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Hunger
The lunch which we got the first day, disgusting slops made of turnip fodder without salt or grease, were given to us every day. We ate once a day. We did not get bread, corn bread or any other food. This meal was just sufficient for a man to exhaust all the calories from his body, as it did not contain any nourishing ingredients. When the ceaseless hard work, to which we were forced everyday, was added to it, the result for the Ustashas was fully in accordance with their intentions.
Before the war, even in secondary school, I liked the opera and I very often went to the opera house. Alfred Pardes, of Jewish origin, was then a conductor in the Belgrade Opera House. He had the reputation of a good and gifted conductor. Now, in Jasenovac, one of the camp inmates pointed out to me an emaciated, exhausted, underfed man saying he was Pardes, the conductor of the Belgrade Opera. With difficulty I recognized in him the man who once beamed with joy when bowing to the applauding audience.
By chance in the group of inmates designated to transfer long slabs of wood I found myself in the vicinity of Pardes. Since the slabs were quite long, two inmates were carrying them on their shoulders. When Pardes picked up one slab, I took the other end. We were carrying it together and had to pass some railway tracks with it. He was walking in front and I behind him. While passing the railway tracks, his leg got caught, he stumbled and fell. I noticed it on time and tightened hard my grasp at my end of the slab with both hands. His end of the slab fell down from his shoulders, but he was not injured. Quickly I dropped the slab and approached him, intending to help him to rise. He was lying still with his face down, and with spread arms. I took him under the arm and lifted him slowly. I felt the weight of his weep body, though he had lost a lot of weight. I turned him on his back and patted him on the cheek to help him recover, but in vain. I touched the artery on his neck and saw that there was no more life in him. It was clear to me that he died from terrible exhaustion caused by hunger and hard work. The Ustashas following us saw what has happened and he ordered another camp inmate to pick up the end of the slab which Pardes had been carrying.
The Ustasha approached Pardes and kicked him indifferently aside, shouting:
- Gravediggers, gravediggers!
Rare are those who could endure such existence a long time without weakening so much as to be unable to walk. The Ustasha aim was to bring men into such a physical state so that they lose every wish to live and to resist. I saw this fully when the poor boys, who had lost their senses from hunger, rushed for the pieces of bread which we, the new prisoners, had shaken out with other things on the extended blankets. They knew what would occur, they knew that they might perish from Ustasha bullets, yet this was an easier death than dying from hunger. I used to see the camp inmates who had found a piece of bone thrown away and with a spoon's handle, sharpened on a stone, they would grind it hollow. In such a way they would obtain a bit of white bone powder and put it in their mouth with the spoon's handle. I remember Jakica from Sarajevo, who was of my age, who found a dirty frozen onion on the ground. He ate it greedily, not even wiping it. The same evening he got terrible cramps in his stomach and every now and then he ran to the pail. In the morning he could not rise and he remained lying on his cot. Besides all this, grave dysentery overcame him, followed by heavy diarrhea and blood. These poor people ran in the night to the pail in the barrack, and in the daytime, after the pail was taken out, they had to go outside to the latrines which consisted of a big deep pit over which planks were placed at intervals. This space was not fenced at all so that everyone passing by could see a man relieving himself. I remember, one morning I, too, had to go to the latrines, next to me an emaciated inmate was crouching. I heard him groaning softly, and saw that a gush of blood was flowing from his body, and steaming in the cold air. He rose with difficulty and stumbled in the direction of the barracks.
Every morning the group leader gave his report to the Ustasha patrol which made a round of the barracks. The report consisted of three items: the number of inmates, how many of them were ill and how many were dead. Every night in our barrack between ten and twenty inmates were dying. The same was occurring in other barracks, too, where the Jews were separately held as were the Serbs, and finally, the Croats and Muslims, as communists. Every morning the gravediggers had a lot of work - to carry out the dead, to place them at the entrance of the barrack, one next to the other in a line, and thus the second and third rows of corpses, above them as logs are set. Once all the dead were taken out, they carried them on stretchers towards the exit of the camp. The sick, by order of the Ustashas, were transferred to the barrack called 'The Hospital. '
One day I was on duty in the barracks, and a few of us had to help the sick, if they could walk, to go to the 'hospital'. One of the sick inmates could walk slowly, so two of us on duty were assisting him. I entered the barracks and saw that the sick were lying on cots, one next to the other. Some kept quiet, others groaned, and some were in the death rattle. One of the patients looking like an intellectual was lying on his cot. A gravedigger, who was still in full strength approached him, and the ailing man asked him whether he had a cigarette. The gravedigger told him that he had, but immediately he asked for a counter-service. This poor man had beside him a quite well-preserved leather coat and he offered it to him. The gravedigger accepted immediately, took the coat, opened it, and seeing that it was almost new he put it with satisfaction over his arm. Then he lighted a cigarette for the sick man, and the latter took a deep breath, kept it in his lungs as long as he could. His face showed the pleasure of a passionate smoker aware that this was his last cigarette and last pleasure in life.
