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Short Synopsis

Inspired by true events, based on the book Sympathie pour le diable by Paul Marchand.

A very vulnerable man under his armor of sarcasm, fragile in spite of his bravado, strong in spite of his 
wounds, Paul Marchand made his reputation during the 1992-93 siege of Sarajevo. An extreme risk-taker, 
provocative, meticulous in his accounts of the horrors he witnessed, he wrote these famous words on his 
car, intended for the snipers : “Don’t Waste your Bullet I’m Immortal” and “Morituri te Salutant”.

This movie tells the story of how his feeling of rebellion grew as he watched simple people trapped in a 
city under constant shelling, as he witnessed the apathy of the international community and the 
nonchalance of some of his colleagues, for whom the war was but a “good story”.

In this movie, we will be immersed in the reality of a war correspondent confronted daily to brutalities, 
atrocities and injustices. Through adrenaline rushes and euphoric moments, torn between his sense of 
duty and his feeling of uselessness, this is the story of a man who ends up reliquishing his journalistic 
objectivity by taking sides. For which he will pay the price, as his arm is ripped from his body by a sniper’s 
bullet, before he is evacuated.



Technical Data

Full-lenght feature

Original script | French, with some English and Bosnian

Lenght | 100 minutes

Aspect Ratio | 2:35

Camera | Alexa | HD Digital Cinema  | Color projection format | DCP | Audio Mix 5.1



Context 

Paul Marchand was a war correspondent who defied standards. In June 1992, he is one of the first journalists to cover 
Sarajevo, freelancing for French-speaking European and Canadian newspapers, radios and televisions. He witnessed two of 
the slaughters who marred the latter part of the 20th century : Lebanon and Bosnia. Slaughters constantly reminding us that 
the world is forever at war : Irak, Afghanistan, Libya, Syria…


Through some remarkable feats and his shocking reports, Paul Marchand ignored journalistic conventions. He came to 
journalism some would say by chance, after he finished his studies. He covered the Lebanon war during eight years, and 
then the Bosnian war and the siege of Sarajevo for almost two years. He truly feels alive and useful when dodging bullets 
and shells, shaking up a world who’s attempting to ignore its own misery.


“In a country at war, people loose the straitjacket imposed by their upbringings and usual rules of conduct, their 
natural tendencies come out, and they act by instinct,” says Paul Marchand. “This is what my title is all about, 
referring to the best and worst in humanity.” 

Amidst half a million people taken hostages by the Serbian army during almost four years, often without water, fuel, gas or 
current, he witnessed inspiring actions of humility and solidarity, as well as acts of incredible vileness.


Month after month, he told his Occidental audiences about the untenable situation in Sarajevo, using the most shocking 
words he could think of, describing the unspeakable horror he was witnessing. To no avail. Until one day, he fully realized 
that his work was totally useless.


“Myself and other correspondents from Reuter and CNN, we stopped filing reports, we just felt we were repeating 
the same words which could not shake the apathy in Europe and the US”, says Marchand. 



“For the first time in history, we had the technical means to report live from a war zone, but public opinion never 
budged, never asked their governments to do anything.” 

Rejecting the official principle of journalistic neutrality, Paul Marchand claims the right to compassion and the capacity to 
take sides. He cannot bear the sight of unarmed men and women killed by the Serbs, while the UN Peacekeepers could and 
should have protected them.


Even though Paul Marchand had lost all his illusions regarding the power of the press and its influence on conflict resolution, 
he did rally to Albert Camus’ opinion when the great writer declared that the reporter is the historian of the present.


Marchand was part of a very small and select group, both united and solitary, of reporters covering Sarajevo.


“Because war correspondents live together, here and there, everywhere, far away from the usual press rooms and 
their families, because their lives are sometimes at stake, they rely on each other. They move as princes whithin a 
clan, where they were judged, obviously, on their journalistic skills, but also on their bravery, their camaraderie and 
their flamboyance*.” 

*Rémy Ourdan, Le Monde, Sunday, May 28th, 2000.


Paul Marchand wins the Jury’s Special Prize in the 1994 Bayeux-Calvados War Correspondents’ International Contest.




