media	  to	  do	  their	  job,	  you	  have	  to	  do	  it	  instead	  of	  them.	  Draft	  up	  
	  	  	  a	  professional	  communiqué	  with	  every	  important	  news	  about	  your	  films,	  most	  newspapers	  will	  pick	  it	  
	  	  	  up	  word	  for	  word.	  Offer	  a	  little	  extra	  piece	  of	  information	  for	  each	  media,	  and	  they	  will	  fall	  in	  love	  with	  	  
	  	  	  you.	  My	  film	  work	  is	  regularly	  covered	  both	  by	  serious	  political	  media	  as	  the	  yellow	  press;	  
-‐	  get	  yourself	  a	  dot	  com	  website,	  stylish	  business	  cards,	  large	  posters	  with	  Hollywood	  fonts,	  several	  	  	  
	  	  	  types	  of	  non-‐standard	  flyers,	  catchy	  slogans	  and	  subheadings,	  some	  memorable	  promo	  material…	  (I	  	  	  
	  	  	  made	  a	  Pretty	  Dyana	  Memory	  Game!)	  All	  you	  need	  is	  Photoshop	  and	  a	  friendly	  digital	  printing	  house;	  
	  	  	  aromatize	  all	  correspondence	  –	  use	  professional	  packaging	  and	  imperatively	  include	  little	  extras.	  l	  	  	  
	  	  	  always	  put	  in	  a	  postcard	  from	  my	  grandmother's	  collection	  with	  an	  appropriate	  little	  note	  –	  if	  it’s	  	  
	  	  	  Brazil,	  about	  football;	  for	  Italy	  –	  about	  women;	  in	  the	  springtime	  –	  about	  cherries...	  	  
-‐	  Make	  all	  e-‐mails	  personal.	  This	  is	  also	  quite	  exhausting,	  but	  it	  makes	  a	  big	  difference.	  When	  I	  show	  up	  	  	  	  
	  	  	  at	  a	  festival,	  hosts	  and	  hostesses	  greet	  me	  almost	  as	  an	  old	  friend.	  Of	  course,	  I	  play	  up	  to	  expectations.	  	  
	  	  	  On	  every	  visit,	  I	  bring	  slivovitz,	  chocolates,	  ethno-‐art	  and	  a	  USB	  hard	  disc	  from	  which	  I	  dee-‐jay	  gypsy	  	  
	  	  	  music	  remixes.	  [This	  last	  thing	  comes	  in	  quite	  handy	  when	  festivals	  are	  not	  sure	  whether	  they	  can	  	  
	  	  	  “afford”	  to	  pay	  for	  your	  travel	  costs…]	  	  
-‐	  Have	  a	  lot	  of	  copies	  of	  your	  films	  for	  giveaways.	  Not	  many	  people	  do	  that,	  but	  that	  is	  the	  goal.	  Watch	  	  
	  	  	  films,	  show	  your	  own	  and	  get	  to	  know	  people.	  After	  each	  festival,	  I	  get	  invited	  to	  2-‐3	  more.	  	  
	  
Nobody	  taught	  me	  all	  this.	  It	  was	  all	  spontaneous	  improvisation,	  much	  like	  my	  film.	  
	  	  	  	  
In	  a	  higher	  league	  things	  are	  different,	  of	  course.	  Co-‐productions	  and	  large	  budgets	  may	  open	  many	  
doors,	  but	  they	  also	  tie	  you	  up	  in	  many	  unpleasant	  ways.	  I	  am	  happy	  to	  work	  from	  this	  one-‐man	  
perspective	  for	  now.	  
	  
Around	  the	  same	  time	  as	  I	  did	  “Pretty	  Dyana”,	  I	  filmed	  UNMIK	  TITANIK,	  another	  spontaneous,	  accidental	  
home-‐movie	  that	  made	  it	  international.	  I	  got	  sick	  of	  ecstatic	  parties	  in	  Belgrade,	  so	  I	  took	  my	  camera	  
400km	  south	  to	  Kosovo	  to	  film	  New	  Year's	  Eve	  celebrations	  in	  the	  surreal	  UN-‐protected	  one-‐building	  
downtown	  ghetto	  in	  which	  the	  last	  100	  Pristina	  Serbs	  live	  for	  5	  years	  without	  ever	  daring	  to	  go	  out.	  I	  



