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“THE FRIENDS OF LA BENEVOLENCIJA” 

BILTEN JEVREJSKE ZAJEDNICE 

“PRIJATELJI LA BENEVOLENCIJE” 

Dvadeset i prva godišnja skupština, a četnaesta koju 
vodim kao predsjednik društva nije se puno razlikovala 
od većine prethodnih izuzev u jednom detalju. Ovo je 
zadnja koju ja vodim. Odlučio sam da prestanem raditi 
sredinom novembra i definitivno se vraćam u Sarajevo 
krajem novembra. Posle toliko vremena vrijeme je za 
novog predsjednika. 

Na skupštini je bilo negdje oko 25 članova i prijatelja. 
Nažalost sa nama nisu bila dva naša člana koje smo 
izgubili u prošloj godini. To su Želimir Kučinović - Ćaja i 
Cezar Danon - Cezo.   

Skupština je počela uobičajenim usvajanjem dnevnog 
reda, čitanjem izvještaja o aktivnosti u prošloj godini koja 
je ocjenjena kao veoma uspješna. Posebno što se od-
vijala u uslovima smanjenih finansiskih mogućnosti. Do-
bra stvar da ta sredstva ipak dolaze na naš račun prilično 
redovno.  Zbog toga smo se oslonili na vlastite snage u 
kreiranju naših aktivnosti što se pokazalo kao pun pogo-
dak.  

Nastavili smo da se okupljamo u prostorijama Holokaust 
Survival Centra. Te prostorije nam pružaju odlične mo-
gućnosti i fleksibilnost u radu, a koristimo ih bez 
naknade.  

Izdavanje našeg lista SaLon će se nastaviti, ali zbog ne-
dovoljnih priloga prešlo se na šestomjesećno izdanje um-
jesto tromjesećnog. 

Izleti koji su najveća stavka u našem budžetu su 
nastavljeni zahvaljujući tome što se za svaki izlet plača 
po 10 funti. Bez toga bi broj izleta bio veoma reduciran. 

Od aktivnost spomenuth u izvještaju najznačajnije su 
sastanak sa direktoricom Shalvate, Avivom koja je izra-

zila želju da dođe i razgovara o budućem djelovanju i 
načinu finansiranja Holocaust Survivors Centra pa time i 
nas.   Takođe je odgovarala i na pitanja naših članova, 
naročito iz oblasti stanovanja u šelterima i domovima za 
koje su bilo dosta zainteresovanih. 

Na 27. Nisan po jevrejskom kalendaru ili 16. April ove 
godine je Jom Hašoa, Dan sjećanja na Holokaust. 
Potsjetili smo se na taj događaj, upalili svjeće za sjećanje 
na žrtve i odali počast svim žrtvama. Posle smo se 
podsjetili  na Pesah kojim se obilježava izlazak Jevreja iz 
ropstva u Egiptu, jasno uz laganu zakusku, huminadus 
jaja i vino. 

Nastavili smo sa našim uobičajenim aktivnostima u koje 
spadaju predavanja sa putovanja naših članova. Tako 
smo imali seriju predavanja o Južnoj i Srednjoj Americi, 
Svete Gačinovića, predavanje o flori bosanskih planina 
Veska Veskovića i putovanju u Dubai Darije Stojnić. 

Organizovanje uobičajenih jesenjih, pred novogodisnjih, 
proljetnih i ljetnjih sijela. 

Obilježili smo Purim, Dan zaljubljenih, 8. mart i druge in-
teresantne datume, organizovali razne kvizove i projek-
cije filmova.    

U Sarajevu je izašla knjiga “Iz albuma bosanskih 
Sefarda” autorice Sonje Elazar.  Knjiga obrađuje razne 
aspekte iz života bosanskih sefarda, većinom kroz 
fotografije i dokumente. Knjiga je u Sarajevu naišla na 
veoma dobar prijem pa je logično da smo je predstavili i 
našim članovima. 

U junu se navršilo 100 godina od rođenja nama dobro 
poznatog pisca za djecu, Anđelka Ristića. Jedno veče je 
bilo posvećeno sjećanju na Anđelka, negov rad u Veseloj 
Svesci, Malim Novinama kao i njegovom opusu. A nije 
bio zaboravljen ni Anđelkov rad sa djecom članova kluba. 

Jasno ne smijemo propustiti da pomenemo doprinos 
Ženske sekcije, naročito oko organizovanja sijela i drugih 
aktivnosti u klubu kao i aktivnosti sa seniorima. 

Godišnja skupština je završena glasanjem i izborom 
novog Izvršnog odbora i to Branko Danon, Dragan 
Ungar, Olja Ristić, Darija Stojnić, Tiho Čavić, Mia Kordić i 
Irena Altarac.  

A nova predsjednica je Olja Ristić. 

Boris Montiljo 

Izvjeġtaj sa 21. Godiġnje skupġtine 
DRUĠTVA PRIJATELJA LA BENEVO-
LENCIJE - LONDON  



 

Boris Montiljo, naša raja i dugogodišnji predsjednik 
društva „Prijatelji La Benevolencije iz Sarajeva“ u 
Londonu, vraća se u svoje rodno Sarajevo poslije 23 
godine. Zatvara londonsku knjigu i otvara sarajevsku, 
koju ruku na srce, nikada nije ni bio zatvorio. Penzionisao 
se, poslije dugogodišnje uspješne karijere u struci 
gradjevinskog inžinjera i odlučio je da mu je ljepše i 
sadržajnije provoditi penzionerske dane u Sarajevu nego 
u Londonu. 
Borina izbjeglička priča počinje odlaskom iz Sarajeva u 
jednom od posljednjih konvoja jevrejske Opštine u jesen 
1992 godine. Potjeran ratom koji je bjesnio u našoj 
domovini, preko Pirovca, Makarske i Zagreba konačno je 
došao do Londona.  
Zajedno sa grupom od oko 120 ljudi, jevrejskih izbjeglica 
i članova njihovih 
porodica iz Sarajeva i 
Mostara, uz pomoć 
World Jewish Relief i 
Jewish Care, velikih 
dobrotvornih 
organizacija, skrasio se 
u sjevero-zapadnom 
dijelu Londona.  
Na pitanje kako je bilo 
početi sve iz početka 
evo šta kaže:  
ĂOdluku da izaĽem iz 
Sarajeva, uprkos 
ļinjenici da je bjesnio 
rat, donio sam potpuno 
sluļajno. Doġao sam u 
Opġtinu da dobijem 
neku potvrdu koja je 
trebala mojoj sestri, koja 
je izaġla u septembru 
1992. U Opġtini su me 
upitali da li bih i ja 
izaġao i rekli da upravo 
pripremaju konvoj za 
oktobar. Nisam se 
odmah mogao odluļiti, 
jer nisam razmiġljao o 
izlasku. Razgovarao 
sam sa prijateljima i kolegama u firmi i svi su otprilike 
rekli: ĂMa, budalo bjeģi dok moģeġ, i mi bi otiġli da 
moģemoñ. Tako sam izaġao 15. oktobra sa konvojem 
kojim si i ti (Darija Stojniĺ) izaġla zajedno sa sinom. Bili 
smo u Pirovcu jednu sedmicu a zatim preġli u Makarsku. 
Iz Makarske se odlazilo na razne destinacije. Odluļio 
sam se kao i ti za London. Letovi iz Zagreba bili su dva 
puta sedmiļno. Odlazilo je po 5 ļlanova u jednoj turi. 
Tako je za let 3. novembra bilo da idem ja ili ti. Ti si se 
sloģila da idem ja, a ti bi iġla sljedeĺim letom. Desilo se 
da je to bio zadnji let kojim se moglo uĺi u Britaniju bez 
vize. Poslije toga dolasci su praktiļno prestali. Ti si preko 
rodbine koju si tamo imala uspjela dobiti vizu i doĺi 
poslije par mjeseci Ăfrkĺuĺiñ na mene. I dan danas mi to 
spominjeġ.ñ 
Došavši u London trebalo je početi sve iz početka. 
Smeštaj je bio obezbijeđen u „Bed and Breakfast“, malim 
privatnim pansionima na Golders Green-u, ulici i poznatoj 
jevrejskoj četvrti, kao i skromna novčana pomoć i jedan 

