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Fericanci
We were walking for a long time, until an estate appeared on a hill. It was a farm in the town of Fericanci, in the vicinity of Nasice. Nasice was a district town in former Yugoslavia. There we were at once directed to a stable. We were given spades and forks to clean out the rubbish, as the cattle were once there. We worked till the evening. Before night came we spread the hay, there was a lot of it, and we lay on it to sleep. In the morning, a cauldron of warm corn meal was awaiting us, or as they say there 'zganjci', which was an enormous surprise for us. To us, so starved, it was a real dessert. We looked at one another with a smile since it spoke about our better future. Then we were given the task to clean the other premises of the farm. Later on I learned that it was the property of the Orthodox church, called Citluk. The Ustashas had killed or sent away the priests. The majority of them fell into Ustasha hands and did not survive - they were liquidated in the most cruel way. Since the farm remained unused, they wanted to revive it with our help. It was the month of April, the time for sowing. We were the first group to come and it was obvious that we could not start big works. We were deployed by the Ustashas. A few of us camp inmates were sent to the room with a lot of maize. They ordered us to husk the maize. While I was husking it, I was putting one grain after another into my mouth, crushing it and eating it. At the beginning we were not forced to work, since the coming of the new inmates was expected as well as the formation of an administration. When the new groups of camp inmates came, the work was more and more organized every day. The former stables were used mainly for accommodation. The director was Dusko, a Serb from Bosnia, of about thirty years of age. He looked very decent, and was a handsome man of middle height. He behaved well with us, and obviously was experienced in organizing such work. We were sleeping on the hay covered by blankets. The director endeavoured to put all the premises into good shape and he called me, as a high school graduate, to his office to write down some slogans. I got wrapping paper and water colours for big wall slogans to read: order, work and restraint. Restraint in the Ustasha Croatian language meant discipline. The Ustashas were guarding to see that we should not to run away and the organisation of work was entirely left to the administration consisting of camp inmates. I was sent to the group charged to take care of the cattle.
The Ustashas were setting fire and looting the surrounding Serb villages and the cattle was brought to the farm. A few of us had to guard the border between the field where the cattle was grazing, and the plowed surfaces which were sown by the villagers. Once, making a tour of us, an inmate approached us and told us that he was appointed as head of the cattle-guards and that his name was Feliks Hirsl. He was a middle-aged man, a good wisher and kind and we had the impression that we might cooperate well. The days followed in succession and the number of cattle was permanently increasing, as the Ustashas continued to loot Serb villages. The Ustashas were regularly controlling us to see whether we looked well after the crop.
Among the Ustashas guarding us a sergeant named Mate was prominent. A tall man, large, well developed but with a primitive and cruel square face. According to his behaviour and speech it was easy to conclude that he was a Herzegovian. He was agile, loud and cruel with respect to camp inmates, and was sharp with the Ustashas under him. The camp, in fact, was not a classical camp as it was not surrounded by barbed wire, there were no walls or gate; the inmates were guarded by the Ustashas who escorted them and in the evening, after the supper, they were immediately locked up in the attics of the residential buildings and the former pen in front of which guards were standing. There were sentinel points around the camp.
I remember - once we returned with our cattle from grazing and learned from the inmates who were already in the camp beside the cauldron, that one young man had tried to run away from the field where he was loosening the soil around the maize. The Ustashas noticed when he stood up suddenly, threw down the hoe and started running towards the woods. They ran after him. They were stronger and faster and they caught him easily. I was wondering what would happen to this poor man and who he was. I was told that they did not know his name, but that he was a young man, a Serb. Then suddenly a sharp voice of the camp commander was heard; he was shouting:
-
Line up! Line up!
All of us stood in front of the commander, who delivered the following speech:
-
You were brought here to work, we have supplied you with good food and the good behaviour of our Ustashas, so we expected you to be grateful. However, one of you has
tried today to run away and therefore he will be condemned to death.
An Ustasha brought a tall young man to the apace in front of our line. Soldier Mate took his Mauser [gun] and stood at 20 meters distance behind the youth. He took aim at the youth's head. Our breath stopped, awaiting the worst. The firing of the gun stirred me to reality; the young man fell to the ground as though mowed down. The Ustashas who were present, delighted by Mate's firing abilities began applauding loudly, they approached him patting him on the shoulder and shaking hands with him as a sign of congratulation. Later on, I heard that sergeant Mate had found in that area his life's partner and wanted to marry her, but he did not have a flat. Using the present circumstances, he resorted to the simplest manner - he asked around whether in the town of Fericanci there were any Jews. He learned that only an old couple, husband and wife, had remained. Without any ado they were sent to the camp, and Mate got married and moved into their flat.
After a few days, also after dinner, the voice of an Ustasha resounded calling us to line up. All of us lined up on the place foreseen for it, and two camp inmates were brought out from the Ustasha office. I had noticed one of them as he looked very handsome, and was well dressed. I remember him well, he wore breeches with boots, and had small elegant moustache. He was spoken of as being a free inmate. Those were the inmates enjoying Ustasha trust and they could go outside the camp to attend to some business. His name was Farkas [Hungarian name]. Apart from him, a short young man looking like an intellectual was also taken out. - Here, these two did not respect the confidence we had in them and therefore they will be punished each with fifty strokes of a stick - one of the Ustasha said.
Farkas was the first to be bent over a log and an Ustasha took a thick stick and started beating him on his behind. The Ustasha skilfully brandishing the stick did his best to strike as hard as he could. His face showed the effort but his smile expressed pleasure in what he was doing. Farkas endured the strokes without a cry. At the fiftieth stroke, he staggered but managed to stand on his feet. After him the other's turn came, who was the scribe in the office. He, too, bent over the log and the beating started. He was much weaker and after the tenth or fifteenth stroke he began to groan very loudly. After the fiftieth stroke he could not stand up; two Ustashas picked him up and, leading Farkas away, they took him to the office.
Not knowing what all that was about, I asked Feliks what confidence these two had betrayed, and he replied that a gold affair was at stake. As I could not understand the matter,
Feliks told me all the things the Ustashas did to get hold of the valuables which the inmates brought with them. They wanted very much to rob all the valuable things which the inmates carried with them, and so they selected informers among the camp inmates, who discovered such valuables. Certainly Farkas, a free man and almost a group leader, was entrusted with such tasks and probably wanted to take for himself something of the things seized; he was caught and punished cruelly.

