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Death of a Partisan
While I was in the courtyard I noticed a lean, short man in civilian clothes on a bicycle but with the Ustasha cap on his head, riding along the road from the village of Predojevac, several kilometres away from Obradovac. At the entrance to the forester's house, he stopped suddenly, leaned his bicycle on the fence and approached the guard. Having heard his message, the guard started calling the corporal. The corporal ran out from the house without his cap, heard to the message and went fast into the house, obviously intending to arm himself and order the Ustashas who were there, to take their weapons and go with him. Among them was Cuza, the Ustasha who was ceaselessly beating me up at Fericanci. He went out of the house very fearful and ran in the direction of the latrines at the bottom of the courtyard of the forester's house. The remaining Ustashas took their guns, bombs and seven of them headed by the corporal ran in the direction of Predojevac.
I was standing in the courtyard expecting something terrible to occur. Half an hour after that we heard some firing, then a machine-gun burst and at the end, several explosions of hand granades. Then silence fell, and somewhere far, from Predojevac, smoke was rising. It meant that a fire had been set to some house. Soon the Ustashas appeared, panting, red-faced, sweating and joyful, driving triumphantly a tied Partisan before them. I regarded the young man, dressed in the Yugoslav uniform, who, pale and scared, was standing surrounded by the Ustashas. His hands, tied with the wire, had turned blue and were swollen. Then the latrines' door opened and Cuza appeared. He approached the group and started cursing the prisoner loudly, threatening to kill him. Then he brandished his butt and hit him hard on the chest. Then I saw what a coward Cuza was. First he had run out of fear to the latrines and when the danger was over he pretended to be courageous in front of the tied victim.
I learned what had happened from the Ustashas' discussion. A group of Partisans had spent the night in the village of Predojevci in the house of a Serb peasant. His neighbour, a Croat, had seen them, sat on his bicycle and came to denounce them. One Partisan was captured, and the others who had tried to run away from the burning house were killed.
The corporal ordered the Ustashas to go to the village and bring back a villager with a cart. Then two Ustashas escorted the tied Partisan to Fericanci. In the morning our supplier, Edo Sajer, informed us that the Partisan was slaughtered and that the Ustashas were carousing all night after the cruel deed.
Fear of the Partisans forced the Ustashas a few days later to bring in another ten men, so that there were now thirty of them, and thirty of us. The situation was much less favourable for us as they strengthened their guards, increased the number of soldiers, tightened precautions and dug up some bunkers around the forester's house.