Darija Stojni}: Oj drugovi jelô vam `aoé.. Rastanak se primakao 

solidan obrok. Prvi izbjeglički mjeseci prošli su mu kao u 
nekom bunilu, između sna i jave dok se novi utisci nisu 
počeli slijegati. Polako se nametalo pitanje a šta dalje? 
Došao sa diplomom građevinskog inžinjera, velikim 
iskustvom u struci i nažalost nikavim znanjem Engleskog. 
Znao je da mora početi raditi, ali šta? Bez „jezika“ šanse 
su mu bile male. Ipak, uspio je dobiti posao. Pitam ga 
kako? 
ĂPrvo sam morao proĺi onu proceduru koju prolaze 
aplikanti za azil i to je popriliļno potrajalo. U svemu tome 
imao sam veliku pomoĺ World Jewish Relief i ostalih 
jevrejskih organizacija. Tokom ovog procesa dobio sam i 
dozvolu za rad. Nije mi bilo velike koristi od toga jer 
nisam znao Engleski. Zato sam prvo odluļio da krenem 
sa kursevima jezika. Naģalost jezici mi nikad nisu iġli od 

ruke. Uvijek sam bio tehniļki 
orjentisan i ļim mi se ukazala 
prilika prebacio sam se na 
kurs CAD-a (Computer Aided 
Design) gdje sam se mnogo 
bolje snalazio. Usput sam 
poļeo traģiti posao kao 
graĽevinski inģinjer, ali bez 
uspjeha. Ipak pomogla mi je 
jedna jevrejska organizacija 
koja radi na obuļavanju i 
pomaģe u procesu traģenja 
posla. Predloģili su mi da 
prvo potraģim posao kao 
CAD operator. Kontaktirali su 
nekoliko firmi i ova, u kojoj i 
danas radim, me je pozvala 
na razgovor. Nisam puno 
oļekivao i bio sam iznenaĽen 
kada su me primili. Poslije 
nekog vremena su me 
prebacili na mjesto inģinjera 
projektanta. I tako eto punih 
19.5 godina sam u istoj firmiñ. 
Organizovanje jevrejskih 
londonskih izbjeglica 
nametnulo se kao potreba. 
Zajednica „Prijatelji La 
Benevolencije“ iz Sarajeva u 

Londonu je formirana 1994 godine. Uz nesebičnu pomoć 
dobrotvornih organizacija obezbijeđene su klupske 
prostorije i omogućeno sastajanje što je rezultiralo 
intenzivnim druženjem i kvalitetnim aktivnostima koje još 
uvijek traju.  
Bilo je nekoliko predsjednika zajednice ali najduži mandat 
je svakako Borin.  
Evo šta kaže o svojim predsjedničkim danima:  
ĂPrvo moram reĺi koliko je bila velika uloga zajednice 
ĂPrijatelji La Benevolencijeñ na savlaĽivanju problema koji 
se javljaju kod jedne ovako velike promjene u ģivotu kao 
ġto je napuġtanje svoje zemlje i nastavak ģivota u jednom 
potpuno novom okruģenju. Veĺina ļlanova se nije 
meĽusobno poznavala ili se znala samo iz viĽenja, a 
zahvaljujuĺi druģenju u Klubu zbliģili su se i sprijateljili i to 
traje evo punu 21 godinu.  
Veĺ u prvim godinama izabran sam u upravni odbor 
Kluba. Predsjednici su se mijenjali svake godine. Poslije 
sedam godina doġao je red i na mene. Izgleda da sve ġto 



sijela i obiljeģavanju znaļajnih datuma. 
Poslije svih ovih godina na poziciji predsjednika ĂLa 
Benevolencijeñ poļeli su me zvati doģivotnim 
predsjednikom i Ăopominjaliñ da pazim da ne zavrġim kao 
Sadam ili Gadafi. To sigurno nije bio razlog da napustim 
ovu duģnost, ali ipak je dobro da zbriġem na vrijeme, prije 
nego mi se to stvarno dogodi.ñ  
Pored uspješnog predsjednikovanja i druženja u Klubu 
Boro je pasionirani ljubitelj sporta i sportaš. Igra tenis i 
skija, iako mu je ponekad „najdraži sport“ da iz udobne 
sofe, sa čašom vina u ruci prati sportske događaje. 
Mogućnost da se bavi sportom, kako sam kaže, je bio 
jedan od razloga koji je prevagnuo kada je donosio 
odluku o trajnom povratku u Sarajevo.  
ĂPoļeo sam se baviti sportom, rekreativno sa prijateljima, 
tek kada sam bio u srednjim godinama. Iako sam 
Ăzakasnioñ stekao sam veliki krug prijatelja sa kojima sam 
igrao tenis, vozio bicikl i skijao. Sjeĺam se da su se 
komġije znale nasmijati videĺi me za vikend kako idem 
do auta sa teniskom opremom u jednoj ruci i skijaġkom u 
drugoj. Prvo sat tenisa u 7 ujutro u Zetri, pa na skijanje 
poslije toga. I u Londonu sam nastavio sa tenisom kada 
god sam naġao nekog raspoloģenog za igru. Prvih 
godina, dok nisam imao dokumente za 
putovanje, ģelju za skijanjem sam 
upraģnjavao na vjeġtaļkim skijaliġtima 
u okolini Londona. Kada sam dobio 
dokumenta nisam propuġtao priliku da 
idem u Sarajevo za novogodiġnje 
praznike i skijam na olimpijskim 
planinama. Sezonska skijaġka karta za 
narednu sezonu veĺ me ļeka u 
Sarajevu. Samo da bude snjega. 
Jedino mi je ģao da moji sarajevski 
skijaġki prijatelji viġe nisu tu ili su 
prestali skijati. Ġta se moģe, vijeme je 
onda za stvaranje novih prijateljstava. 
Sreĺom skoro cijela familija mi je 
skijaġka pa sa njima najļeġĺe idem ġto 
mi pruģa veliko zadovoljstvo.ñ 
Nije lako ostaviti Lonodon i 
novostečene prijatelje. Druženja subotom do podne u 
kafeu „Costa“ u Golders Green ulici, postala su 
tradicionalno okupljanje sunarodnjaka. Nerijetko su 
mjesto živih diskusija, političkih rasprava, čak i promocija 
knjiga. 
Da li će ti nedostajati subotnja druženja u „Costa“ kafeu? 
„To ĺe mi sigurno nedostajati. ĂCostañ je mjesto gdje 
godinama dolazimo i druģimo se. Obiļno je to subotom 
oko podne bez ikakvog dogovora, pa ko doĽe, doĽe. I 
baġ zato ġto nije obaveza, mnogi dolaze. Poġto je 
Golders Green ulica i dio grada gdje nas ima najviġe, 
onda je i veliki promet kroz ĂCostañ kafe. Nekada znamo 
Ăokupiratiñ cijelu kafanu koliko nas bude.  
A kako je sve poļelo? Subotom ujutro sam redovno 
navraĺao na kafu kod prijatelja Jadranke i Mire 
Smijaniĺa. Kako je Smiljaniĺka imala nekih obaveze 
Ăizbacilañ bi supruga i mene napolje. Mi bi otiġli do 
ĂCosteñ gdje bi nam se i ona pridruģila po zavrġetku 
obaveza. Tako da Jadranku smatramo zaļetnikom ovog 
finog obiļaja. Ubrzo su prijatelji ļuli da mi tamo odlazimo 
i sami poļeli dolaziti. Druġtvo je raslo i godinama je bila 
jedna ista grupa za koju se znalo da redovno subotom 
sjede u ĂCostiñ. Kada se okupimo u velikom broju uvijek 
je ģivo i zanimljivo. A i prijatno je i sam doĺi popiti kafu i 

