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In 1933 I was working on road construction: a road was being built to Holendra Station. There were all types of jobs: pushing wheelbarrows, breaking stones, digging, and pile driving. Rations were issued. We actually had it good because we worked two shifts. Later I was even a brigade leader. I worked for everybody because people would ask to be hired, but they had no strength, because they were starving. And I had a double ration. There were seventeen people in the brigade, but only five or six were able-bodied. Today a man whom I hire is working. They give him bread, and the next day he’s dead.

In our corner of the village there were some thirty houses. All the members of three or four families died: the Khtodorovs, the Kharytons. Seven people would have to be removed at a time. The village soviet put me in charge of collecting the dead. I come to the Yasniuk family to pick up the dead, and she’s eating her brother. He’s still alive, still twitching. And she’s looking at me heavily, and she looks…


By the time we managed to remove those seven bodies, the pit at the cemetery was already filled up and a second had to be dug. That same day I had to drive to another place.


The spring of 1933 was long and cold. People had nothing to eat. Everything had been taken away: grain from pots, millet, here and there horubka [similar to rape—Trans.)—they had confiscated everything. Beets, carrots—everything was cleaned out. And we were left with nothing. In 1932 we had a very good harvest of straw, but there was less grain, and if they hadn’t taken it away, there would have been enough.

[I will talk about] Yaryna, Vasyl Bondaruk’s wife, who had butchered her own child. She recounted the story herself: “Something happened to me. I put him over a small basin, bent him, and put my legs between his legs. Then I shut the windows. But a male neighbour was standing guard over his potatoes outside the window. Somehow he saw me and reported me to the village soviet.” They sentenced her to three years. Later, sometime in the late 1950s, she got married. But she told her husband (Bondaruk) what she had done, and he turned against her.


Inside the house one of us is grinding something; another is keeping watch outside, so that the [authorities] won’t destroy the hand-mills. We weren’t allowed to own hand-mills—they would instantly smash them to pieces, saying, “You didn’t fulfill the grain delivery, and here you are, grinding something for yourself!”

The Krasnoholova family lived nearby. How well-off they had been, and how far they had sunk! You’re walking along the road, gnawing a tiny piece of bread, and this farmer grabs it out of your mouth and eats it on the spot.


Motria Krasnoholova was extremely swollen. The authorities came to her house and smashed the hand-mill. Her husband, son, and daughter starved to death. Only one girl was left. She went around picking up dead animals. One day some people saw that molasses was being transported from Kalynivka. A little bit would slop out, and people would bend down and scoop up every last drop. Women would trade their kerchiefs for a half-liter of molasses.

This should not be remembered, yet neither can it be forgotten, especially when you wake up in the middle of the night. What we experienced, may God have mercy! Everything happened like this in our time. God forbid that people should ever witness anything like that!
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