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TO SE NE MO@E ZNATI
Jedan sam od onih rijetkih ljudi
koji su pre`ivjeli tragediju
Jasenovca, a ostali su u njemu
od po~etka do kraja.
Do samog kraja.
Bio sam mlad ~ovjek kada sam
u{ao u njega. Mlad i sna`an.
Automehani~ar po zanimanju,
{ofer. Imao sam ̀ enu i dijete od
~etiri godine. I dva brata. Jedan

od njih postao je kasnije grobar
u Jasenovcu. Drugog brata su
ubili. Prvog, grobara, nisu. On
je umro iscrpljen od te{kog i
napornog rada.
Bio sam star kada sam izi{ao iz
logora. Star, slab i bolestan.
Nisam imao vi{e ni `ene ni
djeteta. Ni bra}e.
A bile su pro{le svega ~etiri
godine.
Mo`ete misliti da sam za to
vrijeme do`ivio te{ke stvari.

Takve stvari o kojima
je bolje i ne govoriti -
i ne sje}ati ih se. Ali,
moji mi nekada do|u
u sje}anje. A s njima i
logor. Tada sam
o~ajan.
Jer, po~elo  je sa
najgorim. Sa
ubistvom.
Bio je mart kada je
na{ transport stigao u
logor. Bilo nas je u
tom transportu ne{to
oko stotinu Jevreja.
Kada su se otvorila
`el jezna vrata
vagona, po~elo je

Ponekada nam se de{avaju stvari koje nismo mogli predvidjeti,
ponekad, prosto neobja{njivo, nabasamo na informacije o
nama poznatim osobama, o doga|ajima i epizodama iz njihovih
`ivota koje nam nisu bile dostupne desetinama godina. I na
`alost, ponekad su te epizode dramati~ne, pa i tragi~ne. Desilo
se ne{to tako na{em ~lanu Dejanu Stojni}u koji je neo~ekivano
nai{ao na ispovijest svog djeda Monija Altarca, koju je ovaj
davne 1955 i1956 g. ispovijedao u pisa}u ma{inu Dejanovog
oca Slobodana Bode Stojni}a. Redakcija SaLona je uz
Dejanov pristanak odlu~ila da objavi ova sje}anja u ~etiri
nastavka, kako su i zabilje`ena. @estok razlog za ovu odluku
redakcija je imala u ~injenici da se radi o li~nom svjedo~enju
pre`ivjelog jedne od najsurovijih zlo~ina~kih epizoda II
Svjetskog Rata, epizoda kada se ~ovjek najvi{e udaljio od
humanizma, mo`da i vi{e od onoga kuda je zagazio njema~ki
nacional-socijalizam. Ovo zbog toga {to ovdje zlo~in, masovni
zlo~in, nije bio industrija liziran, ve} je bio li~an i
pojedina~an, unato~ svojoj masovnosti. Ta epizoda se zove
Jasenovac. Za one koji ne znaju ili koji su premladi, pa im
niko nije ispri~ao, Jasenovac je gubili{te nezamislive
surovosti, koje su hrvatski ekstremni nacionalisti – rukama
svojih d`elata – Usta{a, ustanovili i u kome su po~eli svoju
zlo~ina~ku rabotu jo{ 1941 g, dakle prije ma{inerija
nacisti~kih logora istrebljenja, sa ciljem kona~nog razra~una
sa Srbima, Jevrejima, Ciganima, ali i rodoljubivim Hrvatima.
Ukupni broj `rtava  se izra`ava 6-to cifrenim brojkama. Ove
priloge treba shvatiti kao protest protiv svih onih poku{aja
koji su dolazili i koji }e vjerovatno dolaziti sa samog vrha
nove dr`ave Hrvatske, da se veli~ina tragedije umanji, pa ~ak
i da se izjedna~e zlo~inac i `rtva.
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bjesomu~no batinanje,
zaglu{no su se drali i psovali
usta{e, a mi smo letjeli preko
glave.
Postrojili su nas pred logorsku
kapiju.
^ekali smo.
Tada smo ugledali kako sa
lijeve strane dolaze oni. Bilo
ih je ~etvorica. Ljubo Milo{
vodio je sa sobom na lancu
vu~jaka. Iza njega, Pero Brzica,
poru~nik. Zatim pop Filipovi}
Majstorovi}, satnik, i Zrilu{i}
Ante, zastavnik. Tada jo{ nisam
znao ni ko su ni {ta su. Kasnije
sam ih upoznao kao i ostali iz
ovog transporta. Osim jednoga.
To  je bio Jakob Maestro,
profesor teologije iz Sarajeva.
Jer, njega su tu, odmah ubili.
(nedostaje jedna st ranica
teksta)
Bila je nizbrdica gdje smo
stajali. Nizbrdica prema Savi.
Profesorova glava se otkotrljala
prema rijeci.
Krvnik se digao. Nije nikako
obrisao kamu. Onako krvavu
stavio ju je u korice. Pri{ao je
meni:
- Ti ?
- Automehani~ar - odgovorio
sam.
- U krug !
- Ti ?
- Ti ?
- Ti ?
Nas sedam iza{lo je u krug. Od
stotinu, nas sedam smo bili
zanatlije. Poveli su nas pred
zapovjedni{tvo. Tu smo se opet
poredali.
Pri{ao mi je Milo{.
- Fali li tebi koji zub u glavi ?
- Ne, gospodine.
- Zini !
Zinuo sam. Imao
sam i u gornjoj i u
don joj vilici
~etrnaest zlatnih
zuba.
Zatim je prilazio
ostalima.
- Zini !
- Zini !
- Zini !
Ot i{ao  je u
zapovjedn i{tvo.
Mi smo stajali
n e p o m i ~ n o ,
otvorenih usta. Svaki od nas
imao je po nekoliko zlatnih
zuba.
Kada se vratio, nosio je u
rukama kova~ka klije{ta. Pri{ao
je prvo meni i klije{tima mi
izvalio pola gornje i pola donje
vilice.