Chronology and General Intents 

I started writing this story in 2006, with Guillaume Vigneault, thanks to Nicole Robert, to whom I had submitted the project. 
Our work was also supported by Téléfilm Canada, the SODEC, as well as the Harold Greenberg Fund. With the help of Paul 
Marchand, we finished a first complete version in March of 2009, a few months before he took his own life.


After more than nine grueling years, we finally managed to set up a co-production bringing together Monkey Pack Films in 
France, GO Films in Canada and Nexus factory in Belgium.


Pro.Bra from Bosnia, who produce among other projects all of Danis Tanovic’s movies, will service us in Sarajevo.


This project has been growing on me for the past eleven years. Eleven years during which I researched the subject, reworked 
the script, talked to Paul, questioned him, met his former colleagues, Rémy Ourdan (Le Monde), Luc Delahaye (Magnum), 
Laurent Van der Stockt (Gamma), Jean Hatzfeld (Libération), Renaud Girard (Le Figaro), Jean-Paul Mari (Le Nouvel Obs).


I tied a special friendship with Paul and also became very close to Philippe Lobjois, who was sitting in the same car next to 
Paul when his forearm was ripped away by a sniper’s bullet. I aslo became close to Boba Lizdek, Paul’s love and fixer in 
Sarajevo, who introduced me to many people in Sarajevo as well as the Holiday Inn and EBU employees, all of whom kept 
vivid memories of Paul. Boba also made it possible for me to meet Amra, a fixer for Reuters’ Kurt Schorck, English 
photographer Paul Lowe, local journalists and cameramen, General Divjak, high-ranked Serb official who defended Sarajevo, 
and many more.


As some journalists were moulded by the Second World War or Vietnam, so was this generation made by Sarajevo. This 
movie is still hot news, as even today reporters are too often targeted by killers, and freedom of the press is challenged 
everywhere. These people, who risk their lives to understand and broadcast what’s happening somewhere else on the 
planet, are our only window to the world.


“A reporter must be at the exact spot where he is forbidden to be, such as countries at war or those States where 
the press are persona non grata. War is too serious of a business to be entrusted to soldiers,” quipped Paul. 

I’ve always been interested by international politics. I remember full well listening to Paul Marchand on the French CBC, his 
voice, an intent, a tone like no other.




This project is particularly dear to me because, at 23 years old, I was shocked as I watched this unimaginable event unfolding on 
Europe’s doorstep. I was upset by this blatant injustice, by the UN and the international community’s inertia. As time went by, the more I 
researched the project, the more I talked about it, the more the story of Paul, and Boba, and the people of Sarajevo, and those 
reporters, anchored itself deeper and deeper in my conscience.


I am curious about and touched by the man Paul Marchand was, as well as his vision of the infernal universe in which he is immersed : 
his conception of death, his heroism, his cowardice, his moments of happiness and sadness, his flashes of enlightenment and 
darkness, and his gracefulness. For there was beauty in Paul Marchand, his dandyism, his cigars, his provocations. There was 
something grand about him. He endured a tormented childhood, he had been to Lebanon and Bosnia, he went through dozens of 
operations reconstructing his arm, he tried his hand at writing, at rearing his daughter, he lived through war, but succumbed to life.


Some who knew him sometime only saw arrogance and megalomania in his dandy posturing, but one can imagine that those served as 
camouflage under which he hid a face injured, a heart wounded and the anger of a man who wished he could have made a difference.


This in no way will be a dreary and gloomy documentary. I envision a very lively full length feature, as I favor a more shakespearian 
approach to the subject, full of surprises and, as in real life, tears and laughters. I’m convinced that we can make a movie worthy of the 
best festivals, and at the same time capable of reaching a greater audience because of the nature of its subject, because of its 
breathtaking pace, its adrenaline-drenched car races dodging sniper bullets, because of its settings where danger and death are forever 
looming, showing the drive of these young reporters who give, through their infectious youthfulness and camaraderie, a vibrant voice to 
this story unfolding in a war that impacted a noble, courageous and resilient people.




Serbian forces surrounding Sarajevo during the siege. 