 5 

shot	  that	  film	  in	  one	  night,	  without	  any	  preparation,	  something	  like	  a	  last-‐minute	  New	  Year’s	  Eve	  
decision.	  It	  turned	  out	  to	  be	  my	  best	  old-‐year	  resolution	  ever,	  and	  a	  great	  metaphor	  of	  the	  failure	  of	  UN	  
peacekeeping,	  especially	  since	  the	  building	  was	  finally	  attacked	  and	  burnt	  by	  Albanian	  mobs	  three	  
months	  later.	  The	  film	  received	  IDFA’s	  Jan	  Vrijman	  Fund	  support	  and	  was	  picked	  up	  by	  20	  other	  festivals.	  	  
	  
It	  didn’t	  have	  the	  same	  commercial	  success	  as	  “Pretty	  Dyana”,	  but	  this	  could	  be	  expected	  from	  such	  a	  
politically	  iconoclastic	  film.	  The	  most	  important	  thing,	  besides	  recording	  this	  unique	  document,	  is	  that	  I	  
managed	  to	  exorcise	  all	  the	  frustration	  of	  five	  years	  of	  superficial	  news	  reporting.	  I	  had	  finally	  come	  to	  
terms	  with	  my	  journalistic	  background.	  In	  one	  night	  one	  filming,	  I	  managed	  to	  tell	  more	  than	  in	  five	  
years	  of	  writing…	  
	  
Now	  I	  am	  doing	  a	  film	  on	  Serbian	  satirical	  aphorisms.	  This	  is	  how	  I	  feel	  at	  this	  moment.	  The	  only	  way	  out	  
of	  this	  meteoric	  rain	  of	  trouble	  is	  through	  authentic,	  homegrown	  satire.	  It’s	  a	  very	  local	  and	  very	  stylish	  
popular	  phenomenon,	  something	  between	  sophisticated	  graffiti	  and	  subversive	  existential	  commentary,	  
and	   I	   want	   to	   make	   a	   film	   about	   it.	   Exorcise	   this	   as	   well.	   Show	   that	   we	   Serbs,	   turn-‐of-‐the-‐century	  
outcasts	  par	  excellence,	  can	  also	  be	  cool,	  funny	  and	  liberating,	  and	  that	  man	  doesn’t	  need	  much	  more	  
than	  the	  power	  of	  words	  and	  the	  right	  state	  of	  mind	  to	  beat	  his	  unfriendly	  environment.	  	  
	  
I	  will	  work	  on	  that	  film	  for	  the	  next	  two	  years.	  After	  that	  I	  don’t	  know,	  everything	  is	  possible;	  I	  can’t	  think	  
now	  of	  anything	  more	  meaningful	   to	   film.	  And	   that's	   fine	  with	  me.	   I	  am	  waiting	   for	  a	  baby	  boy.	  After	  
enjoying	  both	  sides	  of	  the	  camera,	  maybe	  it's	  time	  that	  I	  become	  a	  camera	  myself	  for	  a	  while.	  For	  him.	  
Until	  a	  new	  film	  idea,	  immaculately	  conceived	  once	  again,	  comes	  our	  way.	  
	  
Boris	  Mitić	  is	  a	  Belgrade-‐based	  documentary	  filmmaker.	  His	  works	  include	  PRETTY	  DYANA,	  UNMIK	  
TITANIK	  and	  GOODBYE,	  HOW	  ARE	  YOU?	  [www.dribblingpictures.com]	  



Pretty Dyana English dialogue list 
 
 
 
Between 1948 and 1990, Citroën has produced 6 806 319 2cv, Dyane, and Ami cars, which 
reached a cult status worldwide. 1200 of them are still cruising in Belgrade… But that’s only 
according to official statistics… 
 
CHILDREN’S RHYME: 
The mouse is not here, but where is the cat? 
It didn’t run away, it was eaten by the mouse. 
 
TOUCHE: 
No, there are some on the other side. That's why I choose to go this way, because of the cops... 
Wanna see how fast it can go? 
Do you want to see how fast it can go? 
Do you? 
OK, let's give it a try! 
But the speedometer doesn’t work! 
 