In the 'hospital' I noticed a man going from one sick man to another exchanging a few words with every one. He gave the impression of a physician making his round. When he came nearer I noticed that the man' s face was very familiar to me, and that I certainly knew him. He was bald with a face so pale that the features of a once handsome man were still recognisable. Immediately I recognized our family doctor from Sarajevo, the physician Peric, who was also a Jew. In a moment, I remembered him as a handsome young man whom we, the children, liked a lot because he was patient with us. I remembered that as a child I used to fall often and hurt my knees. As I was afraid of iodine, he used always to promise me he would not put iodine on the injury itself, but around it. And he never lied to me. That is why I believed him in other ways as well and loved him. I approached him and asked:
-
Is that you Dr. Peric?
He glanced at me inquisitively and replied: Yes, I am Dr. Peric.
I saw that he did not recognize me as a lot of time had elapsed since our last meeting - a full eight years. I told him who I was, at which he replied sadly:
-
How is it that even you are here?
I told him that my father was with me, and he only nodded with sorrow. I asked him what he was doing here and what kind of help he, as a physician, could offer to the patients. He replied that there were no medicaments at all, not even aspirin. He could only say some kind words to the sick, offer them a little comfort and hope. At that moment several Ustashas with an officer at the head entered, followed by a group of gravediggers. They ordered all the sick people to go out. Nobody moved because they knew what was awaiting them. - Gravediggers, take them out and load them on the wagons !

I went fast from out the opposite door and going to my barracks I stopped for a moment and turned. In front of the hospital barrack I saw a row often horse-driven wagons. The gravediggers were fast carrying out the patients and throwing them one over the other into the wagons, like logs, and as many as possible. Once the wagon was full to the top, the driver would start, giving way to the other empty wagons. The gravediggers were working fast because the Ustashas were hurrying them with shouts. When I entered our barracks, I approached the barracks head, Bararon. I was confused, scared, and I hardly managed to tell him in a few words what I had seen. Old, experienced and seasoned camp inmate, who probably had lived through a lot, Bararon looked at me coldly and without much emotion he said to me:

- It is usual practice. The dead are immediately driven away and the sick people are taken to the hospital. When the hospital is full, irrespective of whether the patients there are dead or still alive, they are taken to the graveyard. The dead are at once thrown into the grave, and those alive are killed. They are not wasting bullets, but they kill them with a big wooden club or they slaughter them. They invented a special knife which was held in the hand. On the lower part of the handle there was a sharp blade, like a scythe; in one motion of the hand a man could be slaughtered. I became mute from what I heard. When I recovered a bit, I asked Bararon how he came to know this. He told me that he learned it from the gravediggers. Though they were known as witnesses of all kinds of evil, there were camp inmates who volunteered to be the gravediggers. The sole reason was that the gravediggers were getting somewhat better food than the rest of the inmates. In such a way, they had a better chance to survive.
In the group from Tuzla, with which I had come to the Jasenovac camp, I got well acquainted at [Bosnian town of] Kreka with six brothers. They belonged to the poor Jews, who, before the    war, barely managed to eke out a living. Beside the six of them, they told me, they had several sisters, a mother, a father, a grandmother and a grandfather. It was difficult to feed all those mouths. They did not have any schooling or crafts. They were of short height, modestly clothed, of coarse physiognomy. The eldest brother, David, took over the role of a father in the prison. When they arrived at the Jasenovac camp he knew what was awaiting them, so he and his brothers applied to be gravediggers. Since we became friends in the prison, he was very open and friendly towards me. Often we met in the camp circle and stopped to exchange a few words. David was well-informed of what was happening in the camp and he used to tell me how many had died that day and how many inmates were killed. These numbers amounted to several hundred people daily. He informed me too about the arrival of the transports of prisoners from particular places and on the number of the present inmates. Many of these groups did not enter the camp at all; they were directly transferred by raft to Gradina, and liquidated. He told me that Gradina was a Serbian village the inhabitants of which were killed already in the summer of 1941 and that there mass executions took place. He used to stress that this was good for us in the camp, because every new group coming to the camp would provoke a selection and liquidation of the present camp inmates, since the camp was intended for only three thousand men.