Synopsis 

In besieged bomb-ridden Sarajevo, where shots fired by embedded snipers fly left and right, Paul drives his car as if he is invulnerable 
to bullets, racing from one carnage to the next. While Alex, an English photographer, shoots the horror on film, Paul helps the injured, 
acting as a paramedic, covering himself with the victims’ blood. He firmly believes that, in order to accurately report the people’s terror, 
he must be as exposed to danger as they are.


That is day-to-day life in Sarajevo, where on average one shell explodes every five minutes, and that’s not taking into account the 
frequent machine gun bursts and the snipers’ shots. Paul cannot be content with being a distant witness waiting for his photographer 
friends to return. To best describe the war, he must live it. His reports smell of blood. Which worries his editor, Gilles, who suggests Paul 
takes a break. Request denied.


Paul feels at home in the local Holiday Inn, which headquarters the reporters assigned to Sarajevo, as well as delegates to many 
international organizations. He was the one who successfully negotiated the deal by which the reporters got the fuel for the generators 
allowing them to communicate with the outside world. He welcomes Vincent to the Inn, a Gamma Agency photographer, who was 
severely wounded in another conflict, but is now back on the job.


Under his outer bravado, Paul is a gentle man, saving food scraps from the hotel’s kitchen to feed a stray dog he affectionately calls 
Couillou. Watchful of and very generous to those close to him, Paul gives away the basic foods his Sarajevian friends need.


That night, there is a poker game in the hotel’s poorly lit great hall. Paul is unbeatable at that game, but the political discussions that go 
on during play reminds him of the limitations he must face as a reporter and the inertia of the institutions that could end the conflict. Ken 
tells Paul he has a new fixer for him. Boba is a Serbian born and raise in Sarajevo, who as such will be permitted to leave Sarajevo and 
get across the checkpoints with Paul, allowing them to survey the city’s surroundings and check out the UN’s positions, and those of 
the Serbs, who bomb the city.


Before leaving town, Paul, as he does routinely, goes to the morgue in the wee hours of the morning, feeling the cadavers in order to 
distinguish between the new and the old corpses. He distrusts the official reports. Truth is a war’s first victim.


Suddenly, mortar shells fall on a cemetery where Sarajevians of all faiths bury their dead. The scene imprints deeply in Paul, even 
though he tries to hide his feelings, he so reaches a first point of no-return on his emotional journey.




Paul meets his new fixer, Boba. She introduces him to Marko, a “childhood friend”, who from the start attempts to convince Paul to 
become an ally of the Bosnian resistance. This resistance is often made up of former criminal gang leaders, who, even before the 
conflict erupted, had the advantage of knowing the arms dealers and the trails used by  smugglers.


Leaving Sarajevo is a risky business. Paul, Boba and Vincent finally manage to do so, and come to realize just how much the UN 
Peacekeepers’ mandate makes them powerless, unable to intervene effectively. Visiting a nest of embedded Serbian snipers makes 
Paul realize how much he is at risk every time he wanders through the city.


The next night, back at the hotel, unable to sleep, agitated and nervous, Paul sees a group of young Sarajevians ferried by bus to a 
mysterious destination.


Paul mentions it to Ken. But the next day, he must attend a press conference devoid of all meaning. The official reports don’t describe 
the war accurately. Something big is going down at the Stup Bridge on that day. Madness ensues, as hordes of young Sarajevians who 
were brought by bus, are sent to the front, poorly trained and ill-armed, to be pitted against Serbian forces equipped with tanks, who 
furthermore have the advantage of the high ground. Paul and Vincent witness a massacre, as does Marko, who again tries to convince 
Paul to join the resistance, instead of being an impartial witness. The battle of Stup becomes a second turning point in Paul’s mind. The 
total nonsense of this battle wedges him tighter and tighter against a moral wall. His report, like all previous ones, will change nothing.


His editor orders him to take a break, and he goes to Venice for a few days. The luxury, the silence, the abundance, the indifference he 
experiences there, only appear too cruel. He rushes back to Sarajevo.


So begins a series of events Paul will share with Boba, as they fall in love. He is growing more and more obsessed with the UN 
bureaucracy, who tallies the number of shells falling on the city, but does nothing to prevent the bombings. The general political apathy 
translates on the field by the UN Peacekeepers’ inability to intervene, even though the soldiers regularly witness the most obscene 
murders. The whole spectacle is maddening. 