I do remember, too, the case when I was approached, while guarding the cattle, by an old married couple of villagers, returning from digging in the field. They came near me and addressed me in a friendly manner, asking me how I was. Fearing that a provocation could be involved, I told them that I was well. Then they told me without hesitation that they knew how we would finish. A day before they had talked with one of the Ustashas and he told them that at the end all of us would be killed. That confirmed my opinion that flight was the sole exit and salvation. That is why I was encouraged when I learned from Feliks that the cattle grazing place was changed, but that it was also on the land of the Orthodox church.

One day a young, handsome and tall Ustasha approached me and asked if I looked well after the cattle. I replied affirmatively and he went near the border between the meadow and the fields sown with wheat to see whether I was telling the truth. I was convinced that no damage had been made; however he shouted that I was lying. Amazed I went near the very edge of the border and I did not notice anything, but he continued to shout and curse saying that I had left the cattle in the field of wheat. When I said again that it was not true, he jumped to the nearest bush, took out his Utasha dagger and cut quite a thick and long stick. He cut its branches, approached me and started beating me. After a few strokes, he told me to extend my hands with my palms up. When I stretched them he beat me alternatively on my hands so long that my palms became red and swelled. Then he continued beating me over my entire body, my head, the back and over the legs, while red in his face and furious. I was enduring this silently, until he hit me so hard on the head that I fell stunned. He continued beating me until he got tired. At the end, he told me that it would be a good lesson for me and that from now on I should take care not to lie. When the Ustasha went away Feliks, who was in the vicinity, approached me. I told him that I could not endure this any longer. Feliks asked me to be calm and more patient and not to oppose them, not to challenge them. He was amazed, too, that the Ustasha behaved in such a manner, because he had learned from the director, that all of them were instructed to behave more decently with us and not to harass us since we were in an open space and could try to run away. In the evening, I asked some of our shepherds whether they knew who was the Ustasha who beat me so. Somebody told me that he was generally called Cuza, and that he was a Herzegovian. I myself had gathered that he was Herzegovian by his speech.

Our guards were mainly Herzegovians. They were the most terrible Ustashas, the most cruel and most brutal; I had seen it in Jasenovac and here, too.

One afternoon Cuza approached me again obviously in a bad mood and furious. He accused me saying that the cattle had passed the border between the meadow and the wheat. I kept silent not wanting to provoke him, and he started beating me first on the palms and then over the entire body. At the end he told me that he would not lose time with me, he made a few steps, took his rifle off his shoulder and aimed at my head. I was standing mute, confused and at the same time indifferent. He ordered me to open my mouth. When I did it he closed one eye and pointed at my mouth. I expected the gun to fire and to end my agony. He pulled the trigger but the gun just snapped, not firing. I gathered that he did not insert the bullet; he wanted only to frighten me and to relish my fear. He put down his rifle, laughing:

- You probably shitted out of fear - he told me, obviously satisfied with his joke.

I was quiet and silent and he put his gun over his shoulder and slowly went away.

The time was passing, warm days came and the meadow where the cattle was grazing was quite used up and there was almost no grass. Feliks told us one day that we had to go to a place north of Fericanci where there were a lot of pastures. The next day we prepared ourselves, were given a piece of corn bread, took our belongings and started with the cattle to the north, towards the Drava river. We were passing through inhabited villages. Everywhere people looked at us amazed as we were driving the cattle and the Ustasha driving us. Then we came across a village where people went out to their fences and looked at us smiling and with sympathy. One woman came out with a pitcher of water and wanted to offer it to us, but the Ustasha shouted to us not to approach. The heat was enormous and we suffered from thirst, while the Ustashas had their flasks. Finally, ' we came to the village of Obradovci. At the very entrance to the village, there was a spacious building, which we were told was a forester's house, and were driven into its courtyard.

