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The Communists Did Not Suffer during the Holodomor

By Vitalii H. Taranets

[Originally published in the newspaper Krymska svitlytsia (Symferopil, Crimea, Ukraine), no. 3 (16 January 2004).

URL: http://svitlytsia.crimea.ua/?section=article&artID=1643]

Some people say that there was no Holodomor in Ukraine. It is very painful to listen to such communist lies. I was five years old at the time, and I remember some things about it. Today I am seventy-four. I may forget certain things, but what happened in my childhood cannot be forgotten. This was a forced starvation carried out in order to destroy the Ukrainian people.

My father, Hnat Hryhorovych Taranets, my mother Priska Andriivna Taranets, my older brother Andrii Hnatovych, and I, Vitalii Hnatovych, lived in the village of Podorozhne in Novoheorhiivsky raion, Kirovohrad oblast, which was later flooded by the Kremenchuk Reservoir.  I see everything as though it were happening today: government officials on horse-drawn carts went from house to house in the village. They were called “agents,” but later we also called them the “red devils.” They were dressed in leather jackets, with holsters on their belts. One day they visited our neighbours who lived to our right. At first you could only hear men’s voices, the sounds of crying, women’s wailing, and then we saw the agents carrying out two little bags of something and pouring it into sacks. One of the bags contained two or three kilograms of corn, and the other—beans. Then these agents drove up to our house and asked for the master. My mother said that he was inside. My father, swollen from hunger, was lying in bed. They entered the house and asked: 

“Where is the hidden grain?”

My father pointed to his swollen legs, implying there was no grain. The agents yelled at him and, taking metal prods with a sharpened tip, began poking the clay floor (we didn’t have a wood floor), the walls of the house, the pantry, and the vestibule. But they didn’t find anything because there was nothing to find. Then they took my mother outside and began questioning her: where was the grain buried? Mother replied that there was no grain anywhere. Then they began shoving my mother toward the shed, so that she would show them where the grain was buried. They began poking with their prods. They didn’t find anything because everything had already been taken away earlier. From our house they went to the home of Tetiana Khutorna, a neighbor who lived to our left. She locked herself inside her house and refused to let them in. The agents broke the window, entered the house, and began searching for grain. They were in luck: in a corner of the pantry they found two or three kilograms of barley mixed with soil, and a little pot filled with one kilogram of peas. The agents forced the woman to clean the grain and took it away when they left. Throughout the village the wailing of women and children could be heard.

One day Mother went to the marsh field to pick sorrel and noticed some men staring at her from behind some hazelnut bushes. She became frightened and started to run away. Fortunately she managed to reach a public place, and they didn’t catch up with her. I remember she was crying when she came home: she hugged and kissed us, and then began telling us that some cannibals had wanted to kill her. Later, people said that some children who had gone to pick sorrel on the marsh field were never seen again.

At the bazaar people were selling meat soup and meat in aspic. Our neighbor, Yaryna Khutorna, bought some of this jellied meat, but when she began eating it she saw that it contained boiled human fingers.

One day my mother, brother, and I went to the woods to pick mushrooms, but we didn’t find any. Exhausted, we sat down on the grass to rest. My brother and I began picking grass and eating it. My mother began to cry. Nearby was a hawthorn bush. We tasted some leaves, and it turned out to be tastier than the grass. We picked the leaves, dried them, and ground them into meal. Then we made pancakes and baked shortcakes. Using a hand-mill, we would grind corncobs stripped of kernels and acorns into meal that we used to bake flat, dry cakes. When the ears of grain began ripening in the fields, we extracted the grain and ate it on the spot.

Starving people who ate too much would fall sick and die. There were cases of people dying after drinking the milk from their cows that had recently calved and not been confiscated instead of grain.

Near our house was a cemetery where I saw the dead being buried. Walking behind the wagon filled with corpses would be a mother, wife, or priest, and no one else. I also remember my mother saying that food packages of flour, groats, and sugar were being delivered to the homes of communists. They did not experience the Holodomor, but we did, because they confiscated everything from us.

After the harvest we would go to the fields to gather empty ears of grain. A mounted guard would chase after us children and whip us. Adults were fined for taking state property. Better it should rot in the field than be picked, because it was state property…
City of Svitlovodsk, Kirovohrad oblast.
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