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Third Plan for Escape
Drasic's bestman was a tall man, swarthy, of about thirty-five years of age. He walked with decisive and fast steps towards us and once he neared us he greeted us in a friendly way asking who of us was Braca. When I introduced myself he told me that his name was Petar. We went deeper into the woods. At once he began telling us how and why Dragic had fled. We asked him what in his opinion we had to do. He replied with a question:
- You want to run away?
Golub replied that all of us wanted to run away. Petar deemed it impossible since the Partisans could not come, and there were a lot of Ustashas guarding us. We told him that there were seven of us who could trust one another and that in that case, only we would run away. We asked him what would be the best direction in which to go to reach the Partisans on Krndija. He described in detail the terrain we had to cross and emphasized that the most difficult part was to cross the railway tracks in the vicinity of the Zdenci railway station. Prior to that we had to cross a big meadow on the border between our pen and a large forest complex. Afterwards we had to go southward. He warned us that we would come to a Croat village, which was Fascist oriented, and not to go through it but to bypass it in a large arc and to continue to the south. The second obstacle would be a narrow-gauge forest railway of the Nasice company. That railway for the exploitation of the forest was not used, but he did not know whether it was guarded. About the road which we had to cross, he knew that there were ambushes as the offensive against the Partisans was in full swing. After crossing the road, he told us, we would come to a terrain covered with vineyards belonging to the Serb Partisan village of Pistane; then we would be on the Partisan territory.
We remembered every detail very well. At the end, I asked him whether he would do something for us. Not hesitating, he replied:
- I wish to do everything for you.
I told him that we needed something to carry in our hands to defend ourselves and that clubs would be very good for that. He regarded me and Golub in amazement, but he agreed to cut us some clubs and hide them along the path where we would pass. We agreed that it would be a hazel bush at the edge of the forest.
When we finished our talk Petar pressed our hands hard, wishing us a successful escape; he embraced both of us and kissed us on both cheeks. Then he disappeared in the dense preserve. Golub and I sat at the edge of the forest and started talking about how to organize our escape.
The only time we could use for our escape was ten to fifteen minutes without Ustasha control, at sunset, at the time when the cattle were returning from the pastures. The Ustashas often remained in the camp at the well, taking off their shirts and washing themselves of the dust. We would continue to the small wood where the pen was located, at about 100 meters distance form the camp. Then we had the opportunity to jump over a low barbed wire around the pen and to run off. Everything depended on which Ustasha would be with us, as there were some who followed our every step.
In that case, we would have to kill him, take his gun, and run away. It meant, we had to find something to kill him with, and Golub proposed to hit him with a stone over the head.
It was necessary to determine the time for our escape. It was important that the night be clear without moonlight.
Everyday I was shepherding the cows by myself near the meadow and returned much earlier than the others to the camp. That is why Feliks, in his capacity of administrator, had to shift me to work with the cattle which were taken care of by the comrades willing to run away.
Among them were two inmates whom we did not trust and who were not included in the plan for the flight, as we were feared a betrayal. It would have to be arranged that they return to the camp to dinner before our flight started. The extenuating circumstance was that Feliks and Golub could move freely.
We had to discuss the details once more. We tried never to gather; we met in twos. In such a way we did not draw the attention of the other inmates, among whom a coward could maybe be found who would become suspicious. The next morning, when the jobs were distributed, Feliks told me in front of everybody that I did not guard the cows well and that from now on I would be with herd No. 2. I gathered that Golub had managed to speak with him. Golub was making regular rounds of the herds and spoke alone with each of us. I was charged to find a big stone or a brick and to leave it at the entrance in the pen. I was happy that the preparations were made in a hurry and in secret. The exact day for the escape was fixed: the 12th September 1942. Golub knew a lot things about astronomy and had calculated that that night the sky would be moonless.
The days were clear thus ensuring sure orientation according to the positions of the stars. Unfortunately, the 12th of September was the Jewish New Year. We knew that unpleasant things would happen to the remaining camp inmates. Feliks anticipated that they would be returned to Jasenovac. I was thinking a lot about whether it was wise and correct to do what we intended. We had had two plans; through their realisation the majority of the camp inmates could have been saved, but unfortunately both of them had failed. However, danger threatened to send back all of us to Jasenovac at the end of September, after the grazing was over. If our plan succeeded at least seven of us would be saved and we would go to the Partisans. Dusko Holcner, an innkeeper from Daruvar, who a few days prior to that had learned that his wife and three children were killed at Loborgrad, the Ustasha concentration camp for women and children, was weeping the entire night. In the morning, he told each of us separately in a decisive voice:
- The aim of our escape is one - to perish with guns in our hands, as human beings!
We adopted this as our oath.
Though the escape was linked to numerous dangers, even to be caught and killed, we had to find the strength and courage to look for salvation in escape.
