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Jehiel Bar-Hajim je direktor JOINT-a za zemlje biv{e Jugoslavije, ^e{ku Republiku, Al`ir i
Tunis. SaLon je zamolio Jehiela da podijeli sa nama svoje vi|enje o nekim aspektima te{kog
zadatka kome se tako predano posvetio. Odazvao se spremno.

DOBRO^INSTVO JE NA[ ZADNJI IZBOR
EKSPERIMENTI JOINTA U SOCIJALNOM PODUZETNI[TVU
Prema Majmonidesu:
Najvi{a forma dobro~instva je da se pru`i
podr{ka osobi prije nego {to osiroma{i tako
da mu se na dostojan na~in ponudi
zna~ajan poklon,  da mu se ponudi
pogodan zajam, da mu se pomogne da na|e
zaposlenje ili da se sna|e u poslovima, tako
da nema potrebe da ovisi o drugima.
Ako se pa`ljivo pogleda u cjelokupne
Majmonidesove “Ljestve dobro~instva”
(ima osam nivoa), ~ini se da je rukovode}i
princip: Pru`i pomo}; sa~uvaj
dostojanstvo.
Kako primijeniti te davna{nje principe na
svijet 21-og stolje}a?
Mi koji se bavimo danas humanitarnom
pomo}i, suo~eni smo sa dilemom.
Sa jedne strane insistiramo na jednakim
ljudskim pravima za sve kao geslo
socijalne pravde, pravima koja ne uzimaju
u obzir bilo kakav fizi~ki, mentalni ili
socijalni hendikep ili manu.
S druge strane, mi – na{e organizacije i
oni sa kojim radimo – suvi{e ~esto ovisimo o op{tem dobro~instvu. Bez vlastitih neovisnih
izvora,  ostajemo u zavisnosti od velikodu{nosti drugih. U modernom svjetovnom dru{tvu,
dobro~instvo se cijeni kao ~in slobodne volje, odluka koju neovisno donosi pojedinac,
dakle, izraz osobnog smisla za samilost. Dobro~instvo vi{e nije, kao u Majmonidesovo doba,
neporje~iva obaveza svih koji su u mogu}nosti da daju, obaveza koju su morali po{tovati i
najsiroma{niji ~lanovi zajednice.
Na na{u `alost, shvatili smo {to vi{e, da se zahtjev za jednaka prava ponekad iznosi u
okolnostima ekonomske zavisnosti. Suvi{e ~esto se oni koji najvi{e trebaju, na|u u neprijatnoj
situaciji da mole (da ne ka`emo prose) druge da prihvate, ponekad mimo njihove volje,
relacije me|usobnog po{tovanja i solidarnosti. Koliku puta moramo praviti kompromise na
ra~un digniteta da bi osigurali pomo}?
Moramo li zauvijek  `ivjeti sa ovom dilemom? Ne postoji li bolji put?
U potrazi za odgovaraju}im, alternativnim na~inom da se pomogne, mnogi od nas su
eksperimentisali sa projektima zapo{ljavanja koji su donosili prihode.
Za mene, sve je krenulo u Makarskoj. Tamo smo, Jevrejima koji su izbjegli rat u Bosni i koje
je JOINT pomogao i sklonio du` dalmatinske obale, dali mogu}nost da zarade d`eparac
pletu}i Kipot, koje smo poku{ali prodati {irom svijeta.
U novije vrijeme, odlu~ili smo platiti grupi sposobnih ljudi ali bez sredstava, da  obezbjede
robu i usluge drugoj grupi neproizvodnih ljudi. Primjera radi, JOINT je u saradnji sa “La
Benevolencijom” kupio specijalne d`empere (zvane “Bader jakne”). Ove su ispleli
paraplegi~ari iz Centra za samopouzdanje u Sarajevu a razdijeljeni su starijim osobama koji
su vezani za ku}u i `iteljima dobrotvornih institucija {irom zemlje.
U Srbiji, nedaleko Beograda, kupili smo drveni namje{taj proizveden u radionici jednog
doma za mentalno hendikepirane odrasle i njime opremili sli~nu instituciju , ali za djecu.
Ima mnogo drugih primjera.
Na osnovu ovog raznovrsnog i geografski razasutog iskustva, dosli smo kona~no do zaklju~ka,
da ovi poku{aji treba da prerastu u {iru, dinami~niju strategiju.
No, klju~no pitanje je i dalje pred nama:
Kako, kao ne-profitna organizacija, mo`emo pomo}i invalidima i hendikepiranim da zarade
za `ivot?
Sa ovim ciljem pred o~ima, pro{log juna JOINT i “La Benevolencija” su u Sarajevu lansirali
“Fond J”. Fond J  je specijalni, bezkamatni obrtni zajam, posebno kreiran za one NGO, (ne-
vladine, ne-profitne) organizacije koje su u stanju da posude ovaj novac i koriste ga za razvoj
korisnih poslova za ljude sa manama i hendikepirane.
U lansiranju ovog programa “zajmovi za poslove” u`ivali smo sna`nu i trajnu podr{ku i
ohrabrenje od neuobicajenog filantropa, Dr. Alfreda Badera iz Milvokija, Viskonsin. Do sada
je velikodu{no poklonio Fondu J, sumu od $ 200.000.

Yechiel Bar-Chaim is the AJDC Director for the countries of former Yugoslavia, the Czech
Republic, Algeria and Tunisia. SaLon asked Yechiel to share with us his views on some
aspects of the difficult task he is engaged in so devotedly. He has obliged readily.

CHARITY IS OUR LAST CHOICE
JDCIS EXPERIMENTS IN SOCIAL ENTREPRENEURSHIP
According to Maimonides:
The highest form of charity is to help sustain a person before he becomes impoverished by
offering a substantial gift in a dignified manner, or by extending a suitable loan, or by
helping him find employment or establish himself in business so as to make it unnecessary
for him to become dependent on others.
If one looks carefully at Maimonides entire “Ladder of Tzedaka”(there are eight levels),  the
guiding principle would seem to be the following: Provide help; Preserve dignity.
How do we apply such time-honored principles in the world of the 21st century?
We who are involved in humanitarian aid today face a dilemma.
On the one hand we insist on equal human rights for all as a matter of social justice, rights
that take no notice of any physical, mental, or social handicap or disadvantage.
On the other hand we - our organizations and those with whom we work -depend all too
often on public charity.  Without independent resources of our own,we end up relying on
the generosity of others.  And in the modern secular world, charity is seen as an act of free
will, a decision made independently by each and every individual, an expression of then
some personal sense of mercy.  It is no longer, as it was in the days of Maimonides, the
incontrovertible obligation of all who have the means to give, a demand made even of the
poorest members of the society.
We have learned, moreover, to our sorrow that the demand for equal rights can sometimes sit
uncomfortably with a situation of economic dependency. Too often those most in need end
up in the awkward position of having to petition (not to say beg) others to accept -- some-
what against their will -- an agenda of mutual respect and solidarity.  How often are we
forced to compromise on the question of dignity to obtain assistance?

