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The Partisans
We started uphill and came across a Partisan guard at the top. The detachment headquarters' messenger on a horse rode from somewhere. He asked us who we were and what we were, wrote down our names and rode to the village. We continued and soon we were in the village, where we found many Partisans. We threw away our sticks, which we did not need any more and started a conversation with them. The Partisans' kitchen was there and a villager from the first house slaughtered a swine for the preparation of a meal. When he heard that we had run from a camp he took a pork liver and some pieces of meat, roasted them in a pan and offered them to us, saying:
- You must have been hungry for a long time. Help yourselves.
After this feast, we were directed to a big building storing hay for sleeping. We lay on the fragrant haygrass, but none of us could sleep. Until yesterday we were Ustashas' slaves, ready to be slaughtered, and today we were free men, future fighters.
We went out from the building and approached the soldiers. Some of them were sitting by a creek, some were washing their faces and others were washing their laundry. Some of them were singing Partisan songs. 
We entered into a conversation and when they heard that we were in the Jasenovac camp, they asked how we had escaped, how it was in the camp, and most often whether we saw or heard of some relatives of theirs, who were imprisoned and sent to the camp. In Slavonia the Ustashas were imprisoning, killing and taking people en masse to the camps. Unfortunately, we could not tell them anything about their relatives since the Jasenovac camp was an enormous factory of death where there was no time, occasion or desire to get acquainted with others.
After the conversation with us, they did not sing any more. They were sad and silent.
After lunch we went to the funeral of the fighter who had fallen in the battle for Orahovica, the Partisan with the nickname of 'Svaba', the brother of the Partisan called Lovac. The brothers were Czechs from Daruvar and their father was a Partisan, too. Many women and girls from the village were gathered at the grave. The commander of the detachment, Tihi, made a speech and said at the end:
-
Don't cry mothers, don't cry sisters, a fighter for freedom has fallen...
At that the women started sobbing loudly and wept for a long time wiping their tears with the corners of their aprons. Some members of Agitprop sang the funeral march and then the sharp order of the commander of the honor squad was heard and a salute was fired. Hugo was standing next to me and I asked him:
· Why only one salute?

· They are sparing the ammunition - was his short reply.
After the funeral messenger Jordan came to tell us that we were called to the headquarters.

We entered a village house. In the room, at a big table, well - dressed Partisan officers with their ranks on their left sleeves were sitting on benches. We were not familiar with the ranks, but we noticed that the chief officer was sitting in the middle of the bench. We sat on a bench without backs, opposite them. One of them, a thin and tall man without rank, turned to us asking us to give our personal data. We started from the left side of the bench, Feliks was the first. He gave the basic data about himself, as well as his moves through Ustasha camps. At the end he told them how we had escaped. Then our turn came. Afterwards I noticed that the officers looked strangely at each other and then turned to the man in the middle whom they addressed as 'comrade Grga'. They each continued to ask questions while growing suspicion was visible on their faces. At the end, they stopped posing the questions and whispered something amongst themselves.
I understood that they were doubting the truth of our statements, especially how could we, seven of us, escape so easily. Golub supplemented his statement, saying that the National Liberation Committee of the village of Obradovci told us that the Partisans would come and attack the camp and free all of us. Even greater disbelief became prevalent and the thin man who had started inquiring us, stated:
- We know that there is a group of camp inmates in Obradovci, but hitherto no attack on your camp has been planned.
Everybody kept silent and a great tension and uncertainty were felt. At that moment at the opposite wall of the entrance, the door leading to the yard behind the house was opened. A man of about thirty years appeared, without a cap, in a pale blue Gestapo blouse and a white shirt, with his collar over the blouse. His trousers were plain, civilian and it was difficult to determine, by his looks, who he was. He stopped at the door, his glance was fixed on me. For a moment I thought he was certainly some acquaintance of mine. I, too, looked at him, but I could not recognize him. Golub who was sitting at my right side was looking at the newcomer, too. Then he startled suddenly, jumped over the bench and ran towards him. The man went to his encounter.
They embraced, kept silent for a moment and then embraced again, asking one another:
-
Are you alive. How did you come here?
This man was Golub's Party superior in Zagreb. Both of them knew that the other was imprisoned by the Ustashas and sent to the death camps. Thereby their joy and surprise was greater. After much suffering they had found themselves free in the Partisan movement. Then the newcomer turned to the commander telling him that he knew who Golub was and that he was guaranteeing for him. The officers' faces became serene and the commander, to break the tension, got up and wished us cordially welcome to the National Liberation Army. He said:
-
We are the army fighting against fascism and for the freedom of our peoples. Our army does not have the factories of weapons, equipment, clothes, footwear and other things which every army needs. All that, we have to take from our enemy in the battles. So the six of you, as a shock
group, will join the company going tonight to attack the enemy's stronghold. You will go with no arms, we don't have the weapons to give you. Your task is to get the arms in the battle. Tomorrow morning, after the battle, call me with the weapons.
Afterwards all of them got up and mixed with us and we spoke cordially. The host appeared, too, carrying a bottle of brandy and glasses. We toasted one another wishing a happy common fight.
Later on, I learned that the commander was Grga Jankes, and the newcomer, who had saved us from unpleasantness, was Zuca.