proļitati novine.ñ 
Pored druženja u Klubu i „Costi“ prijatelji okupljeni oko 
naše zajednice, sastaju se i drugim povodima. Godinama 
je već tradicionalno druženje takozvana „kestenijada“, a 
Boro će ostati zapamćen po dvije kile patlidžana koje je 
donio, onako neoguljene u kesi, jer je u pozivnici stajalo: 
„Donijeti nešto za baciti na roštilj“. Donio je patlidžane i 
predao domaćici koja ga je „blijedo“ pogledala i upitala 
šta će s njima. A Boro je samo slegnuo ramenima i 
odgovorio: „ A odkud ja znam?“ Od tada su patlidžani 
svake godine redovno na meniju sa ovom šalom koja se 
obavezno spomene. 
ĂTo jeste ġala koja se prepriļava a kod prepriļavanja se 
uvijek malo doda, izmisli i izvrne. Meni samom ne bi ni za 
sto godina palo na pamet da donesem patlidģane. Prije 
te Ăkesten partyñ sam razgovarao sa jednim naġim roġtilj 
majstorom ġta da donesem. ĂBiĺe mesa ko' lopatomñ, 
rekao mi je i predloģio patlidģane: ĂOdliļni su kad se 
pripreme i bace na roġtiljñ. I tako bi. Da se popravim 
uvijek pored patliģana donosim i bocu viskija. Ni jedno ni 
drugo nikad nisu ostali.ñ  
Ipak, Boro je donio odluku da napusti London poslije 23 
godine života u njemu. Na pitanje kako se osjeća poslije 

te odluke evo šta kaže:  
ĂUvijek sam imao na umu 
povratak u Sarajevo, a 
odgaĽao sam ga iz raznih 
razloga. Prvo sam ļekao da 
rijeġim status i dobijem 
drģavljanstvo i britanski pasoġ. 
To je potrajalo 12 godina. Utom 
se pribliģile penzijske godine pa 
sam odluļio i to da saļekam. 
Taman sam trebao u penziju 
kad se promijenio zakon i 
dozvolio nastavak rada poslije 
navrġenih 65 godina ģivota. 
Nisam traģio da ostanem, ali 
ġef me je pozvao i predloģio da 
nastavim raditi. ĂĠta ti fali da 
radiġ, u dobroj si kondiciji, 
sjediġ za kompjuterom, ne 

kopaġñ, kaģe on. I ja prihvatim. Poslije ļetiri godine 
dodatnog rada nekako mi je upravo doġlo pravo vrijeme 
da idem. Odredio sam datum i kupio kartu za povratak u 
Sarajevo za kraj novembra. Kako se osjeĺam? Nema 
nekih velikih uzbuĽenja, jer sam psihiļki veĺ dugo 
spreman na to i obezbijedio sam sve uslove za komforan 
ģivot u Sarajevu. Trenutno sam okupiran papirologijom i 
mnogim obavezama koje moram obaviti prije odlaska jer 
Ăzatvaramñ svoj ģivot u Londonu, a to nije jednostavno 
poslije 23 godine boravka.ñ 
Kao i svi mi otrgnuti iz rodnog kraja i ponovo „presađeni“ 
negdje u bijelom svijetu, normalno je da i dalje osjećamo 
svoje korijene bez obzira kako to pokazujemo ili krijemo. 
Korijene u novoj domovini nemamo, ali zato smo 
dobili„krila“ i dosta mogućnosti da se „poleti“, ako ne mi 
onda naša djeca. Kada se let završi, razumljivo je da 
korijeni vuku. Lijep je osjećaj vratiti se njima i svojoj kući 
dok još ima snage da se uživa u životu, koji rodni kraj i te 
kako može pružiti. Naravno, ne za svakoga. 
S toga, od srca želimo Bori da mu povratak donese ono 
ispunjenje za koje su uskraćeni mnogi koji žive ovdje i 
koji ne mogu ili ne žele da se vrate, a koje se zove 
nostalgija.  



 

this process, I got a permission to work. This wasnôt of 
much use to me as I could not speak English. I decided 
to take English language courses. Unfortunately, lan-
guages were never my strong point. I was always techni-
cally minded and as soon as I had a chance, I enrolled 
on a CAD course (Computer Aided Design), where I was 
doing much better. At the same time, I started looking for 
a civil engineerôs job, but without success. However, I 
was helped by a Jewish employment resource centre 
(then part of Jewish Care). They suggested that I should 
first seek a job of a CAD operator and contacted a few 
firms for me. This one, which I am still working for, invited 
me for an interview. I did not expect much, and was sur-
prised when they employed me. After a while, I was 
transferred to the post of project engineer. And Iôve 

stayed in the same company for 
more than 19 years.ò 
Organising us, Jewish refugees 
in London was a need that had to 
be met. Our London Community 
“Friends of La Benevolencija” 
from Sarajevo in was formed in 
1994. Premises for our club were 
provided with the generous help 
of Jewish charities, which en-
abled us to meet regularly, result-
ing in high-quality activities which 
are still going strong.  
There were a few presidents of 
our community, but Boro’s man-
date was the longest. This is 
what he says about his presiden-
tial days: 
ñFirst of all, I have to say how 
important the role of the commu-
nity ñFriends of La Benevolencijaò 

was in dealing with problems arising from such a big life 
change as leaving your home country and continuing 
your life in an entirely new environment. Majority of the 
members did not know each other, or were only acquaint-
ances, but thanks to the Club they became friends and 
this has been going on for 21 years. 
Even during the early years I was elected onto the Board 
and a new president was elected every year. After seven 
years, it was my turn. It looks like everything that I do, I 
do long-term. In Sarajevoôs óTraserô I worked for 20 years. 
In Londonôs óWatermanô I worked for 19.5 years and I 
was a president of ñLa Benevolencijaò for 14 years. 
During my terms as president, there were no major is-
sues, primarily because the lionôs share of the work was 
done by Branko (Danon) and Dragan (Ungar) who both 
worked in Shalvata, which lent its premises to our Club. 
Branko was in direct contact with organisations and peo-
ple who supported and financed us. When Branko re-
tired, Dragan and I had to take on more duties, depend-
ing on free time and work commitments. Luckily, every-
thing functions well, and the community is still active. 
Members are gathering in considerable numbers, be-
cause people want to meet, engage and help. Just to 
mention that our get-togethers and different activities 
would not be successful without the ladiesô section which 
actively organises our parties and marks important dates.  

Our friend Boris Montiljo, long-term president of the so-
ciety ‘Friends of La Benevolencija’ in London, is returning 
to his hometown of Sarajevo. After 23 years, he is closing 
the London chapter and opening a new one in Sarajevo, 
which in all truth, he had never really closed. He got re-
tired from a long and successful career in civil engineer-
ing and decided it would be better and more meaningful 
to spend his retirement days in Sarajevo than in London. 
Boro’s refugee story began when he left Sarajevo in one 
of the last convoys to leave he city in autumn of 1992. He 
escaped the war which was raging in our homeland via 
Pirovac and Makarska, to finally arrive in London. To-
gether with a group of 120 people, Jewish refugees and 
their families from Sarajevo and Mostar, he got settled in 
North West London with the help of two big charities – 
World Jewish Relief and Jewish Care.  
This is what Boro said when I asked him 
how he felt having to start everything 
from the beginning: 
ñI made a decision to leave Sarajevo by 
chance. I went to the (Jewish) Commu-
nity to get some papers for my sister 
who had left Sarajevo in September 
1992. There I was asked if I wanted to 
get out as well, as they were then pre-
paring another convoy for October. I 
couldnôt make up my mind straight away 
as I had not contemplated leaving. I 
spoke to my friends and colleagues at 
work and everyone told me I would be a 
fool not to get away while I could, and 
that they would have gotten out if they 
had a chance! So I left on 15