Ulazak u zajam, ipak, nije rezultirao ranije, niti }e sada, niti mo`e rezultirati istim
entuzijazmom me|u korisnicima, kao sto bi to bilo sa novim uru~ivanjem dobrotvornih
davanja. Ve} kod samog podno{enja zahtjeva za zajam, mora se prihvatiti zahtjevni, odrasli
jezik odgovornosti. Umjesto apela “Molim pomozite”, koji se mo`e izraziti na mnogo
obavezuju}ih na~ina, mora se po~eti razgovarati o: “planiranju; strategiji; marginalnim
tro{kovima; profit i gubitak; povrat investicija; dugoro~ni proizvodni ciljevi.”
Za mnoge nevladine organizacije koje rade sa invalidima i hendikepiranima ovaj poslovni
glosar, mo`e predstavljati novi – a ponekad prijete}i- rije~nik. I zaista, prihvatati novac
koji treba vremenom vratiti, zahtijeva ~esto nadprosje~an talenat, obavezu i odlu~nost. To
zahtijeva tako|er spremnost da se prihvati i nosi sa nesigurno{}u i neizvjesno{}u - posljednje
{to bi neko sa invaliditetom  po`elio. Kroz Fond J a primjenom filozofije socijalnog
preduzetni{tva, mi istovremeno uvodimo koncept rizika i napetosti otvorenog tr`i{ta u
~esto za{ti}eni svijet inicijativa za zapo{ljavanje invalida.
Poma`u}i Nevladinim organizacijama da razvijaju realne i profesionalne poslovne planove,
omogu}avaju}i hendikepiranim i drugim nemo}nim pojedincima da se takmi~e sa ostalima
u skoro istovjetnim uslovima, mi `elimo svima ukazati na raspon i vrijednost mogu}nosti,
koje su sada na sporednom kolosjeku.
Ne mo`emo o~ekivati da  }e “na{e Nevladine organizacije” biti imune na poslovni neuspjeh.
Mo`e se re}i da se program ne mo`e smatratri uspje{nim, ukoliko i dok se ne desi prvi
zajmovni neuspjeh. Ako ho}emo da slavimo preuzimanje rizika, moramo biti spremni da
platimo i cijenu.
^emu, onda te`imo? Prije svega, stvaramo izazov za sebe i potencijalne partnere u ovim
raznim humanitarnim poduhvatima. Ako razmi{ljamo o dobro~instvu kao prostom
poklanjanju novca, onda  neka “dobro~instvo bude na{ zadnji izbor” i kad god i gdje god
nam je mogu}e, neka umjesto toga, postanemo potpuno razvijeni socijalni poduzetnici.
Mjenjaju}i prirodu vlastitog u~e{}a mi mo`emo utjecati na karakter rije{enja. Time mo`emo
omogu}iti invalidima i hendikepiranima da “zarade” jednaka prava koje im na{a dru{tva
ponekad nevoljko daju.
Ulaze}i u partnerstvo sa siroma{nim i invalidima kako bi im pomogli da se uzdignu iznad
tog i takvog stanja, mo`da uspijemo pru`iti pomo} i promovisati dostojanstvo u isto
vrijeme. Na ovaj na~in nastojimo dosti}i najvi{i stepen Majmonidesovih “Ljestava
dobro~instva”
Yechiel Bar-Chaim
Direktor za Bosnu i Hercegovinu, Hrvatsku, Makedoniju, Crnu Goru, Sloveniju,Srbiju
^e{ku Republiku, Al`ir i Tunis.
Ameri~ki jevrejski zajedni~ki odbor za distribuciju (AJDC)
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Are we obliged to live forever with this dilemma?  Is there no better way?
In searching for an appropriate, alternative way to help the disabled, many of us have
experimented with income-generating employment projects.
For me it all started in Makarska, Croatia where we gave Jews who had escaped from the war
in Bosnia and whom the JOINT was supporting and sheltering along the Dalmatian Coast
an opportunity to earn pocket money by crocheting kippot and then trying to sell them
around the world.
More recently we decided to pay one set of needy but capable individuals to provide goods
or services for a second but non-productive population without means. For example, in
cooperation with La Benevolencija, the JOINT purchased special sweaters (called “Bader
Vests,”).  These were knitted by paraplegics at the Center for Self-Reliance in Sarajevo and
then distributed to home-bound elderly and residents living in welfare institutions throughout
the country.
In Serbia, not far from Belgrade, we bought wooden furniture constructed at the carpentry
shop in one home for mentally handicapped adults in order to equip another such institu-
tion, this one for children.
There are many other examples as well.
Out of this diverse and geographically scattered experience, we finally reached the conclu-
sion that these experiments needed to be part of a broader, more dynamic strategy.
The key question, however, still lay before us:
How can we as a non-profit organization help those who are disabled or disadvantaged
earn a living?
With this goal in mind, therefore, the JOINT and La Benevolencija launched last June in
Sarajevo “The J-Fund”. The J-Fund is a special, non-interest-bearing, revolving loan fund
created in particular for those NGO’s (non-governmental, non-profit  organizations) capa-
ble of borrowing this money and using it to develop sustainable jobs for the disabled and/
or the disadvantaged.
In launching this program of “loans for jobs” we have had the strong and constant support
and encouragement of an unusual philanthropist Dr.Alfred Bader of Milwaukee, Wiscon-
sin. So far he has generously donated to The J-Fund a total of $200,000.
Starting a loan fund, however, cannot, does not, and indeed has not generated quite the
same enthusiasm among its would-be beneficiaries as would announcing a new round of
charitable grants. Even to apply for a loan means one has to adopt the demanding, adult
language of responsibility. Instead of pleading “Please help” in all the many ways that
compelling appeal can be voiced, one has to begin to talk:
“Planning; Strategy; Marginal Costs; Profit and Loss; Returns on Investment;
 Long-Term Performance Goals”.
For many NGO’s dealing with the disabled or the disadvantaged this business
glossary can represent a new --- and sometimes daunting ---  vocabulary.
Indeed, accepting money in order to repay it over time requires a frequently uncommon
level of talent, commitment, and determination.  It also demands a readiness to accept and
cope with insecurity and uncertainty, the last thing anyone with a disability is looking for.
Through The J-Fund and by applying the philosophy of social entrepreneurship we are
introducing both the concept of risk and the tensions of the open marketplace into the
often-protected world of employment initiatives for the disabled.
By assisting NGO’s to develop realistic and professional business plans, by enabling handi-
capped and otherwise disadvantaged individuals to compete on nearly the same terms as
anyone else, we hope to demonstrate for all to see the scope and the value of the abilities
now being left by the wayside.
We cannot expect “our NGO’s” to be immune from business failure.  Indeed the program
will not be counted a success unless and until it has its first loan failure. If we are to celebrate
risk-taking, we have to be ready to pay that price.
So what then are we aiming for?  First we want to challenge ourselves and our potential
partners in these various humanitarian endeavors.  If we think of “charity” as simply giving
away money, then
Let’s make “charity our last choice”, and whenever and wherever we can become instead
full-fledged social entrepreneurs.
By changing the nature of our own involvement, we can also influence the character of the
solution.  We can thereby enable the disabled and the disadvantaged to earn the equal
rights sometimes our societies begrudge them.
By partnering with the poor and the disabled to help them rise above that condition, we
might just end up providing help and promoting dignity at the same time.  In this way we
aim to reach the highest rung on Maimonides’ “Ladder of Tzedaka”.
Yechiel Bar-Chaim
Country Director for Bosnia-Herzegovina, Croatia, Macedonia, Montenegro, Slovenia, Ser-
bia, Czech Republic, Algeria, and Tunisia
AMERICAN JEWISH JOINT DISTRIBUTION COMMITTEE

BORI[A RISTI]

Bori{a razmi{lja o svemu i sva~emu ali ima jednu misao vodilju u `ivotu: “Da bi si stvorio
bolje uslove za `ivot sada i ovdje, ~ovjek treba da nastoji da radi bolje, vi{e, kvalitetnije i
kreativnije. Nisam od onih koji bi se zadovoljili pla}enim poslom koji je takav kakav jeste,
u takvim uslovima nastojati {tediti, i u to ime odricati se. ^ovjek se ne smije u~auriti i
sputavati se”.
Ovo je vjerovatno bio i povod da vam ga predstavimo.

Bori{a Risti} je netom proslavio svoj 46-ti ro|endan. Ro|en je 22.07.1960 g. U Sarajevu.
Zavr{io je Srednju tehni~ku {kolu, Elektro-smjer i zapo~eo karijeru kao projektant u
Petrolinvestu, a zatim se otisnuo u nesigurne vode vlastitog preduzetnistva, otvorio videoteku
i studio za snimanje, a kasnije se opredijelio za poslove uvoza-izvoza sve do 1992-ge godine.
I tu dolazi kraj, napornom ali neporeme}enom razvojnom putu ka jednom ugodnom `ivotu u
miru, prijateljstvu, u`ivanju u sredini koju poznaje i u kojoj se snalazi kao riba u vodi, u
kojoj sve prepoznaje i razumije. Ili je bar tako mislio. Kao ve}ina nas, valjda...

I kao ve}ina, i Bori{a prolazi kroz taj mra~ni, dramati~ni dio `ivota, kao kad avion koji leti
iznad Alpa uleti u turbulenciju.  Uz pomo} Dje~ije ambasade uspije prebaciti (“privremeno”,
kako su tada vjerovali) suprugu Oliveru i sina Ognjena u Stani}e kod Omi{a. On sam sa
roditeljima, Paulom i An|elkom, izlazi konvojem u Makarsku a sestra Biljana, tada u povratku
iz Izraela sti`e do Beograda i na jedvite jade i ona kona~no u Makarsku. Bori{ino pokretanje
iz Sarajeva u tim dramati~nim momentima, bilo je ipak poslovno inspirisano. Imao je dogovor
da proba zgotoviti neke poslove zbog kojih je trebalo iza}i iz Sarajeva. Me|utim na tom putu
desio se doga|aj koji ga je emotivno i svjesno opredijelio. U nekom Kiseljaku ugledao je
srpske i hrvatske vojnike, koji su i jedni i drugi {}epali
Sarajevo za gu{u u smrtni zahvat, kako me|usobno
igraju fudbal. Shvatio je kako ka`e da se «radilo o
kriminalnom biznisu, a ne o suprotstavljanju
nacionalisti~kih ideala». U gr~u i trenutno, shvatio je
da se ne misli i ne `eli vratiti. Otuda ga je put, on sam i
sudbina doveo u Englesku. Za{to ba{ u Englesku, ako
ga zapitate? «Zato {to je to tada bila jedina opcija koju
nam je Dragan Danon, predstavnik 'La Benevolencije',
mogao ponuditi. A ja sam je odmah, bez mnogo
dvoumljenja i odlaganja, prihvatio«. Tako se Bori{a sa
suprugom i sinom obreo u Engleskoj na samom po~etku
novembra 1992 g. Majka i otac koji su odlu~ili da
sa~ekaju k}erku Biljanu, uvodjenjem viza, uz mnogo
komplikacija ipak uspijevaju da se takodjer dokopaju
Engleske ali tek u prolje}e slijede}e godine, a sama
Biljana ~ak u jesen 1994-te godine. Hepi end? Ne, pa
tek je sve po~elo, iznova. Po~etne tegobe koje prate
sve izbjeglice nisu mimoi{le ni ovog borca. Ali, s
obzirom da je borac, Bori{a se nije dao dugo ometati.
Poslije kurseva engleskog jezika, uslijedili su kursevi
iz marketinga i biznis studija, uspijeva nostrificirati
diplomu o zavr{enom {kolovanju iz Sarajeva i
okvalificirati se za atestiranje elektroinstalacija. Ovo
“naoru`avanje” korisnim znanjem obavio je kao
preduslov ali i u toku prvih poslova. Eto tako je krenuo
u svoj novi boj. Radi sticanja iskustva, usavr{avanja
jezika, lokalnih referenci i sticanja neovisnosti od
dr`avne pomo}i, krenuo je sa volontiranjem, da bi se,
sinhrono sa Oliverom zaposlio kao slu`benik u
Ujedinjenoj Sinagogi. I tako 4 godine. Sada dobiva
puni smisao ono {to je re~eno na po~etku. Ne mire}i se
sa stanjem u kome se na{ao, podi`e prvi hipotekarni
zajam za kupovinu stana i nemaju}i sredstava, sam ga
adaptira. Nakon dvije godine upu{ta se u drugi zajam i
tu u punoj mjeri shvati da ima dovoljno energije i
neospornog dara da se bavi upravo time –
gra|evinarstvom i adaptacijama, za svoje potrebe (jer
se ispostavilo jeftinije da on sam gradi nego da radi
kao ~inovnik i pla}a drugog), kao i profesionalno, za
druge. Ovdje i le`i razlog za{to se redakcija SaLon-a
odlu~ila da predstavi Bori{u. On je prvi od cijele grupe
do{ljaka u Englesku imao petlju, upornost i umije}e
da prokr~i samostalan put, i da uzme svu odgovornost
za dobrobit svoju i svoje porodice u svoje ruke.