Meni su od bo la
udarile suze na o~i.
Po~ela je na njima
da mi se hvata neka mrena. Bilo
je stra{no. Pado{e mi na um
rije~i jednog bojad`ije iz
Osijeka koji mi je tiho rekao
kada smo p rolazil i kroz
logorsku kapiju:

- Ovo je pakao iz koga se vi{e
ne izlazi.
Tako je po~elo.
Mislio sam da se ne{to gore ne
mo`e do`ivjeti.
Ali, prevario sam se.
To gore desilo se kada sam sa
nasipa bio preba~en  u
mehani~ku radionicu. Ona se
nalazila u krugu gdje je bilo
smje{teno usta{ko
zapovjedni{tvo.
Mi, zato~enici, koji smo radili
u radionici, morali smo da je
napustimo p redve~e, po
zavr{etku rada, da ne bismo
posmatrali {ta se doga|a pred
zapovjedni{tvom.
Jedne ve~eri zadr`ao sam se

malo du`e u radionici. Svi
ostali zato~enici ve} su je bili
napust ili.  Radio sam na
jednom motoru. Ve} je po~eo
da se hvata mrak i ja sam se
spremao da krenem. Tada su
usta{e pred zapovjedni{tvo
dotjerali jednu grupu `ena iALTARAC
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I am one among the few who
survived the tragedy of
Jasenovac staying there from
the beginning to the end.
To the very end.
I was a young man when I got
in. Young and strong; an auto
mechanic and a driver by pro-

fession. I had
a wife and a
four years old
child. And two
brothers. One
of them be-
came later  a
gravedigger in
J a s e n o va c .
They killed the
other brother.
They did not
kil l the fi rst
one, the
gravedigger.
He died of ex-
h a u s t i o n

djece. Mislim, sa Kozare.
Odlu~io sam da ostanem u
radionici i posmatram {ta se
doga|a pred zapovjedni{tvom.

Krug je bio osvijetljen, a ja sam
bio u mraku. Bilo  me je
nemogu}e primijetiti spolja.
Vrijeme je prolazilo. Dolazili
su usta{e i odlazili, prozivali
su, preslu{avali. Pala je ve}
duboka no}. Kona~no, dosla su
dvojica usta{a i poveli ~itavu
grupu sa sobom. Krug je ostao
prazan.
Ali, ne. Neka `ena ostala je da
le`i tamo na drvima. Pogledao
sam bolje. Ona je spavala. I,
bila je nose}a. Mislim, pred
samim poro|ajem.
Tada su iz zapov jedni{tva
iza{la dvojica usta{a. Zastali su
tu, u krugu. Smijeli su se. Zatim
su  spazili  zaspalu  `enu.
Primakli su se bli`e.
Sada su bili bli`e i meni. Jasno
sam ~uo razgovor.
- [ta misli{ ? - upitao je jedan
pokazuju}i rukom u pravcu
`ene.
- [ta ? - ovaj nije razumio
pitanje.
- [ta misli{, mu{ko ili ̀ ensko ?
- Ne znam, - rekao je ovaj. -
Odakle se to mo`e znati.
- Ja znam. Uvjeren sam da je
mu{ko.
- Odakle mo`e{ da zna{ ?
- Tako ....
- Onda sam i ja uvjeren da je
`ensko.
- Nije nego musko !
- @ensko !
Onaj koji je po~eo razgovor, na
trenutak je u}utao. A zatim je
rekao rije~i od kojih se meni
digla kosa na glavi.
ON SE KLADIO !
U hiljadu kuna !
To je bila najstra{nija opklada
koju sam ikada ~uo u ̀ ivotu. I,
- bila je prihva}ena.