th
 October 

in the same convoy as you (Darija Sto-
jnic) and your son. After a week in Pi-
rovac, we were transferred to Makarska. 
People went to different destinations from there. Just like 
you, I decided to go to London. There were flights from 
Zagreb to London twice a week, with 5 members (of the 
community) leaving on each plane. So for the 3

rd
 Novem-

ber flight, we had to decide if you or I were going to be on 
it. You agreed for me to go, and youôd catch the next 
available flight. It just so happened that mine was the last 
flight to reach Britain when you could enter without a 
visa! After that, arrivals almost stopped. You managed to 
come to Britain a few months later on a visa you got with 
the help of your family, snorting at me. Youôve been men-
tioning this to me ever since.ò 
Having arrived to London, Boro had to start afresh. Ac-
commodation was provided in a couple of small B&B’s in 
Golders Green, a well-known Jewish quarter, together 
with modest financial help and one good meal. The first 
months in exile went by in a sort of trance, until the im-
pressions began to settle. He slowly started thinking – 
what next? Boro came here with a civil engineering de-
gree, great experience in his field, but unfortunately no 
knowledge of English. He knew he had to start working, 
but doing what? Without the knowledge of English, his 
chances were slim. However, he managed to land a job. I 
asked him how. 
ñFirst of all I had to undergo the asylum seeking proce-
dure, which took quite a long time. I got a lot of help with 
this from WJR and other Jewish organisations. During 

Darija Stojniĺ: ITôS TIME TO SAY GOOD-BUY...  



After all these years as president of ñLa Benevolencijaò 
some started calling me a ólifelong presidentô and 
ówarnedô me to be careful not to end up like Saddam or 
Gaddafi. This was definitely not the reason for me to 
leave the office, but it may be better if I take leave before 
that happens to me.ò 
Besides holding a successful presidential office and en-
joying company of friends at the Club, Boro is a passion-
ate sportsman. He skis and plays tennis, although some-
times his ‘favourite sport’ is watching sports on TV from a 
comfy armchair, while sipping a glass of wine. The oppor-
tunity to play sports, he says, was one of the reasons 
which contributed to his decision to move permanently to 
Sarajevo. 
ñI took up sports recreationally, in my mid-forties. Al-
though I started late, I got a large circle of friends with 
whom I played tennis, rode a bicycle and skied. I remem-
ber the neighbours sometimes laughed when they saw 
me going to the car with my tennis gear in one hand and 
my ski equipment in another. First, at 7 am there was an 
hour of tennis at óZetraô and then skiing 
after that. In London I continued to 
play tennis whenever I found someone 
who wanted to play. At the beginning, 
when I did not have travel documents, 
I went skiing on the artificial ski slopes 
around London. When I got the pass-
port, I never missed the opportunity to 
go to Sarajevo for winter holidays to 
ski on the Winter Olympics Mountains. 
My skiing season ticket is alredy wait-
ing for me in Sarajevo. I wish for plenty 
of snow this winter! My only regret is 
that my skiing friends from Sarajevo 
are no longer there or have stopped 
skiing. What can one do, but make 
new friends! Luckily, my whole family 
goes skiing so most of the time I go 
with them, which gives me great pleas-
ure.ò 
It is not easy to leave London and new friends. The com-
patriots’ get-together on a Saturday morning at ‘Costa 
Coffee’ on Golders Green Road, has become a sort of 
tradition. Very often this becomes a venue for lively dis-
cussions, political discourse or even a book promotion.  
Will you miss Saturday mornings at ‘Costa Coffee’? 
ñI will miss that for sure. óCostaô is a place where we have 
been meeting for years. It is usually on a Saturday mid-
morning, without invitation, and whoever turns up is wel-
come. And just because it is not an obligation, many do 
turn up. As Golders Green is the area where most of us 
live, there can be a big turnout at óCosta Coffeeô. Some-
times we fill the whole caf®, as thereôs so many of us.  
And how did it all begin? On Saturday mornings I would 
always come to my friends Jadranka and Miro Smiljanic 
for a cup of coffee. When Jadranka had something to do, 
she would óthrow outô her husband and me. We would go 
to óCostaô where she would join us afterwards. Thus we 
consider Jadranka the author of this nice custom. Very 
soon, our friends found out that we were meeting there, 
and started coming along. The company grew, and for 
years there was the same group which was known to 
meet regularly at óCostaô on Saturdays. When we gather 
in large numbers, itôs always very lively and interesting. 
But it is equally pleasant to be there on your own and 

read the papers.ò 
On top of spending time together in the Club or in ‘Costa’, 
some members of our community meet on other occa-
sions. For years, we have been meeting for the ’chestnut 
party’, where Boro will be remembered for bringing two 
kilos of aubergine, unpeeled and whole in a plastic bag, 
because the invitation said: “Bring something to throw on 
the barbecue.” He brought the aubergines and gave them 
to the hostess, who looked at him blankly and asked him 
what she should do with them. Boro just shrugged and 
said: “How should I know?” Since then, aubergines are 
on the menu every year, together with this joke.  
ñThis is a joke which is being re-told and each time some-
thing is added, changed or twisted. As for me, I would 
never have thought of bringing aubergines. Before that 
chestnut party I had a word with a barbecue ómasterô 
about what to bring. óThere will be shovelfuls of meatô he 
said, and suggested the aubergines: óThey are delicious 
when prepared and barbecuedô. And thatôs how they 
turned out. To make up for it, I always bring a bottle of 

whisky. Neither had ever been left 
over.ò 
However, Boro made a decision to 
leave London, having lived here for 
23 years. This is what he said when 
I asked him how he felt having made 
the decision.  
ñI always thought about returning to 
Sarajevo, but delayed this for differ-
ent reasons. First, I was waiting to 
get the status, then nationality and 
British passport. This took 12 years. 
Then the retirement age drew near, 
so I decided to wait for that. I was 
just going to retire when the law 
changed and allowed men to work 
after the age of 65. I did not ask my 
manager to stay, but he asked me to 
keep on working. óWhy wouldnôt you 
continue workingô he said. óYou are 

fit and healthy. You are sitting at the computer, not dig-
ging the groundô, he said. So I agreed to stay on. Four 
years later, I somehow felt it was the right time to go. I 
chose the date and bought a plane ticket to Sarajevo for 
end of November. How do I feel? I am not terribly ex-
cited, as in my mind I have been ready for this for a long 
time, and I have ensured everything for a comfortable life 
in Sarajevo. I am currently preoccupied with finishing pa-
perwork and many other commitments before leaving, as 
I am óclosingô my life chapter in London, which is not easy 
after 23 years spent here.ò 
Just like all of us, torn out from the old country and 
planted around the world, it is normal to be aware of our 
roots, regardless of whether we choose to show or hide 
this. We did not have roots in our new homeland, but we 
got wings and a chance to fly – if not us, then our chil-
dren. When the flight is over, it is understandable that our 
roots are pulling us back. It is a pleasant feeling to return 
to them and to your home, while there is still some 
strength left to enjoy life, which the old country can offer. 
Not to everyone, of course. 
Therefore, with all our hearts we wish Boro the fulfilment 
in returning to the old country, which is denied to the nos-
talgic ones who live here, but do not wish, or cannot re-



MAJSTOR MILENKO 
Petnaestog oktobra 2015 godine u centru za zbrinjavanje 
bivših logoraša u nacističkim koncentracionim logorima, i 
izbjeglica u Londonu, održana je prigodna svečanost, 
kojom prilikom je ispraćen u mirovinu Milenko Albahari. 
Mnogi su odlazili u penziju, tiho, neopaženo: direktori, 
šefovi, menadžeri, službenici. Milenko je medjutim otišao 
sa scene opaženo, uz prigodnu svećanost. Za mojih 
petnaest godina službovanja u Centru, ne znam da je 
ikome bio organizovan takav ispraćaj ne 
samo u ovom centru, nego i cijeloj 
organizaciji. Bili su prisutni i bivša i sadašnja 
direktorica, bivši logoraši, radne kolege, 
volonteri, predstavnici iz organizacije, 
prijatelji... 
 A i s razlogom. Godinama je Milenko 
spravljao objede bivšim logorašima, onima 
koje su progonile strahote koncentracionih 
logora. A jedna od strahota je zvana glad. 
Zato su oni svaki obrok dobiven iz Milenkove kuhinje, 
osjećali kao ponovno, minijaturno oslobodjenje od pakla 
kroz koji su prolazili. A osjećaj sreće kada se izadje iz 
takvog pakla je veći od svakog drugog osjećaja sreće. 
Zato su svi oni voljeli Milenka, jer su iz njegove kuhinje 
izlazle ne samo porcije, nego i Milenkov blagi prijateljski 
osmjeh, koji je bio i terapeutski melem za one koji su 
preživjeli strahote koncentracionih nacističkih logora. 
Zato je svako od njih sa malom tugom i sjetom želio da 
mu pruži svoju već drhtavu ruku, i drhtavim glasom 
zahvali i poželi duge i ugodne penzionerske dane. 
Smjenjivali su se prigodni govori, same riječi pohvale i 
zahvalnosti. 