However, the Sarajevians are astonishingly resilient, in spite of being despoiled of everything.


Paul and Boba bring some food and supplies to a couple she befriends, when their three year old son has his brain blown off by a 
sniper’s bullet. Paul tries to hang on, attempts to shake it off. He wants to believe he can resist this madness, but something inside has 
snapped. He rages in silence, suffering the pain endured by is fellow man. Faced by such nonsense, neutrality is no longer an option, 
pretending is impossible.




Paul finally accepts Marko’s offer. He meets with Mafia members outside of Sarajevo, and they hide detonators in his car. He then 
carries the weapons inside the city, thus siding with the besieged Bosnian forces.


It’s next to impossible to keep such a secret, and Ken warns Paul that this “act of war” puts a target on his back.


Returning from a visit to the frontlines with Philippe and Boba, Paul is targeted by a sniper. A large caliber round pierces their car, nearly 
misses Philippe and tears away Paul’s right arm. Bone fragments, flesh and blood spatter the vehicle.


Paul is evacuated in a military plane.


“In Beyrouth as in Sarajevo, each morning I weighed anchor, setting out towards death in a journey through mayhem. As a 
reporter, I had to tell the truth, using words of ruins, in a broken language, saying wars are nothing but a little noise on a lot of 
silence. An ephemeral crash when noiselessness becomes unbearable. A dream of a better world, even if the dream is obscene 
and unruly*.” 

* Paul M. Marchand, in Sympathie pour le diable




Director’s Intent, Visual Scope, and General Pace 

I intend to direct a crude movie, devoid of any enhancement or romance. A hyperrealistic, alternating rhythms, in-your-face story, so the 
audience can feel what it’s like to be a war correspondent. A story based on facts, where life hangs by a thread, where every outing, 
every passing day may be the last. A lifestyle who refuses the net.


A suspense where death looms over the heads of Marchand and all who live in Sarajevo.


Immersed in the reality of a war correspondent, the movie will carry us in a daily life marred by violence, atrocities and injustices, while 
the international community watches all this in indifference. We follow Marchand and consorts, sharing moments soaked in adrenaline, 
living through times of euphoria and defeats, until that fateful day where he will be wounded and evacuated.


Sharing Paul’s car with all of them, following them through the turmoil, at all times, plainly. I see a nervous camera, on the prowl, always 
in motion, enhancing the tension, the urgency and the suspense through which the correspondents must work, constantly facing the 
dangers they seek.


Between very realistic images and a kind of impressionistic mosaic made of contemplative observations plunged in a mindless universe, 
sometimes cynical and disenchanted, where things appear in their crudest state, the editing alternates from slow, to fast paced cuts, 
relentlessly increasing the pressure until Marchand finally meets the bullet that had his name on it.


No morality. Facts. Nothing but facts exploring the arcanes of a war, allowing the audience to think and live again, in our company, the 
siege and the reality of the reporters who, too often, were but powerless witnesses, accredited onlookers of a show that we could 
interrupt by switching off the TV set.


I really enjoy the way in which James Nachtwey, Luc Delahaye, Laurent Van Der Stockt, all extremely talented war photographers, seem 
emotionally detached from their subjects while keeping near the action. With their short focal lens and some kind of humble decency, 
they succeed in the end in having even greater of an impact on us and make us feel the reality and urgency of the matter.


Having journalists as main characters will allow us to use, sporadically, archive footage which will help us circumvent heavy spendings 
while still conveying a sense of brutal reality and a true-to-life sense of what happened in Sarajevo during those days.




I am very much aware that I will need the support of a great team in making this movie, which is why we have 
assembled an experienced and talented team for Sympathy for the Devil. My approach is rigorous, and in it I have 
fully integrated the estimated costs of shooting this movie within our budget. 

I thought about the first movies of directors such as Bloody Sunday by Paul Greengrass, Hunger by Steve McQueen, 
or Son of Saul by Laszlo Nemes, to help me consider my own approach both from a formal point of view as well as in 
a way to maximize the means at our disposal in order to concentrate on the narrative of our movie. 