@ena je mirno spavala.
Onaj koji se kladio do{ao je do
nje. Zatim se ma{io za desnu
~izmu.

U tom ~asu, valjda nagonski,
`ena se probudila. Ugledala
je usta{u vi{e sebe i ne{to
sjajno u njegovoj desnoj
ruci.
U~inilo mi se kao da je htjela
da vrisne, ali nije uhvatila
daha. Progovorila je slabo,
povla~e}i se unazad preko
drva.
- Ne .... ne ....
Usta{a se smijao.
Ja sam prekrio o~i rukama.
U t renu tku kada je
nadljudski vrisak potresao
crnu logorsku no}.
Zat im je jedno vrijeme
vladala po tpuna t i{ina.

Onda se ~uo glas:
- Hajde, {ta si se ukipio, pomozi
mi .... do Save ....
Onda {um, kao da se drva taru
jedno o drugo.
Zlikovci su kora~ali. Lagano,
sasvim lagano.

Tada se za~uo  glas onog
drugog:
- Vidi{, ipak nisi imao pravo ...
to se ne mo`e znati ....
[um koraka se udaljavao, dok
se sasvim nije izgubio  u
laganom ̀ uboru Save.
Krug je ostao prazan.
Potpuno prazan.

Sometimes things we could not predict happen to us;
inexplicably sometimes we come upon information
about persons known to us and about events and episodes
from their lives not accessible to us for decades. Regretfully
also, these episodes are sometimes dramatic and even tragic.
One such thing happened to our member, Dejan Stojni}, who
unexpectedly discovered the recollections of Moni Altarac,
his grandfather as told into the typewriter of Slobodan Bodo
Stojni}, Dejan’s father back in 1955 and 1956. The editorial
board of SaLon has decided, with Dejan’s consent, to pub-
lish these memories in four instalments, reflecting the way
they were recorded. A compelling reason for our decision
was the fact that it is a personal testimony by a survivor from
one of the most brutal criminal episodes of World War Two,
where the distance of man from humanity was the greatest,
probably even greater than the distance to which the Ger-
man National-Socialism stepped in. It is because the crime,
the mass crime, was not industrialized here but personal and
individual in spite of its immensity. The name of that episode
is Jasenovac. For those who do not know what it means or
for those who are too young and nobody has told them yet:
Jasenovac is a place of execution of unimaginable cruelty
established by Croat extreme nationalists – by the hands of
their executioners – the Ustashas, where they started their
criminal actions already in 1941, namely before the Nazi
extermination camps machine started;
The purpose of Jasenovac was the final face-off with Serbs,
Jews, Gypsies and patriotic Croats. The total number of vic-
tims is stated in six figures. The episodes published in SaLon
should be understood as a protest against all the attempts
that have been coming from the very top of the new state of
Croatia to diminish the size of the tragedy and even to equate
the criminal with the victim.
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brought upon him by hard work.
I was an old man when I came
out of the camp. Old, weak and
ill. I did not have a wife, a child
or brothers any more.
And only four years had
passed.
It is clear that I went through
numerous brutal experiences.
These events are better not
mentioned – and be forgotten.
But the memories of my family
occasionally come back to me;
with them the memories of the
camp. At such times I despare.
My stay there started with the
worst thing – with a killing.
It was March when our trans-
port came to the camp. About
one hundred Jews were in that
transport. When the iron door
opened the wild beating started
whilst the Ustashas were deaf-
ening our ears with their shout-
ing and curses and we were fall