BORI[A RISTI]

Many thoughts are on Bori{a’s mind, the leading
one in his life though being: „In order to create
better living conditions here and now one should
work harder, better with more creativity. It does not
appeal to me to be in paid employment striving to
save enough and therefore depriving myself of many
things.  A man should not get into a shell and re-
strict himself.”
And this is why we think you should meet him.

Bori{a Risti} has just celebrated his 46th birthday.
He was born in Sarajevo on 22nd of July 1960.
After completing his Electric Engineering College
education he started his career as a designer in
Petrolinvest following which he set into the uncer-
tainties of private business. At first it was a video
cassette lending and recording studio and later he
moved on to export/import ventures until …1992.
That was the end to a challenging but undisturbed
path towards a comfortable life in peace, among
friends, where he enjoyed the familiar and under-
standable environment. At least, he thought so. Like
most of us, it seems.

Like most of us, Bori{a also goes through that dark,
dramatic part of his life in a way comparable to a
plane entering turbulences when flying above Alps.

Naravno da je dobru zale|inu za ovakve “avanture” imao u ~injenici da je Olivera ve}
radila solidan posao, ali isto tako, presudno je bilo njegovo shvatanje da ne treba biti
zadovoljan postignutim ve} da uvijek treba osmi{ljavati novo i vi{e.

U me|uvremenu, proteklo je vi{e od jedne decenije. Otac koji se nije tu`io i tvrdio da
mu je dobro ali da nije sretan, napustio je familiju zauvijek. Posljedi~no, majci, koja je
sve stoi~ki podnosila, trebalo je poku{ati nadoknaditi sve izgubljeno, a naro~ito ̀ ivotnog
druga. Trebalo je u novim okolnostima, za{tititi, usmjeriti i ohrabriti sina Ognjena koji
je od pla{ljivog dje~arca dogurao do fakulteta. Sva je sre}a da je familija, u`a i {ira,
unato~ svim neda}ama uspjela ostati na okupu i hraniti se na me|usobnoj potpori.
Kako Bori{a defini{e stanje u kome se na{ao. On misli da je dobro {to je do{ao ovamo.
Ka`e u {ali da je i{ao ulicama i zahvaljivao Slobi, Tu~ku i Alji {to su ga ovamo liferovali.
Rekli smo da je borac. Sve je bilo izazov, unato~ preprekama. To {to je srce malo
“zatrokiralo” kao posljedica, traume, stresa i posebnih napora vidi kao sporedni efekat
ali ne i kao zapreku. Danas radi sa voljom i umije}em sa grupom ljudi, uglavnom
mladih, i, pogodili ste, svi su «odande», dakle, mo`e sa ponosom re}i da obezbije|uje
posao i jednom broju drugih familija.
Ne krije Bori{a da misli da je u domovini postigao vi{e nego ovdje. Prekid ga je unazadio
ali nije bacio na koljena. Izgubljeno je nemogu}e nadoknaditi, sve je novi po~etak, ali
~ini sve da bude bolje nego {to jeste.

Od kako ga je napustio, nikada nije navratio u Sarajevo. Nema, ka`e, ni `elju za tim
ponovnim susretom. Isuvi{e je, a i dalje pogo|en gubitkom onoga {to je najvi{e volio,
cijenio i vjerovao u tom svom biv{em `ivotu. On zna da je zauvijek nestao onaj osje}aj
prisnosti, prijateljstva, zajedni~kog `ivota bez granica u kome se jednako osje}ao kod

ku}e u Zaje~aru, Bitolji ili Tuzli, u kome je Sarajevo
nosilo barjak me|usobne tolerancije.

Umalo da zaboravimo. Nikad i nikad ne}e
zaboraviti {ta mu je pru`ila ovde Jevrejska
zajednica. Pri tom ne bi da izdvaja nikoga i zato
ostaje pri izrazu Jevrejska zajednica, kao op{ti
pojam. Tako velikodu{nu, nesebi~no i
pravovremenu pomo} nije o~ekivao ni od roda
najbli`ega.

Eto vam male pri~e o Bori{i Risti}u i njegovima u
ovim namrgo|enim godinama. Nije moglo stati u
manje prostora, a ima mnogo vi{e da se ka`e.
Branko Danon
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The Children Embassy helps him to send (“provisionally” as they believed at that time)
his wife Olivera and son Ognjen to Stani}i near Omi{. With his parents Paula and
An|elko he gets to Makarska in a convoy, while his sister Biljana returning from Israel
gets to Belgrade and finally with some difficulties to Makarska. During that extraordi-
nary period Bori{a was incited to leave - by his business. Namely, trying to finalize
some transactions he had to leave Sarajevo. His emotions and his perception were
defined by an event he witnessed during that trip. In a place called Kiseljak he saw the
Serb and the Croat soldiers, both of which seized and choked Sarajevo, playing to-
gether a football match. He understood:”that it was criminal business and not confron-
tation of nationalistic ideals”. In a moment he understood with anguish that he does not
wish or intend to go back. This decision and destiny brought him to England. Why to
England one might ask. “Because that was the only option offered to us by Dragan
Danon on behalf of La Benevolencija at that time. I accepted it immediately not con-
templating or postponing too much my resolution.” That is how Bori{a, his wife and his
son got to England early in November 1992. His parents who had decided to wait for
their daughter Biljana, had complications due to introduction of visas, and managed to
reach England only in spring the following year. Biljana arrived as late as autumn 1994.
Happy end? No, it was just a new beginning. Even this fighter did not escape the initial
troubles encountered by all refugees. But being a fighter Bori{a was not to be disrupted
for too long. Following the English language courses he took courses in marketing and
business studies, authenticated his Sarajevo education diploma and was qualified for
electric installations testing. He “armed” himself by this useful knowledge before he
started working but also during the period of his initial employments. That is how he
started his new fight. In order to gain new experiences, improve his English and get
local references and independence from state support he started volunteering. Simulta-
neously with Olivera he started working for the United Synagogue. This lasted for four
years. The real meaning of what was said at the beginning is becoming clear now. Not
submitting to the situation he was in he takes his first mortgage loan to buy a flat and as
he did not have sufficient funds he refurbished it on his own. Two years later he gets into
a second mortgage which makes him understand that he has sufficient energy and
undoubted talent to engage himself in civil engineering and refurbishment for his own
needs (it became clear that it was much cheaper for him to build than to work in an office
and pay somebody else) and as a career - for others. This is the very reason why SaLon
editorial board has decided to present Bori{a to its readers. He was the first of the
newcomers to England who had the courage, persistence and the skills to become
independent and take upon himself complete responsibility for his and his family well-
being. It is true that the fact the Olivera was already in solid employment was a good
backing for such “adventures”, but the deciding factor was his understanding that one
should not be content with the achieved but always strive for something new and better.
More than a decade passed by. His father who never complained and maintained that he
felt well but not happy, left the family for ever. As a consequence an effort had to be
made to make up for all the losses and especially for her lifelong partner to his stoical
mother. In these new circumstances it was necessary to guide their son Ognjen, then a
shy little boy who is at university now. Despite all the troubles, the whole family - the
immediate and the wider one - stood together supporting one another all the time.
Looking back Bori{a believes that it was good for him to get here. Jokingly he says that
walking the streets at that time he would thank Slobodan, Tu|man and Alija for sending
him here. We already have mentioned that he is a fighter. Everything was a challenge
notwithstanding the obstacles. He considers the reality that his heart “stammered” a bit
as the result of the trauma, stress and extraordinary circumstances to be a side-effect, not
a hindrance. He works today enthusiastically and skilfully with a group of people, most
of them young, and as you have guessed correctly all of them “from over there”, thus he
can maintain with pride that he ensures income to a number of other families.
Bori{a does not hide that he thinks that he had achieved more in his homeland than
here. The interruption held him back but did not force him to his knees. What was lost
cannot be compensated; with this new beginning he is doing his best to make thing
better than they are now.
From the time he left it, Bori{a never went back to Sarajevo. He does not have a desire
for this new encounter. He still feels too strongly about the loss of all the values he loved
so much and believed in during his former life. He knows that there is no more feeling
of closeness, friendship, limitless life together; where he felt at home whether at Zaje~ar,
Bitolja, Tuzla; where Sarajevo was the standard-bearer of mutual tolerance.
We have to mention also that he will never forget all the support he had here from the
Jewish community. He would not like to single out anybody - that is why he usese the
Jewish community as a general term. He would not expect such generous and timely
help even from his nearest relatives.
This is the story of Bori{a Risti} and his family during these gloomy years. It could not
fit in less space, but there is so much more to be said.
Translation Branka Danon

Pavle Pavlovi}

SKYPE EXPRESS
Sino} sam bio u Lili Hameru, Norveška. Ve~eras odoh u Okland,
Novi Zeland i Melburn, Australija. Prije puta nikada ne pakujem
kofere, ne nosim pasoš, lovu, kartice. Najva`nije je da kosu
dobro rasporedim, brkove namjestim i pokušam izgledati što
mirnije, veselije. Onda pripazim šta gore da obu~em. Nije dobro
svakog puta biti u istoj majici, košulji. A i pozadina je va`na.
Ne}e valjda uvijek biti isto cvije}e, slika. Ponekada za promjenu
stavim koju svije}u, ukrasni tanjur… Za donji dio tijela nema
frke. Mogu poderane  farmerice, kratke hla~e, ionako to na
mom putovanju niko ne primje}uje. Dva, tri gutljaja d`usa, ili
ne~eg oštrijeg i ja sam spreman kao zapeta, uzbu|ena puška…
A kako je bilo u Lili Hameru?! U tom olimpijskom gradi}u
do~ekao me je moj jaran Mimo Bešli}. Izdr`ao je cijeli rat u
Sarajevu, pa onda godinu i po u miru i onda mu sve puklo.
Ka`e bilo mu te`e nego od 92. do 95. Spakovao kofere i krenuo
stopama svog rahmetli oca. Miminog su starog, za onog rata,
nijemci internirali u hladnu Norvešku. Pre`ivio je zahvaljuju}i pomo}i dobrih, toplih ljudi iz
Polarnog kruga. Poslije kada se vratio ku}i decenijama je vodio Društvo Jugoslovensko-
Norveškog prijateljstva. Miminom starom je bilo lakše. Zapo~eo je krug koji mu je sin
zatvorio. Otac se vratio u Sarajevo da zapo~ne `ivot, a Mimo je došao u Lili Hamer da nastavi
`ivot.