BEHAR: 
People are very curious, you know. Whenever I stop at red lights they always ask me what this is. 
I tell them it's a car. They ask what car? I tell them it's a Dyana. They ask how we make this. I say 
we improvise, so that we can work. It’s either that or something stupid.  
 
IMER: 
I go out twice a day, if I can get away from the cops. And when the weather is bad, I don’t go out. 
I make 2 to 3 euros per shift. Sometimes more if I find some aluminum or some iron. But most of 
the time it’s 2 euros. One for the fuel and one for me. Just enough to say that I’m not working for 
free. 
 
ADEM:  
I had three in total. I sold the first one when my wife had a Caesarian operation, two years ago. I 
really regret selling it.  
 
Wait a second. 
 
Then I sold the second one when my mother drowned off the coast of Montenegro, on a boat to 
Italy.  She died I don’t know how. I went there. I spent all the money, but I found nothing. That’s 
how I sold my second Dyana. 
 
When I came back I bought a motorcycle and when I saved some money, I bought this new Dyana. 
I am not going to sell it, ever. Why would I? It earns its money well, just from cardboards. 
 
ZVONKO:  



You can’t make it out of every car. The best model is the old “Citroen Dyana”, because its chassis 
remains when you take off the body. You can’t do that with any other car. We just put a bin in the 
back and it’s ready for work! 
 
We remove the hood so that it looks more like an agricultural machine than like a car. That way we 
don’t need technical exams nor license plates to drive it around…  
 
We are faster and more efficient that the cart-pushers. We tour much more streets and 
neighbourhoods than they do. We are thus much faster than they are so we pick up all the good 
stuff before them. That’s our goal! 
 
IMER: 
I am driving this with my mind on the wheel and on the brakes. I only think about bringing in 
some food for my family so that I don’t have to go around and beg. 
 
There is no recycling service here so we do it instead. It wasn’t really a job meant for us, but at 
least we can make a living out of it. 
 
GORAN: 
When we see a Dyana on a parking lot, we ask around for the owner. When we find him, we ask if 
his Dyana is for sale. If the price is cheap, we buy it. Then we take it home, we break it to pieces  
and we patch it up like we want. 
 
The gearbox looks good… 
 
ALIJA: 
The engine is fine. 
 
GORAN: 
The brakes are ok… 
 
The clutch is working… 
 
The gas pedal is not bad… 
 
The tires are flat 
but we’ll pump them up… 
 
Hello, we came for the Dyana. 
 
GRANDMA: Ok, come in. 
 
ALIJA: Sign here. 
 
GORAN: Ok, grandma, may you spend this money in good health! 
GRANDMA: Drive it safely, son! 
 



HUSKER DO SONG “DIANA” // CLIP 1: DEMOLITION 
Hey little girl 
Do you need a ride? 
I got some room in my wagon 
Why dont you hop inside? 
We can cruise down Waller street 
All night long 
But I think I'll just kill you 
and rape you instead 
Diane, Diane, Diane… 
 
II 
SPEN:  
Before the war we lived well, with both Serbs and Albanians. Then one night the KLA guerrillas  
came to our settlement and asked us to fight with them. We didn’t want to, so we joined the Serbs. 
We fought as long as we could but when we saw there was not end in sight, we packed up and 
came to Belgrade. 
 
IMER: 
We are not getting any money from anyobody. Only the Red Cross gives us 20kg of flour, 2kg of 
sugar and 2l of oil per month. For my two children, it would never be enough if I wasn’t doing the 
garbage cans. I told you already how many fines I paid… That’s enough! Stop it! 
 
ADEM: 
The church will be finished soon and we will have to move. It’s a normal thing. There are many 
Romas here, they burn all sorts of things. It makes a lot of smoke and it’s bad for the church. We 
know it is wrong, but what can we do? We have nowhere else to live… 
 
KADRIJA:  When Tito was alive, it wasn’t like this. Today is not bad either, but it was better back 
then.  
XHEVXHET: Where could you sleep when Tito was alive? 
KADRIJA: Everywhere. Today also, but it was better then. It’s not that we are complaining, but… 
XHEVXHET: Today, everybody steals. Who’s got money? Not even the banks have money! 
KADRIJA: One day… 
XHEVXHET: What do you mean, one day?! You are rich and I am poor? Look at this! Sitting on 
school books… 
KADRIJA: What's your problem? 
XHEVXHET: What do you mean, what's my problem? We have no water, no electricity, no nothing, 
fuck! 
 