A hrana koju je Milenko 
spravljao je posebna priča. 
Za ono što je Milenko 
ostvario, zvanje kuhar nije 
dovoljno. Bio je The Chef. Da 
se kojim slučajem zatekao na 
ovim prostorima ranije, ili da 

je odrastao na ovim prostorima, a ne došao kao 
izbjeglica u već, za takvu neku priliku, poznim godinama, 
sigurno bi zapao za oko kakvom TV producentu, i našao 
se na malom ekranu, rame uz rame sa “Top celebrity 
Chefs“, kao što su Jamie Oliver, Gordon Ramsay... Pod 
njegovom dirigentskom varjačom spravljale su se 
kulinarske majstorije dostojne majstorijama svih tih 
šefova, pogotovo što je hrana koju je Milenko spravljao 
bila po svim standardima zdrave ishrane. 
I pisac ovih redova osjeća se uskraćen ne samo 
Milenkovih ukusnih specjaliteta, nego i za zadovoljsto 
prve jutarnje kafice sa njim, prije nego što se obojica 
razletimo svako na svoj radni zadatak, uskraćen da 
poslije dugo godina drugovanje pod istim radnim krovom, 
sada poslije njegovog odlaska, nemam više nikoga u 
mome radnom okruženju, sa kojim bi mogao da popričam 
na svojem maternjem jeziku o temema koje djeluju kao 
melem na svakodnevno hladno poslovno komuniciranje 
sa “domaćima“.  

I na kraju i meni preostaje još 
jedino da Milenku poželim da 
što duže u zdravlju i miru 
provede zaslužne 
ponzionerske godine, zajedno 
sa njegovom životnom 
drugom Sekom.  
Dragan Ungar 

MILENKO THE CHEF 
On 15th October a farewell party was organized for 
Milenko Albahary in the HSC. Milenko was retiring after a 
dedicated service of many years. 
Many retired quietly, almost unnoticed; directors, manag-
ers, other employees...Milenko's leaving in contrast, was 
noticeable, marked with a celebration. During my 15 
years of service in the HSC I do not recall such a festive 
event in the presence of the former and new Director, 

many members of trhe Centre, em-
ployees, volunteers, representatives 
of Jewish Care, friends. 
With good reason. For many a year 
Milenko had prepared meals for for-
mer detainees, for those who suf-
fered the horrors of the Concentra-
tion Camps. One terrible horror was 
famine and therefore every meal 
emerging from Milenko's kitchen felt 

like a new miniature liberation from the terrifying hell they 
had to endure. The feeling of happiness when one knows 
that the hell is over is stronger than any other feeling. 
This is why they all liked Milenko. Not only did he offer 
excellent meals but he also accompanied them with a 
warm smile, a balm on their horrific wounds from the Nazi 
Camps. That is why each one of them with a bit of sad-
ness offered him an already shaky hand, wishing him in a 
trembling voice a pleasant and well deserved retirement. 
Speeches of gratitude and praise followed one another. 
The food that Milenko prepared is a separate story. To 
call him a cook merely is not enough. For his creations 
he should have been called a Chef. Were the circum-

stances differ-
ent, if he grew 
up in this coun-
try, if he were 
not a refugee 
who came over 
in his ripe age, 
he would have 
surely drawn 
the attention of 
a certain TV 
producer and 

would find himself side-by-side with other top celebrity 
chefs, like Jamie Oliver, Gordon Ramsay and others. Un-
der the spell of his ladle out came wondrous meals 
matching those of the mighty chefs, not to mention the 
high standards of healthy food. 
As for myself, I now feel deprived not only of his delicious 
meals but the pleasure of our early mornings' chatty cof-
fees we had together before we would dash to our daily 
duties. After so many years of sincere friendship I feel 
deprived of the gift that I may talk wholeheartedly to 
someone in my mother tongue on subjects which are far 
remote from the day-to-day business. 
Finally it is now my 
turn to wish Milenko 
to enjoy long and 
healthy retirement 
years in the com-
pany of his lovely 
wife Seka. 
Dragan Ungar 



Ģelimir Kuļinoviĺ -  Ļaja 
Naš Čaja, legenda sarajevske Jevrejske opštine, napus-
tio nas je poslije duge i teške bitke sa opakom bolešću, 
koju je nažalst izgubio. Zauvijek je zaspao u svome 
domu, okružen najmilijim: suprugom Snežanom i sino-
vima Goranom i Ivanom. 

Posljednji put je dožao u nas Klub 
prije nekoliko mjeseci. Uvijek isti, dot-
jeran, veseo, pun lijepih riječi. Na pi-
tanje, kako si, odgovorio je: 'Nikad 
bolje'. Takvog želimo da ga zapam-
timo. 

Uvijek je imao šta reći, to je radio na 
privlačan način i ljudi su voljeli da ga 
služaju. Bio je zaljubljenik lijepe riječi i 
jos ljepše je pisao, a knjige su mu bile 
sve. Svaki unutrašnji nemir knjiga mu 
je smirivala, a svaka pročitana 
stranica davala mu neku novu misao, 
a ponekad i životni smisao. U posl-
jednjih nekoliko mjeseci, gotovo da 
nas je sve uvjerio da je izašao kao 
pobjednik, da je teški tretman odradio 
svoje i da je uspio. Čak se vratio tenisu, svojoj drugoj 
sportskoj ljubavi poslije fudbala kojeg je volio svim srcem 
i koji je, u jednom periodu, profesionalno igrao. 

U izbjeglištvu i novoj domovini okupljeni oko naše Zajed-
nice počeli smo da se bolje upoznajemo svi mi koji smo 
se godinama znali samo iz vidjenja. U momaškom stanu, 
sa Borom, ćesto se skupljalo društvo, ali sa Čajom uvijek 
na balkonu, jer mu je samo tamo bilo dozvoljeno da puši, 
a volio je cigaretu, život, sport i umjetnost, a iznad svega 
svoju porodicu. 

Čekao je nekoliko godina da mu porodica dodje. Malo je 
pričao o tome, ali kad god bi je spomenuo, samo po tiku 
na vilici se moglo vidjeti koliko mu je razdvojenost teško 
padala. 

Konačno je došla supruga sa sinovima i život im je ušao 
u kolotečinu. Nije bilo lako, ali, bili su zajedno i tako sav-
ladavali životne prepreke, kojih nije bilo malo. 

Kada su pomislili da im je životni brod prošao oluje i da je 
zaplovio mirnim morem, crni oblaci bolesti poceli su da 
se navlače sa horizonta. Stoički je prihvatio dijagnozu i 
odlučio da se ne preda. Učinilo se da je uspio. Na žalost, 
samo neko vrijeme. Uz svu hrabrost, optimizam, najbolju 
medicinsku njegu i beskrajnu odanost porodice, opaka 
bolest je odnijela pobjedu. 

Borio se junacki do zadnjeg dana. 