- Stani, ba, Paja. Smanji malo te tvoje zvu~nike, poja~aj svjetlo. Da te bolje ~ujem i vidim.
Taaako, sada je dobro! Vidiš li šta dr`im u ruci? ^aša crnog vina, valja mi nazdraviti našem
susretu nakon 15 godina. Daj naspi i ti, pa da se kucnemo o oko kamere. Va`i?
Hvatam bocu crngorskog Vranca, kupio ga u du}anu kod
mog Damira D`ananovi}a, što nam ovdje u Holandiji u
svom granapu pravi ugodjaj kao da smo u samoposluzi
kod Sune ma Marijin Dvoru.

- Hajde Mimo, vozdra i `ivio!
- @ivio!
U Oklandu, Novi Zeland, Vedrana, razredna drugarica iz OŠ “Slaviša Vajner ^i~a”. Po~etkom
94. nekako se dokopala daleke zemlje. Izgubila je sve, ~ak i mali `ivot koji je nosila u sebi.
Godinama je pokušavala da mu`u daruje potomke, ali nije išlo. Zato mi sada ponosno pokazuje
fotografiju, crnokosog dje~a~i}a:

-Evo mi sina! Šta misliš odakle dolazi? Iz našeg Sarajeva, iz  jednog doma za nezbrinutu
djecu. Ma, ima ovdje da ga zbrinemo kao nikoga. Da}u mu svu moju ljubav. Njemu, meni, te
mom ~oeku, dolaze najljepše godine nakon decenija tuge.
Od Oklanda do Melburna, Australija, za nekoliko minuta Skype expresom. Kod koga prije?!
Ima raje kao nekada na Korzu kod Parkuše. Lovim Dragana Macanovi}a Macu. Uputio me na
njega, prije nekoliko dana, dok sam bio u Las Vegasu, moj jaran, Slobodan Vidovi} Guz,
najpoznatiji sarajevski restoranski pjeva~. Susret s Guzom je bio poseban. On je tada zagrlio
gitaru, prihvatio se mikrofona i zapjevao neke naše stare pjesme. Hvali se kako mu je nedavno
u gostima bio i dr Kemal Hanjali}, moj komšija iz Holandije, nekadašnji gradona~elnik
šehera. Pjevali su, ka`e, do zore i plakali. Suze su lili ne od tuge, nego od radosti što godine
i hiljade kilometara ne mogu ništa sarajevskom duhu.

A i Maca je posebni izvor sarajevske osobnosti u Australiji. Okuplja raju, pjeva im, recituje,
unosi nadu da }emo svi opet biti zajedno.

- Lako ti je Maca da ih foliraš, dok imaš Skype dobacujem mu. – Ne znam, ko je ovo skont'o,
ali za sve je zaslu`an jaro Bil Gejts. @elim mu da do groba bude najbogatiji had`ija na svijetu.

Jer, |e ima ovo? Sjediš u svojoj izgubljenosti, a s tobom svi tvoji drugari, s tobom
prividnost, opsjenost mirisa Kvarnera, Parkuše, Sloge, Kluba novinara, Sirana.
Zvuci Indexa, Vokinsa, Kodexa. Pimpeka dok sve~ano najavljuje: A sada dame
biraju…I sje}anje da nikada nisam bio izabran.

Turisti~ki vodi~ na mojim svjetskim putovanjima, gospon Skype, ponovo zvoni.
Ovog puta veliki istovremeni susret s Nerkom u Kanadi, Zokom u Hjustonu, Jo Deli}em i
njegovom Sladjom u holandskom Tilburgu, s ^oletom u Sarajevu.
- Joj, raja, da vidite kako je Vilsonovo ozelenilo. A Miljacka nadošla, baš kao nekada kada
smo se kupali kod slapova kod Vojni~kog mosta. Znate tamo gdje je Keko, što je danas
negdje u Australiji, love}i ribu, ispod kamenja uzviknuo da je ~opio najve}eg klenja. Kada
ga je izvadio u rukama mu  se uvijala najve}a bjelouška što smo je vidjeli u najljepšoj rijeci
naše mladosti.
- Ma, daj, ba, ^ole ne vadi nam fr~u s tim Vilsonovim. Ima i ovdje zelenila.

- Ima, ima, ali nigdje nije tako zeleno kao ovdje.
- Stani, ba, ne}emo politike!
- Ma, kakva politika. Nisam ja kriv što se neki boje spominjati neke boje…

Poslije ovog skupa, novi susret s Ne}kom Deli}em.Vadi mi zazubice.
- Vidi Paja, šta ka`eš. Valjali li?!

Unjeo mi u kameru dobro prošaranu govedju pe~enicu. Donijela Majka prijatelja Brune.
Ravno iz Bosne pred oko Deli}eve kamere. Da puknem od muke. ^ini mi da osjetim miris
sušenog mesa, da osje}am slast bjele masno}e. Zagrizao bih ekran.
- A, ovo – nastavlja Ne}ko mu~enje! Vadi komad travni~kog sira i ponosno se šepuri pred
kamerom. Prekidam vezu. Bolje je za moje `ivce i moj apetit. ^ekam da mi se javi stari
drugar Josip Cico Kabiljo iz Kanade. Proteklih godina Cico se šetao raznim zemljama,
kontinetima. Posje}ivao staru raju. Obnavljao veze. Bio je prete~a ovog Skypa. Našao je u
Las Vegasu @i`u, ^apu, u Los Andjelosu Mikija, Lisca, u Francuskoj Ranka, Bo`u, u
Njema~koj Hasana, u Kanadi Zaima. Sve stara raja sa Spomenika u Starim paviljonima, kod
današnje Skupštine BiH, u epicentru Sarajeva...
I zahvaljujuci Cici evo mene medju svoje ~ak u ~uvenom L.A.Tu se ugnijezdio moj najbli`i

drug iz djetinjstva @eljko ^apalik,
prijeratni gazda ~uvenog sarajevskog  Bel
Amija”. Sje}am se kako se godinama
prema meni mjerio koliko je porastao. Sada
je tu u L.A. za mnoge Mario

- Ma, kada me zovu  kao da im se jezik lomi. Ovako je super i njima i meni. Ispunio mi se
davni san da se zovem Mario.

A ne}e da mi ka`e kako mu se ispunjvaju divni sni sa sinovima. Jedan je tenis zamjenio
glumom. Ve} se nalazi na {picama najnovijih holivudskih celulodnih proizvoda, a drugi se
bori sa mo}nim Microsoftom. Mladji ^apalik lansira svoj jedinstveni kompjuterski pro-
gram za za{titu elektronskih podataka. Tvrde da ga ni najbolji krakeri ne}e mo}i “lomiti”
kako sada ~ine sa najpoznatijim softverskim programima... @eljko, pardon Mario, je svake
subote na kavi s Farukom, Mikijem Guti}em, mojim drugom iz djetinjstva, dva sprata iznad
mene, a pred rat i rediteljem mojih TV emisija na SA 3.
- On ti ovdje krije da je bio TV reditelj – javlja mi ^apa putem Skypa. –Kako da to ka`e
~uvenom Harisonu Fordu, kojem je kompletno iznutra opremio privatni mlazni avion. Da
vidi{ {ta mu je sve ugradio. Ne mo`e{ vjerovati, {ta je sve u stanju. Ima posla preko glave.
Otkrio Miki u petoj deceniji da je genije za izvodjenje enterijera u, {to bi se reklo, vazdu{nim
prometalima...
Evo ga Malme, [vedska. Dok ~ekam da na ekranu vidim mog Davora Papi}a, urednika u
nekada{njoj izdava~koj ku}i “Masle{a”, prisje}am se na{ih dje~a~kih {etnji s njegovom
pokojnim ocem Radivojem, koji je bio prvi glavni urednik sarajevskih “Ve~ernjih novina”.
^ekali bi ga tako uve~e pred Redakcijom i onda u suton dana {etali }irinom prugom od
padina iznad Soukbunara do na{e Vrbanje, ili do Jevrejskog groblja.