ing over our heads.
They lined us up before the
camp gate.
We were waiting.
Then we saw them coming from
the left. There were four of
them. Ljubo Milo{ led a German
shepherd dog on a chain; fol-

lowing him was Pero Brzica, a
lieutenant; then there was the
priest Filipovi} Majstorovi}, a
captain and Ante Zrilu{i}, a ser-
geant major. At that time I did
not know yet who or what they
were. Later on all of us got to
know them, except for one man.
It was Jakob Maestro, profes-
sor of theology from Sarajevo,
because they killed him imme-
diately there and then.
(one page of the text is miss-
ing)
The place that we were stand-
ing on was on a slope. The head
of the professor rolled down to
the river.
The murderer got up. He did
not wipe the knife. He put it
back in the sheath covered with
blood as it was. He faced me
then:
- You?
- Auto mechanic – I replied
- To the circle!
- You?
- You?
- You?
Seven of us came out into the
circle. Among the one hundred,
seven of us were craftsmen.
They took us to
stand in front of the
command building.
We were lined up
again.
Milo{ approached
me.
- Is any tooth miss-
ing from your head?
- No, sir.

- Open your mouth!
I did it. My upper and lower
jaws contained fourteen golden
teeth.
Then he approached the oth-
ers.
- Open your mouth!
- Open your mouth!

- Open your mouth!
He went into the com-
mand house. We stood
motionless wi th our
mouths open. Each of us
had a few golden teeth.
When he came back he
held blacksmith pliers in
his hand. He approached
me first and pulled out
half of the teeth from my
upper jaw and half of the
teeth from my lower jaw.

The pain made the tears come
to my eyes and I started loosing
my sight. It was awful. I recalled
the words of a decorator from
Osijek who said to me in a low
voice when we
passed through the
camp gate:
- This is hell from
which no one comes
out.
That is how it be-
gan.
I thought that noth-
ing worse can hap-
pen, bu t I was
wrong.
The worse thing happened
when I was moved to the me-
chanical workshop. It was close
to  the Ustashas command
building.
We, the prisoners working in
the workshop, had to leave it
after finishing our work in the
evening, so that we might not
see what was taking place in
front of the command building.
One evening I stayed a bit
longer. All the others had left
already. I was working on an
engine. It was turning darker
and I was getting ready to

leave. Then the Ustashas
brought a group of women and
children. I think they were from
Kozara.
I had decided to stay in the
workshop and watch. The area
was lighted up and I was in the
dark. Nobody could see me from
the outside.
The t ime was passing. The
Ustashas were coming and go-
ing; they were roll calling, in-
terrogating; and so it went deep
into the night. Finally, two
Ustashas came and led away the
whole group. The area was
empty.
But, not. A woman was laying
there on the pile of wood. I
looked again. She was preg-
nant. Just about to give birth I
think.
Then two Ustashas came out
from the command building.
They stoped in front of it. They
were laughing. And then they
saw the sleeping woman and

came closer.
They came closer to me as well
and I could hear them talking.
- What do you think? – One of
them asked indicating to the
woman.
- What? – The other one could
not understand.
- What do you think, is it a boy
or a girl?
- I do not know – he said – How
one can know?
- I know. I am sure that it is a
boy.
- How can you know?
- Well …
- Then I am sure that it is a girl.
- No, it is a boy!
- A girl!
The one who started the whole
thing stoped silent for a mo-
ment. And then he uttered the
words that made hair stand up.
HE WAS BETTING!
One thousand kunas!
That was the most horrifying bet
that I had ever heard of – and it
was accepted.

The woman was
sleeping quietly.
The one who pro-
posed the bet approached her.
Then he reached for his right
boot.
At that moment, by instinct I
presume, the woman woke up.
She saw the Ustasha above her
and something shining in his
hand.

It looked as if she wanted
to shout, but she could not
catch her breath. She spoke out
weakly, drawing back over the
wood pile.
- No … no …
The Ustasha was laughing
I covered my eyes with my
hands. At that moment a super-
human scream shook the black
camp night.
After that the silence was com-
plete for a while. Then a voice
was heard:
- Why are you standing like
that? Come help me … to Sava
River …
Then a noise as if a wood log is
rubbing against another wood
log.
The villains were pacing slowly,
very slowly.
Then the second Ustasha
spoke:
- You see, you were not right …

it is not possible to know.
The noise of the steps fade
away and then completely dis-
appeared.
The area around the command
building was empty.
Absolutely empty.
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