Otišao je, ali će ostati da živi u us-
pomenama i sjećanjima kao neraskidivi 
dio naše male zajednice. Njegove priče 
će živjeti u 'SaLon'-u i mimo našeg vre-
mena, a njegova porodica i prijatelji će 
u svom srcu, na svoj način, zauvijek 
čuvati uspomenu na njega. 

Želimo mu da je sada u nekom boljem 
svijetu, daleko od ovozemaljskih muka. 

Laka mu zemlja bila i slava mu! 

Redakcija SaLon-a 

Ģelimir Kuļinoviĺ -  Ļaja 
Our Čaja, legend of the Jewish Community in Sarajevo, 
left us forever after he had lost his battle with the evil dis-
ease. He passed away at his home, surrounded by his 
dearest - wife Snežana and sons Goran and Ivan. 
A few months ago he came to the Club for the last time. 

He was always the same - well dressed, 
cheerful, nicely spoken. When asked how he 
was he replied 'Never better'. This is how we 
would like to remember him. 
He always had things to say and would always 
find attractive ways to say them, people loved 
to listen to him. Books meant everything to 
him, he was in love with literature and writing 
came natural to him. A good book would dis-
perse his anxieties, every new page would 
offer a new thought, sometimes even a new 
life meaning. 
In the last few months, he almost convinced us 
that he came on top as a winner, that the 
tough treatment worked and that he suc-
ceeded. He even went back to playing tennis. 
Tennis came second to football which he loved 
with all his heart and which he played profes-

sionally for a while. 
In the refuge of our new homeland, gathered around our 
Community we came to know each-other better. Before 
that we were mere acquaintances. For a while he shared 
a flat with Boro, our President. We used to get together 
there but Čaja would always sit on the balcony, because 
that was the only place he was allowed to smoke. He 
loved his cigarette, life, sport but above all his family. 
He had to wait a few years before his family joined him. 
There was little talk about that at the time, but just by a 
tick on his face one could have guessed how tough the 
separation was to him. 
His wife and boys arrived eventually and life took to a 
daily routine. It was not an easy life but they were to-
gether now and thus it was easier to overcome many ob-
stacles on the way. 
Just when they came to believe that their ship had gone 
through the worst storms and that they were now in calm 
waters, black clouds of the disease started gathering on 
the horizon. He accepted the diagnosis stoically and de-
cided firmly not to give up. For a while it looked as if he 
succeeded. Just for a while. In spite of all the courage, 
optimism, the best medical care and endless dedication 
of the family, the evil illness has won. 

He fought heroically till the 
last day. 
He left us, but will remain in 
our memories as an insepa-
rable part of our small Com-
munity. His stories will live 
on in the SaLon and his 
family and friends in their 
own ways will keep his 
memory alive. 
We wish and hope that now 
he is in a better place far 
away from suffering. 
Rest in peace dear Čaja 



 napad Nijemaca, prebacili se na kopno i priključili Parti-
zanima u zbjegove. Boravak u Lici i Kordunu u pozadini 
partizanskih boračkih odreda bili su za Cezu novo 
dramatično iskustvo, uvijek u strahu od upada Ustaša i 
Ćerkeza. Glad i smrzavanje, čak i malarija su bili 
neizbježni pratioci. Ni sva ova iskušenja nisu spri-
ječila  Cezu da zadovolji čeznju za ušenjem pa je u Glini 
pohađao partizansku gimnaziju. 
Godina 1945 donijela je kraj rata i oslobođenje Mostara, 
što je omogučilo povratak kući, domu. Po Kratkom pos-
tupku završava četiri razreda gimnazije a potom u Za-
grebu srednju Mašinsku skolu. Završi Cezo i vojnu 
obavezu ćinom kapetana. Nakratko po izlasku iz vojske 
počinje njegova karijera pedagoga. Kao nastavnik, direk-
tor i pomočnik direktora za nastavu odgojio je mnoge 
generacije učenika. Osim prenošenja velikog stručnog 
znanja i iskustva predano im je prenosio poruke ljubavi 
za bližnje, mira i tolerancije. Možda je za Cezu ovo po-
tonje bilo važnije od stručnog znanja. 
Oženio je Mudževeru 1962 a 1964 rodila se kćerka Aida. 

I onda, u zrelim godinama, 
neki od tih ljudi koje je kao 
humanista volio, natjeraše 
ga da napusti rodnu 
grudu. Doživio je Cezo 
pod upadom granata i 
srčani udar. Potišten i 
ozlojeđen došao je ovamo 
sa svojom drugom, sto-
pama i na poziv svoje 
kćeri koja je nešto ranije 
stigla sa mužem i bebom 
Makom. Cezo i Mudžev-
era su se posvetili Maku a 
kada se 1995 rodila i 
Hana sreći i zadovoljstvu 
ne bi kraja. 1999 Mudžev-
era je umrla a Cezo 
izgubio ljubav svog života. 
Vremenom je zavolio 
Englesku i stekao mnoge 
prijatelje. Morao je biti sa 
svojima jer je od njih crpio 
neumornu životnu snagu, 
ali nostalgiji, kao ni mi svi 
nije mogao pobjeći. No 
čim su to prilike dozvolile, 
skuckane pare neminovno 
je trošio na posjete vol-
jenom i nikad prežaljenom 
rodnom Mostaru. 2005 uz 
Dan sjećanja na žrtve 

Holokausta dobio je poziv na svećanost kada je imao 
čast da upozna NJ.V. Kraljicu Elizabetu II i Vojvodu od 
Edinburga. 
Nije dobro reći da je to doba pred kraj života, jer je u ovoj 
zemlji koja mu je pružila utočište i primila pod svoje, 
proveo vise od dvadeset godina. 
Druželjubiv, bučan, lijepo je pjevao, zainteresovan i pro-
motor sefardske tradicije koju je ponio sa sobom iz rodne 
kuće, bio je obljubljen. 
Poslije toliko proživljenoga, sahranićemo ga u novoj do-
movini a u nama ostaje praznina. Pa neka mu je laka ova 
Hendonska zemlja. Slava mu. 
Branko Danon 

Cezar Danon- Cezo 
Ode nam Cezo, ode za svojom ljubljenom Mudževerom. 
Ode ali ostade sa nama u mislima i srcu. Ode u njemu 
još uvijek stranoj zemlji, u nadmenom imperijalnom Lon-
donu koji, uz svu svoju nadmenost nije mogao da zami-
jeni voljeni rodni Mostar. 
Teško je naći ličnost sa tako ispunjenim životom, punim 
drame, bliske smrti i patnje a da joj ljubav prema čovjeku 
ostane netaknuta. Jer u Cezinom životu je bilo i ljepote i 
sreće i ljubavi, a u njegovoj prirodi je taj dio života prev-
ladao, osvojio, zadržao se i definisao Cezu kao čovjeka. 
To su svakako najbolje osjetili njegovi najbliži, zena 
Mudževera, kćerka Aida, zet Almas i unuci Mak i Hana, 
ali i mi ostali koji smo se kretali u njegovoj blizini. Bio je 
vedar, raspoložen i govorljiv. No u njemu je stalno tinjala 
još jedna vatra čijem se oplođenju strasno predao. Neo-
bično mu je bilo stalo do toga da ostavi pisani trag o svo-
jim životnim iskustvima. Zato je od kćerke i zeta, možda i 
unuka, naučio kako da vlada savremenim tehnikama 
pisanja i predao se svojoj strasti. Svo svoje slobodno vri-
jeme, ono vrijeme izvan sna, koje 
nije provodio sa voljenom porodi-
com provodio je pišući. A ob-
javljivao je u Sarajevskom Jevre-
jskom Glasu, Mostarskom Mostu, 
u našem SaLonu i drugdje. Uspio 
je napisati i knjigu sjećanja na 
dramatižni period njegovog živ-
ota koju je nazvao Preživjeli smo 
Drugi svjetski rat. Uz skromna 
raspoloživa sredstva i tiraž je bio 
mali tako da su primjerci ubrzo 
razgrabljeni. Sjećam se da je 
mogučnost reprinta bila glavna 
tema razgovora kada smo ga 
moja sestra, Mia i ja posjetili u 
njegovom stanćiću u Selig Court-
u. Usput tu da napomenem da je 
stan u svakom pogledu bio po-
dređen ovoj neutoljivoj strasti, na 
sve strane razbacani papiri, ku-
cane strane, bilješke, opaske. Ne 
upitah i nikad neću znati da li je 
rekao sve što je htio. Mislim da 
nije, nije stigao...Opisao je sud-
binu svakog pojedinačnog člana 
svoje mnogobrojne porodice, da 
se za njih zna, da se ne zabo-
rave. No ne samo njih. Sjetio se 
on i komšija, školskih drugova iz 
Srednje tehničke škole u Za-
grebu, slućajnih poznanika i prijatelja. Imao je skoro 
kompjutersko pamćenje, svaki pojedinac je ostao zabil-
ježen imenom i prezimenom. Naveo je tačna mjesta 
događanja, imena sokaka i ulica, zgrada i kvartova. 
Rođen je 1929 g, u Mostaru u Kraljevini Jugoslaviji. Oku-
pacija mu je naglo prekinula uspješno školovanje pa je 
silom prilika prešao na automehaničarski zanat. Italijan-
ska okupacija je prikupila Jevreje i prebacila ih u privre-
mene logore, kao onaj na otoku Lopud. Otud je Cezo sa 
porodicom i mnogima, u proljeće 1943 g. prebačen u 
koncentracioni logor na Rabu. Neopisive patnje, glad i 
poniženja prekratila je kapitulacija Italije u septembru 
1943 g. Logoraši su razoružali italijansku strazu, odbili 