Divili bi se tada svjetlosti grada u dolini, koju je presjecala Miljacka. Davorov tata govorio
bi po ko zna koji put:

- Djeco vidite ovaj lijepi grad pod nama.To je mjesto iz kojeg nikada ne treba oti}i!
Ponovo zvonjava na mom PC. Putem Skype u goste mi sti`e moj Hasan Pašovi}, iz njema~kog
Esena. Poslejdnjih mjeseci ima posla preko glave. Realizuje našu zajedni~ku ideju da
okupimo raju iz Istarske ulice i Paviljona, koje su ograni~avale ulice Ra~kog i Dani~i}a, te
Vilsonovo.
- Vozdra Paja! Evo mi se javio Ned`ad «Bubo» Hasibovi}, naš drugar iz sarajevskog
djetinjstva. Ka`e da mo`e prona}i koju sliku iz prošlosti. Tu je i Narcis Jugo. On ima još
više slika. Mislim da }e naš WEB o Istarcima/magarcima i Paviljoncima šupljim loncima
biti sve bogatiji. Ponovo se okuplja raja koja se pred rat, ili kasnije, razišla. Sada smo svi na
jednoj vezi.
Uh, umorih se od ovih putovanja. Sre}om, sutra je ponedjeljak. Bi}u više na poslu nego
pred PC. Zaboravi}u na Skype, bar nekoliko sati. Onda ponovo uve~e sa uzbudjenjem,
nestrpljenjem tr~ati pred moju kameru, moj ekran.
Valja mi vidjeti draga lica, ~uti njihov nikada
zaboravljeni glas. Znam mnogi }e mi re}i, posebno
oni iz Rajvosa, lako je vama, vani, ne mu~e vas
plate neispla}ene mjesecima, djeca što sanjaju da
puhnu preko }ize, ulice na kojima sve manje
susre}emo poznata lica. Sarajevo postaje sve manje
što je nekada bilo. I šta da  ka`em. Hvatajte se ljudi Skypa, pobijedite sve ratove onih koji
su ̀ eljeli i koji još uništavaju naše Rajvosa. Samo smo zajedno ja~i. Nije ovo komunisti~ka,
tako mi Allaha i Boga, poru~ujem vam ja, ukleti nevjernik.
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SKYPE EXSPRESS
Last night I was in Lillehammer, Norway. Tonight I am going to Auckland, New Zealand and
Melbourne, Australia. I need no luggage, passport, dough or cards on this trip. It is impor-
tant to arrange my hair properly, to adjust the moustache and look as relaxed and happy as
possible. I select carefully what to wear on the upper part
of my body. One should not always be seen in the same
shirt. The background is also important. It should not al-
ways be the same flower or painting. Occasionally for a
change there is a candle or a decorative plate. No worry for
the bottom part of the body. Old jeans or shorts will do –
nobody notices that on my journeys. A sip of juice or of something stronger and I am ready
and excited to go.
But first about my trip to Lillehammer. In that little Olympic town I was met by my buddy
Mimo Be{li}. He endured in Sarajevo all through the war and a year and a half into peace
and then everything crashed. He said it was even worse than between 92 and 95. He packed
his suitcases and followed the steps of his late father. During the previous war Mimo’s late
father was interned in cold Norway by Germans. He survived thanks to the help of the good,
warm-hearted people from the polar circle. Later, coming back home, he led The Yugoslav-
Norway Friendship Society. It was easier for Mimo’s old man. He started the circle closed by
his son. The father came to Sarajevo to start his life and Mimo came to Lillehammer to go on
with his life.
Wait, Paya. Turn the speakers down and add some light. I want to hear and see you better.
Yes, that’s it. Can you see what am I holding in my hand? A glass of red wine to drink to our
meeting after fifteen years. Pour a glass for yourself and let’s touch the cameras. Agreed?

I reach for the bottle of red Montenegro Vranac bought in the shop of Damir D`ananovi} in
which - here in Holland – we feel as if we were in Sune’s shop at Marijin Dvor.

- Well, Mimo, here is to your health!
- To your health!

 Now, in Auckland, New Zealand, it is Vedrana  - a friend from primary school Slavi{a Vajner
^i~a. She got somehow to that remote country early in 1994. She had lost everything, even
the little life she carried in her body. For years she tried in vain to present her husband with
heirs. Now, with pride, she shows a photograph of a dark-haired little boy:

- Look at my son! Where do you think he comes from? From our Sarajevo, from a Children’s
Home. He will be enjoying his life here like anybody. He will get all my love. After decades
of sorrow the best years are coming to him, to me and to my hubby.
From Auckland to Melbourne, Australia in a few minutes by Skype Express. Where shall I
go first? There are as many people here as once there were at the main spot on the prom-
enade.  I am trying to get hold of Dragan Macanovi} Maca. A few days ago while I was in Las
Vegas my friend Slobodan Vidovi} Guz, the best restaurant singer Sarajevo had told me that
he was here.  The meeting with Guz was a special one. He took his guitar and started singing
into the speaker some of our old songs. He boasted that he recently had had a visit from Dr
Kemal Hanjali}, my neighbour from Holland, former mayor of our home town. He says that
they were singing and crying into the morning. The tears they shed were not those of sorrow
but of joy that even the long years and thousands of kilometres could not destroy the
Sarajevo spirit.

Maca is a special source of Sarajevo distinction in Australia. He brings the friends together,
sings to them and reads poetry giving thus reason for hope that we shall be together again.

-It is easy for you, Maca, to enchant them with your Skype at hand – I said – I do not know
whose bright idea this was, but it is certain that all credits go to Bill Gates. May he be the
richest man in the world to his death. This is really unbelievable! You sit in your
misplacement but there with you are all your friends in the delusion of the smells in all
Sarajevo barrooms: Kvarner, Parku{a, Sloga, Journalists Club, Cyrano; the sounds of
Sarajevo music bands: Indexi, Vokins, Kodex;  Pimpek’s ceremonial voice announcing:
Ladies choice…  I remember that I was never chosen.

Mr. Skype, the tourist guide on my world journeys, rings again. This time it is a big concur-
rent gathering with Nerco in Canada, Zoka in Huston, Jo Deli} and his Sladja in Tilburg,
Holland and ^ole in Sarajevo.
- Hi, pals, if you could only see how green Vilsonovo promenade is. Miljacka River has

risen to the level it reached when we used to swim at the cas-
cades by the Vojni~ki bridge. It is the place, if you remember,
where Keko - who is somewhere in Australia now - catching
fish under the rocks exclaimed that he snatched the largest
chub. When he pulled it out, twisting in his hands was the
largest water snake we ever saw in the most beautiful river of

our youth.

-Well, ^ole, why do you provoke us by stories about Vilsonovo prom-
enade, as if it is not green over here..

-I know it is, but nowhere is it as green as it is here.
-Stop it, we do not want any politics!

-What politics. It is just that some people are shy of mentioning some
colours.

After this gathering a new meeting with Ne}ko Deli}. He placed water in my mouth:
-Look, Paya. What do you say? Is it good enough?

I could see in front of the camera a piece of first-rate seasoned beef rump, brought to him by
his friend’s Bruno mother. Directly from Bosnia and straight to the focus of Deli}’s camera. I
turned green with envy. It seemed to me that I could sense the smell of dried meat and taste the
sweetness of the white fat. I felt like biting into the screen.

-And what about this? Ne}ko goes on torturing me. He exposes proudly a piece of cheese from
Travnik. I logged off. It is much better for my nerves and my appetite.

I wait to hear from my old friend Josip Cico Kabiljo from Canada. During the preceding years
Cico used to wander through different countries and continents; visited his friends; restored
relations. He preceded Skype. He found @i`a in Las Vegas, Miki and Lisac in Los Angeles,
Ranko and Bo`o in France, Hasan in Germany, Zaim in Canada. All of them old friends from
the Monument among the Old Pavilions, by the present B&H Assembly in the very heart of
Sarajevo. … Thanks to Cico I have come to visit my friends in legendary L.A. @eljko ̂ apalik,
my best childhood friend and pre-war owner of the famous Sarajevo Bel Ami Night Club,
built his nest here. For years, I remember, he would compare his height to mine to see how
much he had grown. Here in L.A. his name is Mario for many.

-When they pronounce my name it is as if their tongue is breaking. It is terrific like this both
for them and for me. It has been my long-lasting wish to be called Mario.

He refuses to tell me, though, how his dreams about his sons come true. One of them replaced
tennis with acting. The casts of the newest celluloid products already include his name. The
other son is fighting the mighty Microsoft. ^apalik Jr. launches his unique computer pro-
gramme for electronic data protection. It is maintained that even the best crackers will not be
able to “break” him the way they do now with the best known software programmes. Every
Saturday @eljko, sorry - Mario has coffee with Faruk and Miki Guti}, my childhood friend
who lived two floors above me and who was later directing my TV programmes on SA3.

-He hides here that he was a TV director - ^apa tells me through Skype – There is no way he
can tell it to the celebrated Harrison Ford, the interior of whose private jet he completely
fitted. If you could only see all the things he has incorporated there. You can’t believe his
abilities. He is overbooked. In his fifth decade Miki has discovered that he is a genius for
interiors in air traffic.
Here is Malmö, Sweden. While waiting to see on the screen Davor Papi}, the former editor in
Masle{a publishing house I evoke our boyhood walks with his late father Radivoje, the first
editor in chief of Sarajevo Ve~ernje Novine paper. We would wait for him in the evenings and
then walk along the narrow gauge railway from Soukbunar to our Vrbanja bridge or to the
Jewish cemetery.
We would admire the town lights in the valley cut through by Miljacka river. Davor’s father
used to say:
-Children look at the pretty town down there. That is the place that one should never leave!

I can hear the ringing on my PC again. My guest through Skype this time comes from Essen,
Germany. My friend Hasan Pa{ovi}. Since recently he is a very busy man bringing to reality
our joint idea to get together the gang from the Istarska Street and the Pavilions.
-Hi, there, Paya. I had a call from Ned`ad “Bubo” Hasibovi} who told me that he could find
some old photos. Narcis Jugo is also here. He has even more photographs. Our WEB site with
“Donkeys” Istarska Street boys and “Empty Headed“ Pavilion boys is ever increasing, it
seems. The gang that had scattered before the war or later is coming together again. We are all
connected now.

