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Last Prayer
It was September 11 th the eve of Roshashana the Jewish New Year. After supper, the inmates gathered in the attic. I entered among the last ones and saw the following scene: Feliks stood in front of the others, on his head he wore a cap as did the others; across his shoulders he had a white 'talet' (a prayer shawl) and held a prayerbook in his hands. Next to him was a man holding two lighted candles. I shut the door after entering while Feliks began softly reciting the prayer words. I heard the well-known words:
- Barun ata Adonai...
The others shortly repeated the prayer. I was deeply moved as I recalled bygone days when I listened to father's prayer in our warm home. The candles were burning, the table was set with us around it in a festive mood, ready to greet the New Year. I watched the faces of those present with whom I had experienced many ills and hardships. I had foreboding of all that could still harm them. Feliks went on reciting the prayer that ended as all Jewish prayers did with the plea to God for us to greet the New Year next time in Jerusalem. Finally, he said: Amen, that the others repeated. After that he continued speaking in Serbian trying to convince us that we must not lose hope and should believe in God's help. Tears filled my eyes and I wiped them secretly.

Escape
The 12th September - the day of our salvation or suffering dawned. It was a warm sunny morning; in accordance with our agreement we had to take warmer clothes since winter was nearing. We set out to our work visibly excited, knowing how decisive this day was for us. The Ustasha whom we knew to remain usually in the camp and letting us go by ourselves to the pen-fold went off with our herd. This was a good sign and our hope for success was enhanced. The sun was slowly moving toward the West, and we waited for it to descend as low as possible so as to arrive last in the camp. We waited for those before us to drive the cattle into the pen-fold and for the guards to return to the camp. Then we came and started towards the enclosure. The Ustasha immediately went to the well, took off his shirt and started washing to the waist. Satisfied, we looked at each other and went on. Once we drove in the cattle, every one of us started doing something. Feliks and Golub were with us. I was assisting Golub, as if I were examining the cows, while Hugo took the brick and pretended to hammer a torn barbed-wire. The third man was trying to tie a restive bull to a tree. So we prolonged our stay in the pen, while the two who had not been planned for the flight, were hurrying hungry to the camp.
The agreement was that Hugo, who was a lieutenant in the former Yugoslav Army take the commanding role in the flight. His strong voice was heard.
- Jump over the wire!
Previously, at a spot where we had to jump over the barbed-wire, two rows of the wire were undone and fitted loosely. One after the other, we jumped and waited until everybody was on the other side, I was the last one. I put a leg over the wire, the other was still in the interior of the pen. At that moment, the thought constantly tormenting me emerged again in my mind - was it good and honest what we were doing. In a second I realized that there was no other solution, I raised my other leg over the wire and found myself in a free space, on the road to freedom. It was 7. 15 p. m. the sun was descending behind the crowns of the trees throwing long shadows.
We went out of the woods where the pen was located and found ourselves in front of a broad meadow which we had to cross in order to reach the large forest, as the road to the South was passing through it. Running across the meadow, we noticed a big channel with tall reeds. Hugo ordered us to jump into the channel. The channel was deep almost two meters so that we covered the space to the forest unnoticed. The reeds were cracking as our bodies were pushing them making a loud noise which seemed to us, in our fear, even louder. Sporadically, we peeped out and threw glances in the camp direction. There was nobody in the meadow. At the end of that tiring run we reached the edge of the forest. We came out of the channel and found the hazel bush where, as agreed, Petar should have left the sticks. I looked for them but could not see them. Then I saw some branches with faded leaves, and as I pushed them away I saw seven neatly arranged sticks. I had the feeling as if they were seven guns! We each took one and felt more powerful and bolder. We went deep into the forest, in the direction of the South and suddenly heard three shots, upon which three red rockets burst in the sky. It was a sign that the Ustashas in the camp had found that we were missing and thereby informed the camp in Fericanci. We continued our way through the forest until we emerged into a big meadow.
We saw a serene, starry sky. Golub stopped, looking for the Northern Star in the constellation of the Big Dipper. He told us that we should go straight to the South, so that the Northern Star should be behind our necks. Far away in the south, the railway station at Zdenci was lighted and there were the railway tracks. Hugo thought that it was better to cross the tracks in the close vicinity of the railway station, since the Ustashas there were less careful than in the open where the patrols were permanently cruising. We neared the tracks which were on a high embankment. All around was flat ground. We came under the very tracks, when we heard a sharp: - Who goes there? Another voice replied:
-
The Ustasha patrol!
They exchanged their passwords and the sentinel was changed. This was occurring very close to us, while we kept silent under the embankment. We saw where the sentinel's location was, and how the guard patrols along the tracks. When he went further on Hugo's command was heard, to run across the tracks one by one. I was the youngest and I climbed quickly over the embankment and descended running to the other side. Croaking like a frog, I signalled to the others that the passage was free. They passed one by one, but the seventh was missing. Mirko Mautner was missing. Hugo asked the last man who crossed the tracks:
-
What about Mirko?
He replied:
-
Mirko is taking off his pullover, because he's too
warmly dressed.
Just then the passenger train started from the station, lighting the space on the left and right around the tracks. Hugo swiftly ordered movement not waiting for Mirko to cross.
We started running to get away as fast as possible from the tracks. From time to time, Golub controlled to see whether we went in the right direction: at the head of the column Hugo hurried forward with firm steps. At one point he stopped, gathered us around and told us in a low voice:
- We are in front of the macadam road which we have to cross. We have heard that ambushes are possible there. That is why we will stand at 10m one from the other and slowly approach the road. I will signal by croaking when all of us, at the same time, have to run across the road.
We did so. While moving away from the road, we heard the firing of a heavy machine-gun; its bullets were passing over our heads. We continued running and soon we entered a dense forest. Only one obstacle awaited us, a narrow railway track for the exploitation of the forest which was then out of operation. In the same way, we ran across it and found ourselves on mild slopes covered with vines. As Pera told us those were the vineyards of the Partisan village of Pistani; it was liberated territory. We stopped in the middle of the vineyard, embraced and kissed congratulating each other on freedom. We refreshed ourselves with sweet ripe grapes and continued our way.
After some time, Hugo gathered us around and said:
-
Now we are on liberated territory and we don't have to fear the Ustashas any more. Since the offensive against the Partisans is underway, we might come across a Partisan
ambush; we don't know the passwords and we can perish. I think it would be the best to enter into a thicket and pass the night there.
We did so. Each of us had to be on duty one hour. It was about 1 a. m. and, tired, we went to sleep, except Boza who was on duty. We were stirred from our sleep by sudden firing in our vicinity. The first thing we thought was that the Ustashas had found and surrounded us. Hugo ordered us to remain still and to wait for what would happen. The firing continued, besides rifle fire, machine-guns were heard as well as bomb explosions At dawn, the firing decreased, and stopped as the day arose.
We went out of the thicket and found a narrow dusty path. The traces of heavy soldiers' boots were visible and those of villagers' shoes. We inferred from this that it was certain the Partisans had passed here. We started walking westward along this road and soon reached a clearing in the forest, where two boys were tending cows. We agreed to approach them and ask where we were. The boys were speaking loudly and did not notice our coming. Once they saw us, they greeted us loudly:

-
Hello comrades!

We realized that we were on the right path and with the same words, we greeted them. At their question from where we had come we replied that we had run away from a camp.

-
You want to go to the Partisans?

We replied that we wanted that and asked where they were. They directed us to the village of Kokocak, immediately behind the first hill. There were the Partisans who had attacked the enemy stronghold at Orahovica the night before.

