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Obradovci

In the close vicinity of the forester's house, where we were lodged, there was an Orthodox church. The church was ruined, and the door together with its frame had been taken out. A day before we came two Ustashas with four camp inmates and a cart full of barbed wire had been sent here. They had entered as an advance guard to prepare the pen for the cattle. The forester's house was a spacious building, consisting of two big rooms on the ground floor and an attic of the same size with wooden stairs leading up to it. Once we arrived we drove the cattle into the pen which had already been prepared; it was a hundred meters from the house. It was a big round space in the woods surrounded by several rows of barbed wire, and a gate was enclosed. We drove the cattle in and returned to the house. Feliks told us to climb to the attic with our belongings. Tired, we spread out our blankets and fell asleep. In the morning Feliks called us to get up. The breakfast - warm cornmeal was awaiting us in the courtyard. Then we lined up to be assigned our jobs. The Ustashas were the only guards, and the jobs were organized by somebody among the inmates. In our camp in Obradovci Feliks was in charge of that; hitherto he had been the head of the cowhands.

Since there were many pastures here, the herd was divided into two parts. First we led the cattle to a watering place, then to the pasture, and in the evening again to the watering place, which was in the village of Ara, by a small creek. We had daily to travel the road from Obradovci to Ara and back. I was in charge of ten cows, to graze them in the close vicinity of the house.

In passing from Fericanci to Obradovci, I experienced a real shock when among the Ustashas escorting us I recognized the disastrous Cuza who had been beating me almost daily. I was afraid that the daily bad treatment would continue at Obradovci. Luckily, it seemed that our guards had received the strict order not to harass us since we were dispersed on the terrain and escape was much easier. And they did not beat us. Cuza would, in passing, ironically smile at me, but he never said a word to me.
There were thirty of us in the camp, and we were guarded by twenty Ustashas with two corporals. During the day the Ustashas were with us, guarding us, and during the night they kept sentinels around the camp at several places. Supplies were coming from Fericanci. Every morning one of the inmates went by cart and brought the necessary commodities. The driver was our camp inmate, Edo Sajer. He told to us whatever was taking place at Fericanci, but also what was happening in the world, because at Fericanci, where the camp had many more people, more information could be gathered.
The days were passing in relative peace at Obradovci, without any important events. We were doing our jobs. I was guarding the cows in the close vicinity of the camp and an Ustasha was visiting me once or twice daily. In the evening I led back the milk cows from the pasture earlier than the others as the milk had to be brought to the Ustashas for their dinner. We were surprised by the behaviour of the villagers of Obradovci. The village was inhabited exclusively by Serbs; they lived in fear expecting to be sent to the camp, too, as the Ustashas did in that part of Slavonia. They sympathised with our troubles and sufferings. Whenever there was a chance they would secretly give us some bundles with food. I got acquainted with a young man with a big hump on his back who was transporting big oak logs from the forest in his cart. His name was Uija. Almost every day he would bring me something to eat as he was going along the road where I was looking after the cows. He would always bring a bundle with fruits and we started exchanging some words.
One afternoon, while the cows were resting in the shade under a big oak tree, an old village woman passed by me and asked me in a low voice whether on the following day I would be there at the same time. When I replied that I would, she told me to wait for her, that she would come. That next day she appeared with a woven basket, covered with a white table cloth and immediately she continued on to the small forest. I waited some ten minutes and then I hit a cow with a whip so strongly that in fear it ran towards the forest. From a distance it looked as if a gadfly had bitten it and that was why it was running. I, too, directed my steps towards the forest and came to a small clearing. The village woman had already spread the table cloth and taken things out of the basket. It reminded me of the lunch brought to reapers. Seeing me she smiled and said:
-
Sit down, son!
I sat next to the spread table cloth. First she filled my plate with a ladle with beef broth and soup noodles. I had forgotten a long time ago how it looked and what the taste was of beef broth. I began eating, and she looked at me tenderly and bent her head. I saw that the tears were flowing down her face. Looking at her my eyes became wet, too. When she wiped her tears, the first thing she asked me was:
· Son, do you have a mother?

· I have. I hope I have her, and that she is alive.

· And where is she?

· She and my sister remained in Tuzla and I don't know anything about them. I and my father were imprisoned and sent to the camp, the two of them remained at the mercy of
Ustashas.
She consoled me by her belief that they were alive, that they would somehow manage and then again she began weeping. I asked her why she was weeping. She replied that she had two sons, but that she did not know anything about them. One of them was in the Yugoslav Army and had disappeared in the April war, maybe he was captured; the other one who was in the gendarmerie was caught by the Ustashas. She was weeping continuously while offering me the food. She promised to leave me something to eat whenever she was passing. I told her to be careful because the Ustashas did not permit any contact with us. When we separated I showed her a bush beside the road where she could leave me the food. She rose slowly, packed all the things into the basket, rolled the table cloth, patted my head and asked:

- Son, how old are you?

When she heard her eyes were again filled with tears. Probably she remembered her son of my age group, who had been captured by the Germans.

Afterwards she often passed by the monastery meadows where I was grazing the cows. The other inmates, looking after the cattle, were boasting that the villagers were bringing and leaving food secretly. Sometimes the Ustashas would notice it and drive the villagers away with threats.

We began getting acquainted amongst each other and becoming close, and soon a circle of five - six of us like-minded persons, was formed, regarding escape from the camp. We concluded that the only exit from this situation was fleeing to the Partisans, but we did not know how to do it. We knew only that whoever wanted to survive must not remain in Ustasha hands.