I am getting tired of these travels. Luckily it is Monday tomorrow I will spend more time
working than by the PC. I will forget about Skype, for a few hours at least. Than in the evening
excited I will rush impatiently to my camera and screen to see the dear faces and hear the
never forgotten voices. I know that many of you, especially those from Sarajevo will say that
it is easy for those of us abroad - free of troubles about: unpaid salaries; children dreaming to
cross the boundary lines; streets where the number of familiar faces is decreasing every day.
All the time Sarajevo is becoming less the town we knew. Stick to Skype, is all I can say, defeat
all the wars of those who wanted and are still destroying our Sarajevo. Only together are we
stronger. This is not a communist slogan, I, the doomed unbeliever swear to God, and you
should believe me.

LONDONSKI  LAVIRINT
Desilo se da medju prvim, u januaru 1992 kobne godine, stignem sa porodicom u
London, desilo se da sam znao ne{to engleskog i desilo se da sam kao takav zatrebao
WJR-u (World Jewish Relief) za prihvat “mojih”, kojima se iz raznoraznih pobuda i
razmi{ljanja u~inilo da im je Engleska dobro rije{enje trenutnih neda}a. Kad ka`emo
trenutnih, obi~no mislimo na ne{to {to }e ubrzo pro}i, zar ne? Mislimo da }emo ubrzo
nastaviti gdje smo stali, gdje smo prekinuti. E, pa pro{lo je, kako kome, ali ne brzo i
svakako nismo nastavili tamo gdje smo stali.

Na aerodromu Hitrou do~ekujem grupu. Sti`u iz Beograda gdje ih je SJOJ (onaj sa
novim zna~enjem) privremeno prihvatio. Odmah ih prepoznajem, nikog li~no, jer ih i
ne znam. Prepoznajem ih po pona{anju, po, kako bi Englezi rekli body language.
Guraju aerodromska kolica, sa na brzinu natrpanim stvarima, koje su iz bog zna kojih
razloga smatrali najneophodnijim i osvr}u se unazad. Da, ne tra`e mene, ja sam naprijed,
znali su da ih ~ekam, ve} gledaju unazad, upla{eno. Jo{ ne mogu da vjeruju, da su
upravo pre{li preko Crvenog Mora i Sinajske Pustinje, da su do{li do obe}ane zemlje i
da im Faraon vi{e ni{ta ne mo`e. Upravo su, sa zaka{njenjem, jer je avgust, do`ivjeli
svoj Pesah. A ne vjeruju, nevjernici.

Bila je to prva od mnogih grupa i pojedinaca koje sam do~ekivao na aerodromu i svi su
u dlaku radili isto. Za nekoliko mjeseci zajedni~kog pro`ivljavanja strahota stekli su
zajedni~ke karakteristike, nepogre{ive za de{ifriranje. A samo pola godine ranije bili su
tako razli~iti. Evo jo{ jedne potvrde. Tada{nja direktorica WJR imala je sastanak sa
dvojicom na{ih lidera, Ivicom i Jakicom u Zagrebu. Kada su nai{li, iako ih prvi put u
`ivotu vidi, odmah ih je prepoznala. “Jedina dva d`entlmena koji su se usred Zagreba
kretala le|ima uza zid”, objasnila mi je.
Ho}u da prenesem jednu malu opservaciju koju ne znam gdje da utkam, pa {to ne bih
ba{ ovdje. Jedno od pitanja koja su se ticala mog posla u to vrijeme bilo je koliko je
va`no biti Jevrej u okolnostima u kojima se grupa na{la. Recimo, baka po o~evoj strani
bila Jevrejka, Travni~anka. E pa vidite, napravio sam mali neformalni test, upitao sam
svoje sunarodnjake, {ta za njih zna~i ova adresa u Sarajevu: Dobrovolja~ka 83! Nikom
ni{ta! A to je, znate, biv{a adresa Jevrejske op{tine u Sarajevu. Neki su tu bili po prvi
puta kada su kretali u egzil! Gdje je poenta? U tome da ne treba postavljati suvi{na
pitanja u nevrijeme. Niko i nije, ni tamo ni ovdje. U tome je poenta. A meni, Jevrejinu,
srce “k'o kanta”.
Meni su kao priu~enom socijalnom radniku objasnili da naizgled neracionalno pona{anje
pojedinaca nije ni{ta drugo do normalna reakcija na nenormalnu situaciju. Ima i ne{to
{to se zove Sindrom post-traumatskog stresa. Mi smo neosporno u nenormalnoj situaciji.
Na mojim redovnim obilascima da provjerim stanje i podjelim ohrabrenje i d`eparac,
sti`em i do jedne porodice iz Hrvatske. Do{li su preko Beograda. Nakon tre}e sedmice,
otac porodice ne}e vi{e ni da me vidi, i vi~e sa vrha stepenica da se nosim, znate ve}
gdje, jer gdje je vi{e taj stan koji su mu obe}ali na odlasku iz Beograda! Normalno
pona{anje u nenormalnoj situaciji. Pomi{ljam na njegov fantasticni stan (ili mo`da
vilu) tamo, u Hrvatskoj.
Otkako smo se obreli u ovoj mo}noj zemlji, na{e mo}ne doma}e jevrejske organizacije
su nam omogu}ile, me|u inim, izlete. [est puta godi{nje, svake godine. Po principu
“upoznaj svoju domovinu da je vi{e voli{“ malo je ostalo dvoraca, parkova, vila, muzeja,
katedrala, rimskih iskopina i objekata, spomenika raznim piratima i razbojnicima u
krugu od 150 km oko Londona, koje nismo posjetili. I javnih ku}a. Ne, nije zabuna niti
smo mi tako razulareni – PUB je skra}enica od engleskog Public House, ja samo
prevodim, ipak malo bukvalno. Kad ispri~amo mje{tanima gdje smo sve bili, zjenice se
ra{ire u nevjerici. Cjelog svog ̀ ivota su tu a nisu bili ni u tre}ini mjesta koje spomenemo.
Uporno tvrdim da nije sve ni tako crno kada si izbjeglica, pod uslovom da si Jevrej i pod
uslovom da si u Engleskoj. Da potkrijepim. Hoze Kareras je tada bio u ~uvenom
triumviratu naj-tenora na svijetu. Nas 23 izbjeglice smo upijali ljepote zvuka u elitnom
Royal Albert Hall-u. Mufte, a nominalna cijena karata je bila £ 60. Malo ko autohtoni
je mogao sebi priu{titi do`ivljaj a jo{ manji broj do}i do karata. Ko zna mo`da prosje}an
Englez ne mari za klasi~nu muziku, a prosje~an izbjeglica mo`da da.

Kada se govori o ljudima istog porijekla neminovno se formira uop{tena slikazajedni~kih
karakteristika, skloni smo generalizaciji. A toliko smo razli~iti. Ima nas koji obilazimo
muzeje, izlo`be, predstave...ali ima nas i onih koji ka`u, {ta me briga za sve to, meni je
Sainsbury’s iza ugla.
A domovina, nostalgija? Restrikcije u kretanju, nametnute situacijom u kojoj smo se
na{li, vremenom su nestajali i polako, osim u mislima, i fizi~ki smo se po~eli vra}ati
svom Sarajevu, Mostaru...ne{to zbog zadovoljenja unutra{nje potrebe, a ne{to poslom.
Hrana, jelo i pi}e, nisam toga bio svjestan prije, vrlo su mo}na komponenta identiteta.
Ja obilazim Sarajevo i uveo sam ritual (kao {to ritualno, svako jutro ovde u svom stanu
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LONDON MAZE
It so happened that I, together with my family, was among the first arrivals in London in
January of the ominous year 1992, it also happened that I knew some English and as it
happened that as such I fitted into the WJR intentions at the time. I was suitable for
welcoming those, “my” people, who for whatever motivation or reasoning believed
England to be a good solution for their temporary problems. When we say temporary,
we usually think of things that would soon be over, don’t we? We believe that soon
enough we will pick up from where we stopped, from where we were cut off.  Well it was
over, for some more and for some less, but not as soon as expected and certainly not from
where we stopped.

I am welcoming a group at Heathrow. They are due to arrive from
Belgrade where they were temporarily sheltered by the Union of
Jewish Communities of Yugoslavia (the one with the new meaning).
I recognize them straight away, not personally because I never knew
them. I recognize them by the way they act, by their body language,
as the English would put it. They push the airport trolleys stuffed
with hastily piled things which, for whatever reason they believed to
be essential and look backwards. Yes, they are not looking for me, I
am in front; they knew I was waiting, but they looked backwards,
frightened. They can’t yet believe that they have just crossed their
Red Sea and the Sinai desert, that they have arrived to their Promised
Land and that Pharaoh can do them no harm any more. They have
just, belatedly because it is August, lived their own Pesach. And they
still do not believe, the unbelievers.

This was the first of many groups and individuals that I would wel-
come at the airport and they all do the same, to the letter. For just a
few months of common experience of the horrors, they acquired com-
mon characteristics, unmistakable for deciphering.  Just half a year
ago they were so different. One more proof. The Executive Director
of WJR at the time had a meeting in Zagreb with two of our leaders, Ivica and Jacob.
Although this was the first time for her to meet these two gentlemen, when they came
along she recognized them that very moment. “The only two gentlemen who moved in
the middle of Zagreb with their backs against the wall”, she explained.

