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Second Plan for Escape
Golub was regularly visiting the cattle so we often spoke about the possibility of escape. He became the ideological leader to us who were preparing to run away. On the occasion of one of our conversations, he told me that only our group could try to escape. I reacted quite vehemently - in that case those remaining twenty three, would certainly lose their lives! In the circumstances when we no longer saw real possibilities to save ourselves, something occurred which changed the situation entirely.
It was the middle of August, a warm sunny day, at noon. The cows were resting in the shade of some tall oaks, while in my close vicinity, at twenty meters from me, a villager was cutting a trunk and making logs. At one point he sat on a stump took out bread and lard from a white bag and started eating. I interpreted this as an invitation to approach him so as to give me something to eat. I whipped the cow closest to me and it started running in the direction of the woodcutter. The cow entered the forest and I ran after it. I was afraid that some Ustasha might come, somebody from among those who were supervising us from time to time. I looked left and right, saw that there was nobody, and I neared the villager. Smiling, he welcomed me and offered me to sit on the stump next to the one on which he was sitting. First he asked how we were in the camp. I looked at him suspiciously as I knew I had to be careful, because it could be a provocation. I replied that we were well, at which he ironically laughed:
- I know the Ustashas well, I was in their hands and I have serious consequences.
I was looking at him silently, while he slowly unbuttoned his shirt and bared his chest. He had some wounds, not yet healed on his chest made by blades. - These are the cuts of an Ustasha knife.
Then he took off a rubber soled peasant shoe from his right foot and showed me the wounds between his toes. He continued telling me how they burnt rags soaked in petrol between his toes. He was imprisoned as he was suspicious to them, and by torturing him they wanted to force him to admit he was guilty. He was persistent and did not admit anything. As they did not have any proof, they freed him. They suspected him of cooperation with the Partisans, that he was in touch with them and sending them men and so on. Then he confessed that he was in the People's Liberation Committee and that there, in the vicinity, in the Slavonian mountains, there were a lot of Partisans, that they were well-armed and strong; that they were getting their equipment and weapons directly from Zagreb. He even mentioned that there were about 80, 000 Partisans. It was clear to me that he was exaggerating, but I continued our conversation. I inquired whether he knew about the Partisans who had perished in the neighbouring village; he answered that he knew. He knew even their names; it was a terrain assault group who had spent the day in the house of a Serb villager, and that his Croat neighbour denounced them. I told him that I had seen that denouncer with the Ustasha cap as well as the captured and tied Partisan. At the end, he asked me openly whether we intended to run away to the Partisans. Surprised and glad, I confirmed in a decisive voice that all of us were ready to join the Partisans. He smiled, satisfied with my reply and promised to arrange everything. I demanded how it could be done, and he told me that he would inform the Partisans to come and attack us from outside, and that simultaneously we should attack the Ustashas. He took a piece of bread from his bag, cut a slice of it, and a good piece of bacon. I started eating, while he was contentedly smiling, nodding and saying how all of us would be saved. I proposed that he come near me the next evening, to the place where I was looking after the cattle, and that I would bring one of our comrades who would speak with him about the details. He promised to come and he pointed in the direction of a dense wood behind my back. That wood was called a 'preserve', as it was too young to be cut. In the evening, I told Golub our veterinarian what I spoke about with the villager, who had told me that his name was Dragic. Golub was satisfied and he told me that for certain he would come to talk with Dragic. This changed our mood. Again the possibility for our common safety appeared.
The next day Golub came somewhat earlier, sat next to me and we went through the entire situation once again. When we heard the cracking of branches, I told him to enter the wood. I remained, as we had agreed, to pay attention and see that no Ustasha came. In case somebody appeared and started across the big meadow, I should whistle the German song 'Lili Marlen. '
Time was passing slowly and Golub was not coming back from the wood. I saw an Ustasha coming toward me. He stopped at some 100 meters from me and shouted:
- Did you guard them well?
I replied that I did and that he shouldn't worry; he turned and went in another direction.
Finally the vet came out from the wood and sat next to me, satisfied and smiling. He told me that Dragic in general repeated what he had told me but with many more details and that it was agreed that the Partisans should attack our camp at night. Dragic asked for data on the number of Ustashas and Golub marked for him the guards' positions and bunkers. They agreed that our men on duty, once the Partisans attacked, should awaken all the other inmates. Their talk was also about our 'weapons'. We could get some screwdrivers, maybe a knife or a hammer. Since that evening, every night, seven of us were successively on duty.

Boza Svarc had managed somehow to hide his watch so that our shifts were evenly distributed.
With hope and impatience, we awaited the coming ot the Partisans because we were aware that soon the pasturing grass would be lacking, as the summer was quite dry and that we would again be returned to Jasenovac. This meant sure death. 

Finally September came, but not the Partisans. In order to have some weapons on me and in an exchange with another inmate, I got a shoemaker's knife for cutting leather. It was a flat curved steel knife, with an oblique blade and a leather-covered handle. I had hidden it above my berth, between the planks in the attic.
Failure of the Second Plan
The peasants continued taking care of us. The humpback Ilija would bring me food almost regularly. He drove his wagon loaded with oak logs. Due to precaution, I turned my back to him, and he turned his head in the opposite direction. Passing, he told me:
- Braca, Dragic ran away.
I froze as it meant that our agreement had failed. Not looking at each other, we talked briefly and I learned that Dragic had run away to the Partisans; he had to do so fearing to remain in the village as his son had joined them previously. I also learned that only Dragic's wife remained in their home and I asked Ilija to send her in the evening to the 'preserve' where I would wait for her.
At sunset I waited anxiously to see whether Dragic's wife would come. Sitting at the edge of the wood I heard the cracking of dry twigs in the preserve and I got up. Not far from me I noticed a tall woman of middle age, who was gathering dry branches in her apron. I understood that she was doing this as a precaution if the Ustashas appeared. We introduced ourselves and she, fearful, told me quickly that Dragisa sent a message to us not to flee, that an offensive against the Partisans had started, that guards were everywhere and ambushes and that it was dangerous to undertake any steps. At my question as to what she knew about the Partisans, she told me decisively that they would not come, since the offensive was very vigorous. I comprehended that our liberation and our second plan to save ourselves had failed. I was persistent and did not want to accept such an outcome so I insisted that she tell me whether there was any man, her brother, her son-in-law or godfather with whom we could talk. She told me that she did not have anybody except their best man whom she would send to talk with us. We agreed that starting from the next day she would send her best man at this time and at the same spot, and that I would wait for him with another camp inmate.
Only in the evening when I returned with the cows to the camp, I looked for veterinarian, Golub. I told him what had happened and asked him to come the next day to the meeting with Dragic's best man. Golub agreed and we spoke for a long time about how to do it.
The following evening Golub came to the agreed spot.