Cezar Danon - Cezo 
Cezar left us to join his beloved Mudzevera. He left, yes, 
but stayed with us in thought and in our hearts. 
He left us in a country still a little strange, in Imperial Lon-
don which in spite of its greatness could not replace the 
beloved birth place - Mostar. It is hard to find a person 
who in his life experienced such drama, closeness of 
death and suffering whereby his love of fellow humans 
remained intact. That because, as a human being Cezar 
was defined by his experience of love, happiness and 
beauty which were abundant. Those closest to him, wife 
Mudževera, daughter Aida, grandchildren Mak and Hana 
and son-in-law Almas benefited from this side of his per-
sonality, but we others in his vicinity also. He was bright, 
good-tempered and talkative. But there was an internal 
fire in Cezar which he needed to let out. He was very 
keen to leave a written trace of his life experiences. 
Therefore, from his daughter and son-in-
law, perhaps from grandchildren, he 
learned how to master modern writing 
techniques and then let his passion out. All 
his free time, that time when he was not 
asleep or with his family he spent writing. 
And publishing. He published articles in 
Glas, the bulletin of the Sarajevo Jewish 
Community, in Most from Mostar, in our 
SaLon and elsewhere, but he also pub-
lished a book of remembrance of his own 
experiences of the dramatic World War II 
period which he titled We Survived WWII. 
Because of the means being very modest 
the edition was small and the copies van-
ished rapidly. I recall that the main discus-
sion point of the visit paid but my sister, 
Mia and myself to his modest flat in Selig 
Court was the possibility for reprint of the 
book, such was the demand. His flat was 
totally subjected to his passion, papers all 
over the place, printed pages, notes, re-
marks...I failed to ask and therefore will 
never know whether he said all he in-
tended to. I fear not, he did not have 
enough time. He has described the fate of each member 
of his extended family so that they will be remembered. 
But not only members of the family. He remembered his 
neighbours, school mates, friends, acquaintances. He 
possessed an almost computer memory, each individual 
was noted by name and surname, precise names of 
streets, alleys buildings and quarters. 
Cezar was born in the Kingdom of Yugoslavia, in Mostar 
in 1929. WWII occupation by the Nazis interrupted his 
successful education so he had to resort to learning the 
auto mechanic trade. Mostar was allocated to the Italian 
occupation forces. Soon after Cezar's Bar Mitzvah they 
have rounded the Jews and cramped them in temporary 
camps like the one on the island Lopud. Then in the 
spring of 1943 they were all transported to the Concen-
tration Camp on the Island of Rab. The September 1943 
capitulation of Italy brought an end to the indescribable 
suffering, hunger and humiliations. The inmates disarmed 
the Italian guards, repressed the attempted incursion ef-
fort of the Germans and landed on the mainland to join 
the Partisans. They were kept at the background of the 
fighting Partisans but always almost at the mercy of pos-

sible intrusions by the Ustashe and Cherkez forces. Hun-
ger, freezing and malaria were inevitable companions. 
Even so, nothing could stop Cezo from improving his 
education so he attended a Partisan school in Glina. 
1945 brought the end to WWII catastrophe, Mostar was 
liberated and Cezar was finally able to return back home. 
In a short time he completed secondary school and 
graduated at Mechanical School in Zagreb. He was then 
drafted to compulsory military service and ended in the 
rank of First Class Captain. Soon afterwards his long, 
successful career in education started. Teaching, and as 
director and assistant director for education, he brought 
up many a generation of pupils. Apart from handing them 
specialist knowledge and experience he thought them of 
love for the human beings, of peace and tolerance. For 
Cezar this was even more an important message then 
technical knowledge. 
Cezar married Mudževera in 1962 and Aida was born in 

1964. 
And then, at the top of his life, 
some of these people he loved 
as human beings forced him to 
leave his fatherland. Under the 
thumping of grenades Cezar 
even suffered a heart attack. 
Depressed and embittered he 
came to the UK with his dear 
wife, following the steps and 
urged by his daughter who 
came over with Almas and Mak 
somewhat earlier. Cezo and 
Mudževera dedicated their 
lives to the family, Mak in par-
ticular. When Hana turned up 
in 1995 there was no end to 
their happiness and satisfac-
tion. In 1999 Mudževera passe 
away and Cezar lost the love of 
his life. With time he became 
fond of UK and acquired many 
friends. Cezar desperately 
needed to be close to his family 

as they were the source of his existence, but like the rest 
of us he could not escape the feeling of nostalgia. There-
fore as soon as circumstances were favourable, he used 
the money he put together with extreme effort to allow 
himself visits to the beloved and never forgotten birth 
place, to Mostar. 
In 2005 he was invited to attend to the commemorations 
of the Holocaust Memorial Day and was given the excep-
tional opportunity and honour to meet in person H.M The 
Queen and The Duke of Edinburgh. 
It is not prudent to say that this is a period of end of life 
because he spent more than 20 years in this country 
which offered asylum and a new home. 20 productive 
years. 
He was friendly, loud, he sang beautifully, he was inter-
ested in and a promotor of the Sephardic tradition in-
stalled in him from birth. He was loved. 
After so much drama, after so much love and devotion, 
after such an eventful life he will be buried in his new 
homeland, and I know that he leaves a huge void in our 
hearts. Rest in peace Cezar  
Branko Danon 



Koġevski Potok 
Postoje zgrade, kafane, ustanove i slični objekti koji 

budu i nestanu u gradovima, a u Sarajevu je nestao 

cijeli potok. Propao je u zemlju i danas teče ispod 

Sarajeva. U stvari postoji samo njegovo ušće u Mil-

jacku na Skenderiji. Gornji dio potoka, danas kao i 

nekad zove se Nahorevski Potok. 