I want to convey a small observation, which I do not really know where to thread in, so
why not here and now? One of the questions revolving around my job at the time was
the question of the importance of being Jewish in the circumstances the group was in.
For example, a grandmother on father’s side was Jewish from, say, Travnik. Well you see,
I conducted a little un-formal test; I’ve asked my compatriots the meaning of this
address in Sarajevo: Dobrovolja~ka 83? No reaction whatsoever! For your knowledge
this was the former address of the Jewish Community in Sarajevo. Some were there for
the first time in their lives taking off to exile. So what is my point? It is in the statement
that one should not ask questions at the time when it is inappropriate. And none were
asked neither there (in Sarajevo) nor here! This is my point.  And my Jewish heart was as
big as the world.

As an apprentice Social Worker, I was explained that sometimes irrational behaviour of

pe~em tursku kafu u d`ezvi a pijem iz fild`ana); jedan dan idem na zeljanicu, drugi na
~evap~i}e kod Mrkve, @elje ili Hod`i}a, tre}i dan na tulumbe i bozu na Slatkom ~o{etu.
I sad, kao trebalo bi da se vratim svom Sarajevu, bar na kratko. Ali, avaj, tog Sarajeva
nema, zakovalo se negdje u mo`danim vijugama, ali ga nema sada i tu. Sve vi{e idem
tamo da posjetim grob roditelja, rodbine, Mi{e i od lani Milana, do|e mi kao hodo~a{}e.
Sada Sarajevom tutnje neki novi klinci, Sarajevo koje vi{e nema ulicu Vuka Karad`i}a,
ali ima ulicu Asima Ferhatovi}a popularno zvanog “Slino“. Sarajevo gradi novi identitet
u kome mjesto za mene sve vi{e blijedi a jo{ uvijek me ve`u grobovi i pite.
@ivot ovaj, iz po~etka tako stran i zastra{uju}i, polako postaje na{a svakodnevnica.
Zavr{avamo {kole, zapo{ljavamo se, penzioni{emo, ra|amo se i umiremo. Polako se
prilago|avamo. Neko bolje, neko lo{ije. Kada se lupa vremena izmakne na stolje}a i
milenijume, vjerovatno ne}e nigdje ni u hronikama za istorijska prou~avanja biti pomena
o nekoj grupi ljudi sa dalekog Balkana koja se obrela u Engleskoj u zadnjoj deceniji
dvadesetog stolje}a. Mo`da }e negdje biti zabilje`ena drama raspada Jugoslavije i
tragedija bratoubila~kog rata, a mi? Mi smo samo bezna~ajna reverberacija, engleski
jezik ima za to dobar izraz – side effect. No, {ta ima veze, bar ne mo`emo, poslije svega,
re}i da nam je `ivot bio dosadan.
Branko Danon

an individual, on the face of things is no more than a normal reaction to an abnormal situa-
tion. There is also something called Post – traumatic Stress. We were obviously in an abnor-
mal situation. On one of my regular rounds to check on things and offer encouragement and
pocket money, I reach a family from Croatia, they came over through Belgrade. After three
weeks, the father does not even want to see me  any more, and yells from the top of the stairs
to take myself to….well you know where; “where, the hell is that flat promised to me in
Belgrade?!” he shouts. Normal behaviour in an abnormal situation. I try to imagine his
fantastic flat (or a villa possibly) over there, in Croatia.

Since our arrival in this mighty country, our potent host Jewish organizations enabled us
outings, among other things. Six times a year, each year. Following the principle “Get to
know your homeland to love it better”, there were few castles, parks, stately homes, museums,
cathedrals, roman remains and buildings, monuments to pirates and outlaws within and around
150 KM from London, that we did not pay a visit to. And public houses. There is no mistake
nor are we so freely behaved. A PUB is an abbreviation of a Public House, I am just translating,
a bit literally though. When we talk to local people telling them of all the places we have been
to, their pupils open up in disbelief. They have been here all their lives and they haven’t
visited even one third of those we mention.

I make repeated statements that it is not all that bad when one is a refugee, provided one is
Jewish and provided one is in England at that. Let me support this statement. At the time Hose
Carreras was referred to as one of the famous Three Tenors. 23 of us refugees sucked in the
lovely tunes in the elite Royal Albert Hall. Free of charge, while the nominal price was £60
per ticket. Only few of the locals could afford the luxury and even fewer could get hold of the
tickets. Who knows, maybe the average English does not care for classical music, while the
average refugee does?!
Talking about people of the same origin, an overall image of mutual characteristics pops up
inevitably, we are inclined to generalize. And we are so very different. There are those among
us who like to visit museums, exhibitions, shows…and there are those who say –“what do I
care for all this, Sainsbury's is just around the corner”.

So what about homeland, nostalgia? Movement restrictions imposed by the circumstances
we found ourselves in, were lifted over the time and gradually we started physically and not
only in thoughts coming back to Sarajevo, Mostar etc., partly due to some sort of internal

drive and partly for practical reasons. It did not
occur to me before, but food and drinks are very
powerful components of one’s identity. I do visit
Sarajevo and when I do, I introduce a kind of a
ritual (as I do here in my flat drinking coffee each
morning which I cook in a d`ezva and drink from a
find`an): one day is dedicated to a spinach pie
called zeljanica, the other is visiting Mrkva, @eljo
or Hod`i} for chevapchichi (local kebabs) and an-
other one is saved for tulumbe and boza (local
sweets and drink) at the “Sweet Corner”. So I am
supposed to go back, at least for a short while, to
my Sarajevo. But allas, that Sarajevo is nowhere to
be found. It is stuck somewhere in the curves of my
brain cells, but it is not here and now. The domi-
nant reason to go there becomes ever more the need
to visit the cemetaries and attend to the graves and
memories of my parents, my relatives, my mate
Mi{o and Milan since last year. It looks like a pil-
grimage to me.

There are now new kids on the block roaming around Sarajevo. The city where the street
named after Vuk Karad`ic is no more but there is a street named Asim Ferhatovi}, a.k.a “Slino”
(“Running nose”). Sarajevo is building a new identity wherein a place for me is fading away
rapidly and the link shifts to cemeteries and pies.
This life, initially so strange and frightening, slowly becomes our daily routine. We graduate
from schools, we get employment, we retire, we give birth and we die. We adjust slowly. Some
better, some not so well. When the magnifying glass of time shifts back to centuries and
milleniums, it is most likely that there would be no  mention of a group of people from the
remote Balkans who found themselves in England in the last decade of the 20-th century, not
even in the archives meant for history studies.  It is a possible that somwhere a record would
exist on the drama of the desintegration of Yugoslavia and the tragedy of fratricidal war, but
what about us? We are only an insignificant reverberation. There is a lovely expression in
English for this – a side effect. But who cares, after all we can't complain that our lives have
been boring.

Branko Danon

HRONIKA RADA KLUBA
Posljednji zabilje`eni doga|aj u Salonovoj  Hronici doga|anja, u broju 38,  bio je, da se
podsjetimo 25. januara 2006, kada smo pogledali film “East is East”.  Pa da nastavimo.

Srijeda, 1. februar. Na programu su bile- pala~inke. Sa orasima, raznim d`emovima. Navalilo
raje sa svih strana Londona.

Srijeda, 8. februara. Sa danom zaka{njenja obilje`ili smo dan zaljubljenih - Valentinovo.
Ovda{nji starosjedioci ga obilje`avaju obavezno, za{to ne bismo i mi. Na{i neumorni
pregaoci potpomognuti nekada{njim i sada{njim TV SA radnicima, potrudili su se da naprave
program sa sekvencama iz antologijskih ljubavnih filmova, sa svije}ama, dekoracijom i
naravno prigodnom poezijom. Zabavljao nas je mali irski sastav sa njihovim folklornom
muzikom, onda su nam za na{ gu{t zapjevali nekolicina ~lanova biv{eg hora “Seljo” iz
Sarajeva. Bilo je ugodno i zabavno.

Srijeda, 1. mart. Pogledali smo nekoliko zaista lijepih kreacija u glini i keramici na{e
prijateljce i poznanice Jelene Kali~in. Ovdje je stekla kvalifikaciju, po`njela ve} nekoliko
priznanja, a izlagala je bogami i u odajama NJ. V. Kraljice Eizabete II.

Nedelja, 5. mart. Promocija knjige “Pre`ivjeli smo Drugi svjetski rat” na{eg ~lana Cezara
– Zadika Danona. U prostorijama Shalvate okupilo se neuobi~ajeno mnogo ljudi, na{ih
~lanova, prijatelja, Cezinih poznanika i “zemljaka”. Mostarsko ve~e. Prigodan govor, ~itanje
fragmenata iz knjige. U knjizi Cezar iz srca i na vrlo jednostavan na~in opisuje svoje…
Uostalom ima jo{ par knjiga na raspolaganju u [alvati (£7), pa ko voli, nek’ izvoli.

Srijeda, 8. mart.  Prigodno, kupljeno je nekoliko karanfila, tek toliko da se ne ka`e da smo
zaboravili na{e dame i njihov praznik.

Srijeda, 15 mart. Sa malim zaka{njenjem obilje`ili smo Purim U dana{nje vrijeme to je
uglavnom praznik za djecu, i ovom prilikom mame, tate bake i ko zna ko jo{ ne, su se
pokazali pravi majstori u pravljenju maski i kostima za djecu i unuke. Bilo je i}a i pi}a i
zabave.

Srijeda, 12 april. Pesah - prva Seder ve}era. Ovo je tre}a godina kako obilje`avamo jedan
od najsvetijih jevrejskih praznika. Uz prigodnu ceremoniju i meni, ve~era je imala sve~ani
karakter, a 22 prisutnih nije mali broj za na{e prilike.

