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“Dobro Jutro” A Morning in Bosnia. 
I wake up in the morning to the feeling of peace and comfort. As I open my eyes, I feel very relaxed and refreshed, not wanting to get out of this bed that has become mine. I look up at the dark curved lines of the yellow-brown wood boards above my head and wonder if Ena is awake. Because half of my resolve is to just stay in my comfortable bed, I get out of it slowly. I decide to go to the balcony and get some fresh air. I stand up and breathe in deep; I notice that Ena is still sleeping in the bunk bed above mine. Well the bed is not really mine. When I came to Bosnia this summer to visit my family I took my little cousin’s bed. She is sleeping with her parents now. That isn’t so weird because she is still five years old. 
	I dress in simple shorts and a tee-shirt. I attempt to silently leave the room with some avail.  I put on some slippers because I know that my aunt would kill me if I went out to the cement balcony barefoot. My uncle started making it last year. I step out and smell the warming, cool Bosnian air. I look into the green landscape as I go around the corner and smile. My aunt and uncle are already there having some coffee. They ask me to join them, and of course I oblige. I sit down in one of the furry brown arm chairs, and my aunt Hasba pours me a cup of the dark warm liquid, along with some of the cold glossy white of the milk. I add in two sugar cubes and let them dissolve. I then take a bitter sip and put in two more. I usually do not drink coffee because I hate the bitter taste of it, and how despite all my efforts, the coffee refuses to become sweet enough. Although, there are a few times where I’m up for it, and now is one of those times. 
	I watch as the translucent white steam escapes from my round red cup. The cup has Frank’s written in fancy letters on it. The steam looks a bit like a fire’s ghost and swirled around making designs that tempt the imagination into several thoughts. I take a little piece of Dorina milk chocolate and put it in my mouth. The sweet taste mixes with the coffee when I take a sip. I always sip coffee. I cannot just drink it, because I can only handle so much of the taste. It always ends up getting cold before I finish it. I said it once already, but I usually hate coffee, but right now, I kind of like it. The chocolate is a good addition. I guess everything is better with some chocolate!
	We talk and joke around for a while. Most of the laughs are caused by my funny uncle Sajo. He is great at jokes. Sajo is a pretty cool guy. He is a sports professor in the nearby High School and in the University. He is good at almost every sport. My uncle is that teacher that all the students adore. Whenever we go to the city his students are always saying hi to him. Sajo is bald; he started shaving his head when he noticed his hair line was declining, and though that he would look younger bald than with less hair. It is kind of true. After a while, Ena comes out and sits with us. I smile at her and say good morning. Ena and I are really close. We are cousins but we think of each other more as siblings. She also just might be the most beautiful girl I know. Almost every guy in her school has a crush on her.  It seems kind of weird that I say that about my cousin, but it is just true!
[bookmark: _GoBack]	She joins in on our conversation, which change quickly to things completely unrelated to the previous topic. By the time my younger cousin Asja wakes up, we are all fully awake and ready for breakfast. Sajo goes inside to get his keys, and then goes down the cement stairs that connect the upper house to the ground. The house we are living in was built on top of an old house by my grandfather. He used to live in that old house and decided to make an addition to it.  Now the old house is used mainly as storage, except for the garage. Sajo goes into his shiny red ford fiesta and goes to Banovići to get some bread. Ena and I brush our teeth then start to get all the plates and silverware and put it on the balcony table. Hasba gets out pate, smoked beef, sour cream, and smoked cheese. It has been a pretty good relaxing morning. 