A kako je bilo nekada? Koševski Potok počinjao je 

na izlazu iz Pionirske Doline a završavao i ponirao u 

tunel na mjestu gdje je nekada bila ciglana a danas 

Naselje Ciglane. Za nas djecu iz Koševa taj potok je 

bio rijeka pa na neki način i more. Tu smo provodili 

cijelo ljeto a za more smo samo znali da postoji i da 

je to nešto kao velika rijeka. Po potoku smo gazali, 

lovili ribe i kupali se. Kako je izgledao potok? Ne-

posredno nakon izlaska iz 

Pionirske Doline na potoku 

je bilo napravljeno jezero 

po kojem i danas taj dio 

grada nosi ime. To jezero 

je bilo i kupalište sa 

skakaonicom koju smo 

zvali trampolina. Pored 

jezera su bila i dva manja 

bazena različitih dubina 

prema uzrastu djece. Ovi 

bazeni su se znali zimi 

zalediti pa bi mi dolazili sa 

slićurama, letvama i šta-

povima te igrali hokej na 

ledu. Pak nam je bio pljos-

nati kamen. Jedan bazen 

za kupanje, naravno za 

djecu nalazio se i u samoj 

Pionirskoj Dolini na mjestu 

gdje je kasnije napravljen 

Mendin Bar. 

Nešto niže ispod jezera 

potok je proticao kroz 

“Kamping” u kojem bi ljeti 

bilo dosta stranih turista. U 

tom dijelu oko potoka je 

bilo dosta bašti i voćnjaka gdje smo mi znali otići u 

“pljačku”. Tu je potok na jednom mjestu bio čak i 

dubok, gotovo do pasa pa smo se tu najviše kupali 

a neki od nas i naučili plivati. 

Još više nizvodno nalazila se ciglana sa malom 

branom gdje se akumulirala voda potrebna za proiz-

vodnju cigli. Oko te brane bilo je najviše ribe a na-

jpoznatiji ribar bio je Tomek koji je i stanovao u 

ciglani. Osim sitnih gaga i plisa u potoku je bilo i jes-

tivih sapaća. Starija raja su spominjla da su znali 

uhvatiti čak i pastrmke i kljenove. Mi smo se znali 

igrati i u samoj ciglani gdje smo se vozali u malim 

vagonetima za prevoz cigala. Znali smo 

ući u samu zgradu ciglane gdje su se 

pekle cigle. 

Za potok su vezani i mnogi drugi dogadjaji iz mog 

djetinjstva. Moj stariji brat i njegovo društvo odlučili 

su da naprave splav i otisnu se niz potok pa u Mil-

jacku i tako dalje pa sve do mora. Splav su pravili 

tajno u Enverovoj bašti. Povezali su tri veća balvana 

a po njima zakucali daske. Meni je izgledao ipak 

nesigurno pa sam iz straha za sudbinu brata sve 

oko ovoga prijavio mami, ali ona mi je rekla da su to 

sve gluposti i da od toga nema ništa. 

Za potok je bilo vezano i naše “odrastanje” odnosno 

prelazak iz male u veliku raju. Ispit zrelosti bio je 

prolazak kroz tadašnji tunel, od ciglane pa do Ali 

Pašine džamije. Za taj obred moralo se čekati da 

vodostaj bude mali pošto je u tunelu bilo kaskada a i 

drugih opasnosti. Naravno 

nismo išli sami. Na čelu 

povorke išao bi neko od 

starije raje noseći svijeću ili 

baklju koje naravno nisu 

dugo trajale. Tada bi 

medju nama mladjima 

dolazilo i do panike ali pov-

ratka nije bilo, držali bi se 

za ruke jer bi poneko i pao 

jer su pojedini dijelovi bili 

vrlo klizavi. Na mjestima 

gdje su bile kaskade 

dubina je išla i preko pasa. 

Od ostalih opasnosti 

spomenuo bih provlačenje 

ispod mlazova vode na par 

mjesta, vjerovatno otpad-

nih ili kanalizacionih voda 

koje su ispuštane u potok. 

Prolaz je olakšavalo ono 

malo svjetla što se po-

javljivalo na mjestima gdje 

su bili šahtovi u ulici iznad 

nas. Ta ulica se tada zvala 

Djure Djakovica mada su 

je stariji ljudi zvali Mosk-

ovska. Danas se zove Ali 

Pašina, a mi koji smo u medjuvremenu ostarili 

zovemo je još uvijek po Djuri. 

Na kraju prolaza koji bi trajao oko sat vremena, a za 

nas pravu vječnost, pojavilo bi se nešto veće svjetlo 

sto je značilo izlaz iz tunela, a na jedan način i izlaz 

iz našeg djetinjstva. 

Koševski potok danas praktično postoji samo u sje-

ćanju nekih ljudi a možda mu i ovaj zapis da mali 

dah života i obnovi nekadašnji sjaj. 

Tiho Ćavić 



The Koġevo Creek 
There would be buildings, cafes, institutions and the 
like which would stand and then seize to exist in cit-
ies, but in Sarajevo a whole brook vanished. It just 
disappeared into the underground and now flows un-
derneath the city. As a matter of fact, one can only 
see its confluence into the Miljacka river, nearby 
Skenderija. The upper stream has always been 
known as Nahorevski Potok. 

How was it then, before this happened? Koševski 
Potok started at the exit of Pionirska Dolina and 
ended by sinking into a tunnel at the location where 
once stood the brickyard, today's 'Ciglane Housing 
Estate'. For us, the kids from Koševo, this brook 
seemed like a river and in a way, a sea even. We 
used to spend the whole of Summer holidays there. 
Of the sea we only knew it existed and that it was 
something like a huge river. We used to wade on, fish 
and swim in the brook. What was it like? Immediately 
after leaving Pionirska Dolina, a small artificial pond, 
which we called - Jezero was created on the brook. 
Jezero today is still the name of the city quarter. Peo-
ple used the pool for bathing. There was a diving 
board which we called a trampoline. Next to the big 
pond there were two smaller ones of different 
depths to suit the children. These ponds would 
freeze in winter times, so we would come over 
with sleds, laths and sticks to play hockey. We 
used flat stones for pucks. There was also a 
bathing pool for children in Pionirska Dolina in 
the place which was later transformed into Teddy 
Bear's Bar. 

Downstream from Jezero the brook flew through 
'Kamping', full with tourists during Summer time. 
At this part there were gardens and orchards 
which we used to plunder. There the brook was 
waist deep so we used to swim there and some 
of us even learned how to swim. 

Further downstream there was the brickyard with 
a small dam to collect the water for brick produc-
tion. Most of the fish would gather around the 
dam and the best angler was Tomek who lived in 
the brickyard. There were all sorts of small fish 
but just few edible ones. Older members of the 
gang told us that they even managed to catch 

itself where the bricks were fired. 

Many childhood events are linked to the brook. 
My elder brother and his chums decided to build a raft to 
take them down the brook directly into the Miljacka River 
and further to the sea. They built the raft in secret in En-
ver's garden. They put together three bigger logs and fixed 
some planks across. It all seemed wobbly to me. Fearful 
for my brother's destiny I reported everything to mum, but 
she dismissed the whole thing as rubbish and said that the 
whole episode would come to nothing. 

The brook bore witness to our growing up, that is to 
say our transition from being kids to becoming lads. 
Proof of maturity was the dare to get through the 
tunnel, starting at the brickyard and passing all the 
way to Ali Paša's mosque. One had to wait for the 
water level to get low to complete this ritual because 
there were a few cascades and other dangers on 
route. We would not go alone, of course. One of the 
older lads, with a candle or a torch would be at the 
front. These would not last long and we, the young 
ones would start to panic, but there was no way 
back. We would hold hands. Some would even fall 
as parts of the path were very slippery. At the cas-
cades the waters were deeper than the waist. Other 
dangers are worth mentioning, like squeezing 
through jets of water, most probably waste and sew-

age waters which were discharged into the brook. Relief 
was provided by the little light coming through manholes in 
the street above. The name of the street was then Djuro 
Djakovic, although elderly people called it Moskovska 
Street. Today it is known as Ali Pašina, but we who grew 
old in the meantime prefer the name Djuro. 

Towards the end of the passage, which lasted approxi-
mately an hour, but an eternity to us, a brighter light would 
appear meaning that we were approaching the exit from 
the tunnel and an exit from our childhood, in a way. 

Today Koševski Potok lives only in the memory of some 
and I do hope that this little note will breathe back some 
life into it and rekindle some of its former glory. 

Tiho Ćavić 
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