Srijeda, 26 april. Konac dijelo krasi. Aprilski program smo zavr{ili sa koncertom Ivane
Gavri} - klavir i Helene Paskins – clarinet. Simpati~ni mladi duo vrlo uspje{no nam se
predstavio sa nekoliko dijela klasi~ne muzike, da bi zavr{ili skupa sa auditorijumom “Adio
kerida”, koja pjesma je postala himnom za Jevreje Sefarde izbjegle iz [panije i koji su na{li
svoja ognji{ta na tlu dana{nje BiH.

Srijeda, 17 maj. Nabavili smo veliki projektor i video i DVD i TV, pa nije bilo razloga i da
ne pogledamo prenos Arsenal – Barcelona, za kup {ampiona i to na velikom ekranu.

Srijeda, 21 juni. Opet jedna projekcija. Ovoga puta film - “Orlovi rano lete”, po romanu
besmrtnog Branka ]opi}a. Poslije svega {to se oko biv{e nam Juge  izdoga|alo, a i sa
mnogima od nas, djelo je u nama poprimilo nove forme kriti~nog posmatranja. Ipak se
nismo mogli oduprijeti neuni{tivo smije{nim ^kaljinim gegovima, diviti se Ljubi{i
Samard`i}u u ulozi slavnog partizanskog borca Nikoletine Bursa}a i drugih ve} pomalo
zaboravljenih glumaca iz tada{nje plejade.

Srijeda, 28 juni. Odr`ano je ve} tradicionalno sijelo uz obavezne pite - tvorevine `enske
sekcije (Paja, Irena…ja ko bi drugi) i pi}ence (light) dakako. Okupilo nas se dvadesetak a
mo`da i vi{e. Zapjevao je i ostatak “Selje”- na zemlji, ogranak London plus jedno poja~anje
iz Toronta. Prvi put poslije dvadesetak godina zapjevalo se kao nekad. Neki efekat se nije
mogao ni o~ekivati, za taj repertoar treba  najmanje dvadest ljudi, ali je to do{lo kao pravo
osvje`enje za ono malo slu{alaca, da ~uju ne{to “novo” (iako su ve}ina autora izvedenih
kompozicija jo{ iz srednjeg vijeka). A nije ispalo ni lo{e, dobro ~ak. Poslije toga ushi}enje
i dernek, ostalo se ~ak do 11 uve~e. Oni koji nisu do{li, mogu malo i za`aliti; ostali su
uskara}eni za jedan osebujan i neuobi~ajen ugo|aj.

Juli je predvi|en za ljetne odmore, a i da se malo odmorimo jedni od drugih.

^etvrtak 3 august. Uz malu sve~anost otvorili smo za uptrebu nove prostorije u [alvati. Da
se ne prekine tradicija uprili~ena je kratka prigodna govorancija, simboli~no presjecanje
trake, zdravica. Pogledali smo nekoliko fotografija iz dosada{nje aktivnosti izlo`enih na
panou i, ne{to pokretnih slika iz pro{losti.

I eto, to je to. Nadajmo se da }emo u novim prostorijama imati bolje uslove, raznovrsniji
program i privu}i vi{e ~lanova na okup.

Priredio Dragan Ungar
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RAD JEVREJSKE OP[TINE OCJENJEN POZITIVNO
U maju ove godine, u Sarajevu, u Jevrejskoj opštini, odr`ana je redovna godišnja Skupština,
na kojoj je Predsjedništvo opštine u skladu sa obavezama, podnijelo izvještaj o radu, kako
samog Predsjedništva, tako i Opštine u cijelini, te Jevrejskog kulturno-prosvjetnog i
humanitarnog društva "La Benevolencija".

Sumiraju}i rezultate iz predhodnog dvogodišnjeg perioda, opšta ocjena ~lanstva je bila
apsolutno zadovoljavaju}a, te je i rad predhodnog Predsjedništva ocjenjen povoljnom
ocjenom.
Va`no je podsjetiti da smo i dalje u koliziji izmedu ̀ elja i aktivnosti s jedne strane i finansijskih
mogu}nosti s druge strane. Na`alost, novac je uvijek bio, a izgleda da }e i biti, limitiraju}i
faktor svih naših aktivnosti, te su tako i planovi za budu}nost "skrojeni" saglasno objektivnih
finansijskim mogu}nostima, kako Opštine, tako i društva.

Nastojimo da zadr`imo veoma va`an segment našeg rada, brigu o starijim i bolesnim ~lanovima
Opštine, ali donacije ubrzano "presušuju", tako da smo ve} ove godine morali napraviti
restrikciju za 40%, kako korisnika naših usluga, tako i aktivistkinja koje su ovaj posao
obavljale. Nismo sretni zbog ove ~injenice, iskreno nas brine odnos donatora, koji ne vide
svu plemenitost ove brige, ili da budem pošten, pomalo postaju i umorni od Sarajeva i Bosne
i Hercegovine. Ipak je prošlo nešto više od deset godina kako je rat završio i krajnje je
vrijeme da pokušamo na}i doma}e izvore, kojih na`alost u ovoj dr`avi još dugo ne}e biti,
tako da smo prili~no obeshrabreni.
Na kulturnom planu ~inimo napore da se predstavimo, kao narod knjige, narod kulture, i ~ini
mi se uprkos ~injenici da smo malobrojni, uspijevamo biti adekvatno predstavljeni široj
zajednici. Naše prisustvo se svakim danom osje}a, ne damo da se izgube korjeni jevrejskog
bitisanja na ovim prostorima.
Na kraju, uz novo Predsjedništvo, i napor svih
~lanova Opštine, pokušat }emo u~initi i više od
onoga što objektivno mo`emo, ali za to nam treba
i pomo}, ne samo materijalna, ve} i u konkretnim
aktivnostima ~lanstva i "dijaspore".

Radi obavještenja našim ranijim ~lanovima,
ljudima koje volimo i koje nam je predhodni rat
rasuo po cijelom svijetu, samo podatak za kraj
ovog javljanja iz Sarajeva, da je za predsjednika
Opštine izabran Boris-Bobo Ko`emjakin, a za
potpredsjednika Dragica Levi.
Boris Ko`emjakin

POSITIVE ASSESSMENT OF THE ACTIVITIES OF THE
JEWISH COMMUNITY
This year, the Annual General Meeting of the Jewish Community in Sarajevo took place
in May. Following the regulations the Presidency came out with a report on last year's
activities of the Presidency of the entire Community and of the Jewish Cultural, Educa-
tional and Humanitarian Society “La Benevolencija”. The members judged the results
of the past period absolutely satisfactory so that the activities of the previous Presi-
dency were passed positively.

It is important to remind everyone that a discrepancy still exists between the intentions
and activities on the one hand and the financial potential on the other. Sadly, money has
always been and will be, it seems, the limiting factor to our activities. Therefore, our
plans for the future would be tailored in accordance with the realistic financial potential
of the Jewish Community and the Society as a whole.
We are trying to maintain a very important field of our activities, i.e. care for the elderly
and the sick members of our Community. The donations however, are rapidly drying
out, so that we had to cut down the number of both the beneficiaries and of the carers by
40%. This fact does not make us happy, in fact we are worried about the attitude of the
donors. They do not seem to understand the humanity of the care we provide. To be
frank, they seem to gradually become weary of Sarajevo and Bosnia and Herzegovina.
A decade or so has passed from the end of the war and it is high time to try and find local
sources of finance. These will not be available in this country for years to come which
is very discouraging.
It seems to me that our efforts to show that we are book loving people absorbed in
culture bears fruit, so that although small in number, we are adequately represented in
the wider community.
We make our presence felt daily and we would not let the roots of Jewish life in this
space fade away.
Finally with the new Presidency and the efforts and participation of all the members of
the Community, we are to try and do even more than objectively possible. To do this
we’ll need all the support, not just financial but also in kind, from the members and from
our “Diaspora”.
For the sake of informing our former members, the people we love and whom the winds
have scattered all over the world we end this report notifying that the newly elected
President of the Community is Boris-Bobo Ko`emjakin and the new Vice President is
Dragica Levi.
Boris Ko`emjakin

Redakcija ~estita Leonu Danonu uspjesnu odbranu doktorske teze iz fizike pod naslovom “Komunalne strukture u kompleksnim mre`ama”. Tezu je odbranio 27.07 ove godine na
Barcelonskom univerzitetu. Leon planira nastaviti rad u nau~nom istra`ivanju.
Danas su ~lanovi “Prijatelja La Benevolencije” raspore|eni na 55 adresa. Mo`da vas zanima slijede}e: 25% nas je u Hendon-u; 21% u Golders Green-u; 11% u Finchley-u; 6% u Kilburnu;
po 4% u Edgware-u, Stanmore-u, Westminster-u, Highgate-u i Kensingtonu i 28% u raznim drugim kvartovima, grofovijama i gradovima. Ne pona{amo se ni{ta drukcije od ostalih
doseljenika, koncentri{emo se tamo gdje su na{i.

COMMUNITY NEWSKOMUNALNE VIJESTI
Sa zadovoljstvom obavije{tavamo ~itaoce da je Zajednica od 02.08.2006 po~ela sa okupljanjem i radom u lijepim prostorijama HSC sa adresom Parson Street/Corner of Church Road,
London NW4 1QA. Ova promjena je zna~ajna jer je prostor mnogo prijatniji i pru`a ve}e mogu}nosti. Va`no je napomenuti da vlasnik prostora, Jewish Care, nije postavio nikakva
vremenska ograni~enja, {to zna~i da se mo`e u miru raditi  bez pritiska.

OBRATITE PA@NJU, OVO JE 40. BROJ SaLona !!!  -  PAY ATTENTION, THIS IS THE 40th ISSUE OF SaLon !!!

Editorial board of SaLon congratulates to Bobo and DragicaRedakcija SaLon-a ~estita Bobi i Dragici