Actual Shooting and Post-Production 

I want to shoot this movie using minimal equipment, in natural light. Sarajevo, has been left almost untouched since the war, will allow 
us, sadly, to go back to those times. Being able to shoot the movie in the original settings will save us a very costly historical 
reconstitution. Doing more with less, without burdening ourselves with heavy machinery.


We went back to Sarajevo with Monkey Pack Films producer, Marc Stanimirovic, to meet our local Pro.Bra producers, Amra and Adis. 
We formally located many shooting locations, and discussed at length casting and production issues. We could hardly believe how 
much the city had not changed since those days, seemingly frozen in time with its bullet-ridden walls and countless shell holes. To find 
ourselves back in that period, practically all we would have to do would be to remove the modern cars, mess up the streets and put 
back some wrecked vehicles. Seeing a bunch of kids, some stray dogs and passerby running across a dangerous street, bent forward 
dodging the snipers’ bullets, would be enough to make believe that Sarajevo is besieged again.


The Holiday Inn’s interior almost hasn’t changed, as have the offices of the EBU, television and radio stations. One of the EBU’s old 
offices is still half deserted, and the airport has been partially repaired. The city and the people clearly have not yet recovered from this 
war. A poor exchange rate, lack of money, a very high unemployment rate, and some political problems have kept Sarajevo 
downhearted. A sad state, but which will allow us to maximize our shooting capabilities, supported by a solid and generous local team. 
Only a few select head of departments will travel to Sarajevo with us, the rest of the team will be Serbian and Bosnian.


In postproduction, we intend to use and track some matt paintings to recreate the scars of war on the city. For example, we would use it 
for the bullet- and shell-ridden walls of the Holiday Inn, of the Parliament Building, or for the shattered windows of the United Twins 
Towers, which are still basically the same but have been repaired. We would also use the same technique to reproduce the smoke of the 
bombs exploding throughout the city, etc.


Of course, being pragmatic, I am very much aware of the challenges inherent to shooting such a movie, and of the fact that this is my 
first full-length feature film. I do carry an extended experience in the theatrical arena, and also in the advertising field, that allowed me to 
work with extraordinary people throughout the world. I have directed more than 400 advertising spots over more than 400 days of 
shooting, mostly in Canada, but also in the USA, in Mexico, Uruguay, Chile, South Africa, Czechoslovakia, Poland and Slovenia, so I am 
used to working with teams of all nationalities. I feel at home on a set. As my experience grew, I got to work abundantly with almost all 
of the current production and post-production means at our disposal. During my last 20 years as a director, I have learned to 
communicate with the actors as well as with the entire team, by asking specific questions and giving clear guidelines that allow the team 
to move forward and work in a spirit of cooperation.




We intend to shoot in Sarajevo during the months of November and December, deliberately avoiding the city’s summer charms and 
greenery, and one day in Venice to underline the contrast in our lifestyle of comfort and indifference compared to that of the people of 
Sarajevo.


For the soundtrack, Son of Saul, by Laszlo Nemes, provides an excellent example of what we intend to include, for its immersive power 
interlaced with moments of spleen and tenderness producing a minimal sense of introspection contrasted by some rhythmic passages 
with pre-1993 hits. If the budget allows it, we will attempt to secure the rights to the Rolling Stones’ Sympathy for the Devil and to Dire 
Straits’ Brothers in Arms. I like Quentin Tarentino’s style for the power and liveliness he brings to his soundtracks. At the moment, I don’t 
deem it necessary to coat the movie with an original soundtrack, I prefer a Dogma approach character keeping the authenticity carried 
by the intrinsic power of our pictures and theme.


To feed and serve as forcefully as possible the dramatic arc of our character and of this siege.






Casting : Confirmed and Anticipated (*) 



Main Character 

Paul Marchand, 32 years old at the time (1961-2009), newspaper reporter, French-speaking radio and television media : Radio-Canada, 
France Info, Radio Suisse-Romande, RTBF.