ADEM: 
But we use them the most as power supply so that we can have electricity like everybody else. So 
that we can have some light when we eat… At least a little bit. 
 
I tried out many different ones but Alcatel is the best. All the others I have to take inside a shop to 
recharge them. This one I just hook it up... plus, minus... and in 15 minutes it's full. It can last 2 or 3 
days! Better than electricity! 



 
I recharge the car batteries each time I go out, 2 or 3 times a day. Then I take them out, and I put 
them here… Clear out, son! I hook it up here and that’s how I make light. 
 
We have some light, we can listen to music... With a good battery we could watch TV for 7 nights in 
a row. But these old ones we find in the garbage are not so great. 
 
MICHEAL JACKSON SONG “DIRTY DIANA” // CLIP #2: RESURRECTION 
You'll Never Make Me Stay 
So Take Your Weight Off Of Me 
I Know Your Every Move 
So Won't You Just Let Me Be 
I've Been Here Times Before 
But I Was Too Blind To See 
That You Seduce Every Man 
This Time You Won't Seduce Me 
She's Saying That's Ok 
Hey Baby Do What You Please 
I Have The Stuff That You Want 
I Am The Thing That You Need 
She Looked Me Deep In The Eyes 
She's Touchin' Me So To Start 
She Says There's No Turnin' Back 
She Trapped Me In Her Heart 
 
Dirty Diana, Nah 
Dirty Diana, Nah 
Dirty Diana, No 
Dirty Diana 
Let Me Be! 
 
She Likes The Boys In The Band 
She Knows When They Come To Town 
Every Musician's Fan After 
The Curtain Comes Down 
She Waits At Backstage Doors 
For Those Who Have Prestige 
Who Promise Fortune And Fame, 
A Life That's So Carefree 
She's Saying That's Ok 
Hey Baby Do What You Want 
I'll Be Your Night Lovin' Thing 
I'll Be The Freak You Can Taunt 
And I Don't Care What You Say 
I Want To Go Too Far 
I'll Be Your Everything 
If You Make Me A Star 



 
Dirty Diana, Nah 
Dirty Diana, Nah 
Dirty Diana, No 
Dirty Diana . . . 
 
III 
TOUCHE: 
And that's it! But on this one, the dynamo is not working, we have to push it. 
Help me out a little? 
 
EMRAN: We're off to school, brother! 
CAMERA: Where are you going? 
EMRAN: To school! 
 
TOUCHE: No, I don’t regret it. Why would I regret it? I decided myself. They came one morning 
and asked if I wanted to go to school. I said I didn’t. They said ok, and they left. 
 
ADEM: l put my children to school first and foremost so that they improve their Serbian, but also 
because in the other suburbs children get money when they go to school.  
Here, we’ve been taking our kids to school for more than a year now but we never got anything. No 
shoes, no pants… Not even a T-shirt. Nothing. Only some shampoo. So I'll stop sending my son 
to school. What's the use? I have to give him one euro each morning… He only gets some milk 
and a doughnut and by the time he gets home, he's hungry again! 
 
IMER: So that... he doesn’t have to wander, like me. So that he learns something and gets a job. 
He already knows how to drive. Not very well, but for his age he's good. 
 
This is my eight-year old son and he drives better that me! For those of you who watched only over 
the camera, he drove all the way around the block and he came back to the square. There you go! 
My eight-year old son, Sultan! 
 
There’s 100 here and 50 there. 
 
1, 2, 300. 
 
Everything's ok. 
 
Easy ! 
 
BEHAR 
I am 14 years old and I go to Grade 1. Better that than nothing... 
When I get home, I eat some bread, I change my clothes and go to work.  
I’ve been driving a Dyana for three years now and nothing ever happened to me.  I never had any 
accident. Nobody ever stopped me. But now this new government stops us every time to ask for 
our papers. We don’t have any, so we don’t dare to go out any more. 
 



GORAN:  
We always have to keep an eye on them. 
They wait for us when we return from work…  
We tell them we can’t get proper papers because we are illiterate but they say they don’t care, we 
must have all the documents. 
 
IMER: No, I never run away from the cops. I ask them, can you forgive me at least one more time? 
They say: “No. If you don’t mind paying the fines, keep driving.” So I keep driving.  
 
PAUL ANKA SONG “DIANA” // CLIP #3: MAKE UP 
I'm so young and you're so old 
This, my darling, I've been told 
I don't care just what they say 
'Cause forever I will pray 
You and I will be as free 
As the birds up in the trees 
Oh, please stay by me, Diana 
 
IV 
TOUCHE:  
Bottles are 1,50 dinars, same as a kilo of iron. Aluminum is 40 dinars, copper is 65. Cardboard is 2 
dinars… and so on. 
 
SPEN: 1600. For the whole truck. That's all.  
ADEM: There's not even enough for gas! 
SPEN’S WIFE: Not even for beer! 
SPEN : Not even for beer! 
SPEN’S WIFE: Let's go, darling! 
 
BEHAR:  
We add water to make the cardboard heavier. But they know we do it so they also take off some 
weight. But still it’s a good deal because they can never take off as much weight as we can add in! 
 
ADEM:  
I should really fix this gas pedal… But I lost the will since I cant go out anymore. 
Everything else is fine. Nothing  should be changed on this car. Only the crankshaft and the spark 
pistons. I changed the carburetor –  I put one from a FIAT 600. Now it consumes twice as little gas. 
 
I got this radiocassette player on the flea market for 3 euros. I didn’t buy the alarm, it was a 
municipal inspector who gave it to me as a gift when I loaded some sand for him. He told me to put 
it on my Dyana… 
 
I also have a cigarette lighter. Do you want to see that? I still didn’t light my cigarette, you’ll see... 
The battery is weak, let's wait a little... There you go! I fixed this out of pure pleasure! 
 
Yugoslavia won the gold medal... But they didn’t give anything to the poor. They won twice! 
Why don’t they give something to us, refugees? A bag of flour, at least! We also cheer for 



Yugoslavia! We too have a will to win! Even greater than the Serbs! And I play football... I played 
for 15 years back in Kosovo. I played for Maljuzgan, maybe someone heard of Maljuzgan? I wore... 
number two. And here? If somebody asked me, I would play again! I could play everything, both 
defender and goalkeeper... 
 
ZVONKO: 
It is very hard to find a new Dyana these days, because we already turned most of them into 
paper-mobiles. We work so much with them that we can almost say that the Dyanas are slowly  
disappearing from the streets. Pretty soon we will have to find a new car… a Wartburg or a Renault 
4, probably… from which to make these recycling machines. 
 
IMER: 
A man from Dyana told me to bring them my old Dyana and they’ll give me a new one. But I can’t 
remember in which city I have to go, that’s the problem. If I knew, I would take my Dyana there and 
get a brand new Citroën. He wanted to keep mine for advertising and give me a new one as a gift. 
But I don’t remember where I have to go… 
 
ADEM:  
No, no, no. I would never give away my Dyana! She's everything I have now. I don’t have money, I 
don’t have a house… I only have this Dyana. Even if they kick me out of here, I can always put my 
wife, my kids and a mattress inside and we could sleep there! I could go to Kragujevac, to Kraljevo, 
to Novi Sad… Anywhere I want! It can make 500km in one day, no problem! 
 
GORAN: 
I don’t know exactly which country made the Dyana. Somebody told us but I forgot.  
 
ADEM: 
It must be from Russia. Only the Russians can make such a great car! In my opinion… Only them! 
Everything that they make is top class! 
 
IMER:  
I don’t think it's from Russia, and it doesn’t matter anyways. Right now I just don’t remember where 
I have to go… I just know that if I brought them my own Dyana from Yugoslavia, they would give 
me a brand new Citroën… 
 
ADEM:  
Is it China? If it's not Russia, then it must be China! Nobody else could make this, only China or the 
Russians! 
 



FERID AVDIC SONG “DIANA, MY LOVE” // CLIP #4: HIGHWAY RACE 
Ever since we broke up, 
Dyana my love 
I keep asking myself, beloved darling 
Why did you leave me? 
 
Nobody will ever love you like I do 
Dyana, beauty of my dreams. 
 
If we ever meet again, 
Dyana my love 
Promise me you’ll tell me 
Why did you leave me? 
 
Nobody will ever love you like I do 
Dyana, beauty of my dreams. 
 