Paul couldn’t stand a monotonous, ordinary life. We learned, some time before his passing, that he was raised by an abusive alcoholic 
father. He carried that violence as a childhood souvenir. He could not accept that anyone had to bear some form of violence. How can 
we live a normal life, while somewhere people are suffering and dying? He couldn’t forget. He couldn’t act as if nothing was happening. 
He couldn’t do as we did.


Through his work reporting atrocities, Paul Marchand became addicted to war and its consequential adrenaline and emotional rushes. In 
Sarajevo, besieged by the bullets of the snipers and the constant shelling coming down on the city, he is home, at last.


He thinks fast and he’s smart. And has a sharp tongue. He’s considered a daredevil, and he truly does take a lot of risks, but how else 
could he feel so alive? Beneath it all, he is still a humanist, a tender heart hiding under a cynical attitude.


He deeply loves women, another way he can feel alive. He’s an excellent poker player, he likes to bluff and enjoys taking risks, a cigar 
smoker, a true dandy, because sophistication is an excellent way to laugh in the face of horror. He doesn’t drink, doesn’t take any drugs, 
makes sure he’s always ready to face anything, constantly on alert like a prey. He was tall, thin, elegant and wiry. And rebellious.


His cynicism is a magnificent veil. His sense of duty is but the ploy of a desperate soul. In spite of his powerful reports, his screams of 
the heart, his very thorough accounts of the daily horror, he is met by the audience’s indifference and the apathy of the United Nations. 
Cynicism, fear and boldness make way for empathy and anger, and then he takes sides. He cannot witness the carnage without doing 
anything, and so he gradually rejects neutrality and engages in actions, for which he will pay the price.


As I consider the man who was Paul the wounded, torn between his mask of sociability and his broken heart… Paul liked to play, he 
amused himself at being a loudmouth, but he could still connect with his true self and admit his incapacity to thwart the misery and 
horror of this war. It is that gaping ache within him that deeply touches me.




Paul Marchand_32 years old




Principal Roles 

Boba Lizdek, Serbian national, lives in Sarajevo, Paul Marchand’s interpreter.


“I will never again be able to live such a strong, horrible, and wonderful life…” 

About her Paul said : when nature does things right, you get people like Boba, beautiful, tall, 
smart, fearless. Polyglot, she speaks 5 languages. Paul loved her. A Serbian national, in a city 
bombed by Serbian nationals, she personifies the miracle of Sarajevo, where ethnic origins 
and religious beliefs were less important than one’s feelings of belonging to the city.


Vincent, a photographer working for Gamma Agency. Slightly more extraverted and playful 
than Alex, but with the same keen eye, exceptionally courageous.


Alex, a photographer working for Magnum Agency. Versatile and chameleon, rather 
introverted, exceptionally courageous. I like the fact that Alex is British, so we can avoid the 
over simplicity of having a group made exclusively of Frenchmen and at the same time have a 
more multicultural unit reflecting the reality of the trade. He practices his art scrupulously.


Philippe, cameraman. Philippe had already been in Burma and Croatia, but is still a novice as 
a journalist for he joined the armed forces as a barbouze and a mercenary.


TBD


Vincent Rottiers _29

*Sam Riley _35


*Guillaume Gouix _32



Important Roles 

Ken, American journalist working for Reuters.


Paul considers him his Grey Eminence. A lucid and wise thinker, he is an exceptionally gifted 
man in the field. He personifies experience. He’s been around.


Louise Barker, American journalist, star on CNN. Speaks French and English.


Delegate to the ICRC, man on the field, a humanist who has kept some naivete about him.


UN Colonel, a man of compromise who can be evasive and elude any embarrassing 
question. The quintessential political man in a war zone.


Editor in chief, former reporter with a brash attitude, an authoritarian with an oversized ego.


TBD


*Denis Podalydes  

  *Olivier Gourmet 

*Niels Arestrup                                                                  

TBD




Other Roles 

American journalist (CAST UK, USA or CA)


UN Officer (CAST FR, CA or UK)


French Soldier / Canadian Soldier (CAST FR, BL, CA or UK)








Historical Perspectives 

Sarajevo, with nearly 500,000 inhabitants, for a long time has been harboring people with a wide variety of cultural and religious 
backgrounds. The city houses a mix of 60% Bosnians, 30% Serbs, and 10% Croats and other nationals. An historical city, it hosted the 
1984 Winter Olympics.