My heart is calling you through this song,  
Dyana my love 
If no one else can make you happy 
You can always return to me 
 
Nobody will ever love you like I do 
Dyana, beauty of my dreams. 
 
IMER:  
See you next time! 
 
BEHAR: 
Hey, oncle! 
Look at you! 
 
MALIC: 
Welcome back, for God’s sake! 
 
I heard you gained weight, 
but you didnt! 
 
But they cut off all your hair, motherfuckers! 
 
LJUMNORA:  Who are you? You are not Imer! 
IMER: What do you mean, I am not Imer ?! 
LJUMNORA: You are not Imer! 
IMER: Who am I, then? 
LJUMNORA: You are not Imer!  
IMER: Who am I, then? It’s me, your father! 
LJUMNORA: Let me go! 



IMER: You crazy! 
 
IMER: Ljumnora, come here! 
MALIC: She’s being shy... 
IMER: Come here, Ljumnora! Come to daddy… 
 
MALIC: Is it true that Dragan was also in jail with you? 

Is it true they didn’t give you any bread to eat? 
IMER :  No, it’s not true… 
 
IMER: What’s with you? I took off my hair myself! You are crazy! 
Come on, sing me that song! Did you forget it already? 
 
IMER’S SISTER: His hair will grow back, don’t worry. 
MALIC: It’s already much bigger than it was! 
 
IMER: Don’t you recognize me? 
IMER’S SISTER: She does. She waved at you! 
 
IMER: Ljumnora! ... If somebody had told me this, I wouldn’t have believed him! 
 
XHEVXHET: Why the fuck do you need this Dyana for? 
IMER: I’ll drive it as long as I am alive. I’ll only stop when I die. If Monday ever comes… 
XHEVXHET: This Dyana is a bad omen. 
IMER: No way! My Dyana is flying like a dragon! The engine is pure candy! 
MALIC: Fucking Dyana! It got into your blood…  
 
ADEM : I prepared it well. I put on a front panel, a roof, a radio… Even a small TV... When the cops 
stop me now they will really have something to take! But I don’t think they’ll take my Dyana, it’s 
wintertime now.  
 
TOUCHE:  I do work, the others are too afraid!  
IMER’S WIFE: He’s young, he has never been busted. He doesn’t know how it feels to get beaten! 
TOUCHE: Why would they beat me because of my Dyana. I’d let them have it. I take my chances. 
If they take it, they take it. If they don’t, I keep going.  
 
IMER:  
You can be sure of one thing: If she doesn’t start on the third try, I’ll break her and I’ll get a new 
one. My Dyana was like candy… and it still is. I want to repair everything, no matter the cost. 
Whatever happens, I’ll keep driving… I have nothing else to make a living from.  
 
I won’t push carts out of spite. People would say, “Look, he spent 30 days in jail, and he doesn’t 
dare to drive his Dyana anymore”. Fuck it! Jail is for humans. Jail is for men, not for women! 
 
MALIC (off): There’s also a jail for women. 
 
ADEM: If they take my Dyana, I’ll get myself a horse and a carriage and I’ll keep working. But I 



don’t think they’ll let me do even that.  
XHEVXHET: They won’t allow you to go downtown with a horse carriage. 
ADEM: No, I’ll go here in the suburbs… but they’ll still make problems. 
XHEVXHET: What about red lights? 
ADEM: You have to stop at red lights, of course. 
IMER’S wife (off): Whose lighter is this? 
 
Starring: 
Adem Smajli, Imer Saciri, Tus Saciri, Behar Saciri, Zvonko Demirovic, Goran Kamberovic 
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“Diane” / Husker Du / © BMI - SST, 1983. 
“Dirty Diana” / Micheal Jackson / © BMI - Epic Records, 1987. 
“Diana” / Paul Anka / © BMI - ABC Paramount, 1957.  
“Dijana ljubavi” / Fehrid Avdic / © Mangafic-Garcevic. 
BONUS : “Dyana’s chochek” / © Bane Novkovic Orchestra, 2003. 
 
soundtrack & DivX available on: SKC records 
 
ADEM: In this film we used the music of  Husker Du, Ferid Avdic, Paul Anka, Micheal Jackson  
-- he’s one of us— and I myself played some tarabuk. 
 
Belgrade, summer & fall of 2002 
 
Instructions for making Dyanas available on www.dribblingpictures.com 
	  