Following Slovania and Croatia, fearing ex-Yugoslavia dominated by the Serbs, Bosnia held a referendum winning 99% of the votes with 
a 60% turnout. Bosnia is officially independent on March 3, 1992. The European Community formally recognized the independent State 
of Bosnia on April 6, 1992. The USA followed suit. On May 22, 1992, Bosnia became a member of the United Nations, along with 
Croatia and Slovenia, in spite of the war which had broken out on the same day as its official recognition by the EC, April 6, 1992, when 
the Serbian army attacked Bosnia and Herzegovina.


Nato’s intervention ended the war, when the organization bombed the Serbian positions, which was followed by the Dayton Peace 
Accords on December 14, 1995, and the official lifting of the siege on February 29, 1996.


Milosevic, who died during the procedures, stood trial before the ICTFY answering to 66 charges of different natures. Recently, Karadzic 
finally got sentenced to 40 years of imprisonment for 11 charges including genocide, war crimes, and crimes against humanity, 
pertaining to his role in the Bosnian war between 1992 and 1995. Mladic’s trial is still ongoing.


The siege of Sarajevo is the longest in the history of modern warfare.

It lasted almost four years, caused 12,000 deaths, and 50,000 wounded were reported, only in Sarajevo. UN official reports account for 
329 shells falling on the city daily, with a peak of 3777 impacts on July 22, 1993. This constant bombing severely damaged the city’s 
infrastructures, as well as civilian and cultural buildings.


The Bosnian war lasted almost four years, and bears a heavy toll  : over 100,000 deaths, hundreds of thousands wounded, and 2.2 
million refugees. As of late, it was still considered the bloodiest conflict Europe had known since the Second World War.


In spite of it all, the people of Sarajevo were praised for their courage and resilience. They faced this ordeal by upkeeping their values, 
their sense of humor and their spirit.






One Last Word 

Sarajevo, to this day, remains the prime example of those conflicts we witness as powerless and often indifferent spectators. Irak, 
Afghanistan, Lybia, Syria… The world at war, constantly. While discussions go on in the United Nations and Parliaments of the world, 
people like you and me, ordinary people who only wish to work, to love, study, enjoy their kids growing up, those people suffer, watch 
their agonizing peers, and die.


This story must be repeated ceaselessly to shake this veneer of indifference that our comfortable lifestyle throws over our privileged 
lives. Paul wanted to tell this story. He did. And it killed him.


Paul lived in Sarajevo as a Sarajevian, carrying the empathic and rebellious feelings of a man who was deeply wounded by this conflict. 
Behind his provocative posturing and tongue-lashings, hid a thoroughly generous man burdened by his own personal problems, injuries 
and pains.


That man told me six months before hanging himself : “Guillaume, I’m not gonna make it, I walked on poisoned soils, I’m unable to live 
anymore. You’ll make a beautiful movie…” I went to Paul’s funerals in 2009. I went to Sarajevo attending the 2012 Remembrance 
Ceremonies, to meet those who came back twenty years later. I stayed close in particular to Rémy Ourdan and Patrick Chauvel, who 
were shooting their documentary, Le Siège, and won the Golden Fipa that year. I listened to those they interviewed in the Holiday Inn, I 
followed them in the morgue, in the cemetery…


I don’t intend to shoot a blockbuster, but rather, through an acute vision and a conscious stand, make the audience relive an important 
moment in our history and collective apathy.


Furthermore, I don’t intend to shoot only one movie. Two more are in the wings. I am presently discussing the financial aspects of The 
Trapper, my next project, with Transfilm International. The synopsis of the third project is finished, researched, and illustrated, ready to 
be scripted.


This is my time to tell stories that are important to me, hoping with all my heart to enjoy your support, which is absolutely essential to my 
going forward and to the completion of a very powerful movie.


Thank you for attention.


Yours truly,


Guillaume de Fontenay




« This war was won by women and children... »* 

*Jovan Divjak général commander of the 1st Army Corps of the Army of the Republic of Bosnia 


Paul Marchand took his life on June 21, 2009.  
Boba Lizdec still lives in Sarajevo.
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